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John  went  to  his  child's  funeral ;  but  he  was  very  quiet :  and  many 
who  had  seen  the  devotion  with  which  he  had  watched  him  while  alive, 
wondered  at  his  calmness.  They  had  expected  a  heavy  out-break  of 
grief;  but  there  was  none.  He  lingered  at  the  grave  until  the  last  sod 
vas  laid  upon  it ;  and  then  he  went  away  very  quietly,  though  some 
said  he  tottered  for  a  moment  as  he  turned  to  go. 

Harry  Lindsey  joined  him  as  he  went  home,  and  quietly  slid  his  hand 
in  his.  John  started,  and  turned  suddenly,  as  if  he  expected  to  find^ 
some  one  else  at  his  side  ;  but  he  said  nothing :  and  the  boy,  too,  walked 
with  him  in  silence.  They  did  not  part  at  the  door,  but  went  in  to- 
gether, and  sat  down  by  the  fire.  The  room  was  very  still ;  the  little 
hat  and  coat  still  hung  on  the  peg  against  the  wall,  and  ail  the  marks 
of  the  former  presence  of  the  child  were  still  there.  John  looked 
around  wistfully,  and  then  turned  to  the  boy : 

*  You  *11  miss  little  Tom,  won't  you  ?  '  asked  he,  in  a  tremulous  tone. 
*  He  was  very  fond  of  you.' 

Harry  Lindsey  sprang  up,  and,  flinging  himself  in  front  of  the  black- 
smith, leaned  his  head  against  his  knee,  and  sobbed  as  if  his  heart  would 
break.  John's  own  heart  was  full ;  and  oh !  how  grateful  to  him  was 
the  love  which  this  child  was  showing  to  his  own  lost  boy !  He  could 
not  speak ;  but  he  raised  him  in  his  arms  and  pressed  him  to  his  heart ; 
and  as  the  tears,  which  he  vainly  tried  to  keep  back,  filled  his  eyes,  with 
his  head  bowed  over  him,  he  swore  by  the  love  which  he  had  borne  to 
his  own  child,  to  keep  the  promise  he  had  made  to  Harry's  father,  at 
all  hazard  and  at  all  cost. 

They  sat  and  talked  of  little  Tom,  of  his  ways,  and  of  what  he  had 
said  and  done,  and  of  how  gay  and  patient  he  was  in  spite  of  all  his 
pain,  until  they  both  grew  quite  cheerful :  and  now  and  then  a  smile 
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lighted  up  the  face  of  John,  as  in  dwelling  on  the  past  he  foigot  the 
present.  As  they  talked,  the  sun  went  down,  and  night  came  on.  Then 
the  hlack-smith  took  Harry  hy  the  hand  and  accompanied  him  home. 
As  he  was  parting  with  him,  he  said : 

*  You  11  come  and  see  me  sometimes.  Master  Harry,  won't  you  ?  * 
The  hoy  sprang  up  and  flung  his  arms  ahout  his  Heck  : 

*  I  wiU,  John,  I  will.* 

The  door  closed  on  him,  and  John  set  out  for  home. 

A  week  had  passed,  and  John  went  to  his  work  as  usual ;  hut  there 
was  a  stem  gravity  ahout  him,  as  if  he  had  encased  his  warmer  feelings 
in  iron,  resolved  to  keep  them  down,  although  he  had  at  times  a  weary, 
care-worn  look.  Morning,  noon,  and  night,  the  clink  of  his  hammer 
was  heard.  He  never  hroke  off  from  his  work  as  heretofore.  His 
neighbors,  who  usually  assembled  about  the  smithy,  kept  away,  for  they 
felt  that  beneath  his  grave  exterior  there  -was  a  great  weight  of  mentsd 
sorrow  ;  and  so  he  labored  on  by  himself 

It  was  a  quiet,  golden  day  ;  not  a  breath  of  wind  rippled  the  water 
of  the  lake ;  not  a  leaf  rustled.  The  smoke  of  the  forge  ascended 
straight  upward  like  a  column  of  dark  gray  marble,  imtil,  high  up  in 
the  sky,  above  the  smithy,  it  spread  out  into  a  sombre  canopy ;  and 
there  it  hung.  There  was  a  glistening  rime  upon  the  leaves  and  branches 
of  the  trees  which  spoke  of  coming  winter ;  but  the  birds  still  twittered 
gaily,  for  their  ice-clad  enemy  was  not  upon  them  yet. 

John  was  busy  at  his  work,  too  sad  at  heart  to  think  of  the  bright- 
ness about  him,  but  stem  and  resolved  to  bear  his  trouble  with  a  manly 
spirit,  and  to  fight  the  battle  of  life  bravely.  He  was  so  intent  upon 
his  work  that  he  did  not  observe  a  shadow  as  it  darkened  his  door  ;  nor 
did  he  observe  the.  owner  of  the  shadow,  who,  after  standing  for  a 
moment  watching  him,  came  in  and  stood  within  a  few  feet  of  him. 

He  was  short  and  square-built,  with  light  hair,  and  a  bright,  open, 
blue  eye,  which  met  your  glance  freely,  iuUy,  and  frankly,  and  had 
withal  such  an  honest  expression  that  you  might  have  sworn  to  his  sin- 
cerity at  once  from  his  look  alone.  Although  much  younger  than  John, 
he  was  by  no  means  young.  He  was  roughly  dressed  in  stout,  strong 
apparel,  and  wore  a  felt  hat,  carelessly  slouched  over  his  face. 

He  stood  some  moments  watching  the  smith,  as  if  in  doubt  how  to 
address  him,  and  perhaps  in  the  hope  that  John  would  observe  him. 
But  if  such  were  the  case  he  was  disappointed,  for  the  black-smith  went 
on  with  his  work,  utterly  unobservant  of  his  presence. 

At  last  he  went  up  to  him  and  took  him  by  the  hand.  John  started 
and  looked  up. 

*  Dick  BoUes  I  you  here  ?  I  'm  glad  to  see  you,  Dick  ;  indeed  I  am,' 
exclaimed  he,  laying  down  a  heavy  hammer  which  he  held,  and  grasp- 
ing the  hand  of  the  other  in  both  of  his  own.     *  It 's  kind  of  you,  Dick.' 

The  stranger  shook  his  hands  cordially. 

*  The  world 's  gone  hard  with  you,  John,'  said  he,  still  holding  his 
hand  and  looking  earnestly  in  his  lace.     *  I  heard  of  it  only  yesterday.' 

*  Yes,  Dick,  it  has.' 

*  And  little  Tom  ? '  inquired  the  other. 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  stood  looking  John  full  in  the  face. 
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John  pointed  to  the  place  heneath  the  willows,  where  the  child  had 
used  to  lie. 

*  He 's  gone.' 

Dick  still  held  his  hand,  and  looked  inquiringly  in  his  face ;  and  John, 
rightly  interpreting  the  look,  went  on,  speaking  in  a  low,  tremulous 
tone,  and  twisting  a  piece  of  iron  in  his  hand  as  he  spoke  : 

*  I  knew  that .  he  must  die  ;  I  felt  that  it  must  be  so  ;  that  it  could 
never  have  been  intended  that  a  little  decrepit  boy  like  he  should  grow 
to  be  a  man  ;  he  could  n't.  But  I  always  thought  th&  time  a  great 
way  off;  a  very  great  way  off ; 

He  paused  and  drew  the  back  of  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  and  twisted 
the  piece  of  iron  backward  and  forward  with  great  rapidity,  and  then 
went  on  as  before  : 

'  I  did  n't  wish  to  die  and  leave  him  here  alone  with  no  one  to  care 
for  him.  I  did  n't  wish  that,  but  I  hoped  that  somehow  we  might  go 
together,  and  that  I  could  have  his  little  hand  in  mine  even  in  the 
grave.     It  was  foolish '  / 

John  struggled  with  himself  for  a  moment,  then  flung  the  iron  on 
the  floor,  and,  going  to  the  forge,  turned  his  back  upon  his  friend  and 
busied  himself  in  raking  up  the  fire.  At  last,  turning  to  Bolles,  and 
straightening  himself  up,  he  said  : 

*  It 's  all  right,  Dick  ;  it  ^s  but  the  course  of  nature.  Children  have 
died,  and  parents  have  sorrowed  over  them  before  this ;  and  time  has 
fled,  imtil  they  rested  side  by  side  ;  and  then  they  met  again.  It  has 
been  so  before ;  it  is  so  now  ;  it  will  be  so  again  as  long  as  earth  is 
earth  and  man  is  mortal.  Grief  is  idle  :  I  'm  but  fulfilling  the  great 
law.' 

John  spoke  bravely.  He  held  himself  up  erect,  and  looked  his  friend 
full  in  the  face,  as  if  to  gain  his  approbation  of  the  victory  which  cold 
reason  was  gaining  over  his  heart ;  but  his  words  wanted  the  ring  of 
the  true  metal. 

Dick  was  a  plain,  uneducated  man,  with  keen  perceptions  of  right 
and  wrong,  and  a  blunt  and  open  honesty  of  purpose  which  went  straight 
to  it^  object ;  withal  a  kind  and  open  heart,  and  had  always  looked 
up  to  the  smith  with  respect  and  aflection. 

He  saw  the  struggle  of  John  to  reason  down  the  yearnings  of  nature, 
but  he  had  no  sympathy  with  such  cold  philosophy. 

*  John,'  said  he, '  though  you  're  a  black-smith  you  are  a  Tamed  man, 
and  I  am  not ;  you  have  been  abroad  and  seen  the  world  and  the  sights 
that  are  in  it,  and  I  have  not ;  while  you  were  getting  wise,  I  was  get- 
ting rusty,  and  perhaps  behind  the  world ;  I  do  n't  say  that  I  was  n't ; 
but  this  I  do  say,  and  this  I  '11  insist  on,  too,'  said  he,  placing  his  finger 
on  the  palm  of  his  hand  ;  '  if  God  gives  u^  children,  and  gives  us  hearts 
to  love  them  with,  He  intends  us  to  love  them.  If  He  takes  them  away, 
and  gives  us  hearts  to  grieve  for  them.  He  intends  us  to  grieve  for  them. 
You  might  as  well  say  when  a  man  's  pleased  he 's  not  to  laugh,  and 
when  he 's  hurt  he 's  not  to  holler.  I  believe  in  them  all  ;  each  in  his 
proper  place.' 

Dick  struck  one  hand  against  the  open  palm  of  the  other,  to  drive  his 
argument  home  and  clinch  it. 
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John  stood  some  time  looking  on  the  ground,  hut  he  made  no  reply  : 
and  whether  convinced  by  this  argument  or  not,  he  did  not  say,  hut 
taking  up  a  har  of  iron  he  thrust  it  in  the  fire,  and  applying  himself  to 
the  bellows,  worked  at  it  until  the  forge  fairly  roared.  Dick  stood  look- 
ing on  in  silence  ;  at  last  he  said  : 

'  John,  I  came  to  take  you  home  with  me.* 

John  shook  his  head  : 

*  I  can't  go  ;  there 's  another  death  coming  soon.' 

*  At  the  House  ? '  said  the  other,  inquiringly. 

*  Ay  I  and  very  soon.     I  may  be  wanted.* 

*  But  after  that,  John,  aifter  that,*  urged  the  other,  •  you  *11  come 
then  ?  * 

*  Perhaps  I  may ;  perhaps  I  may  not ;  I  cannot  tell,*  said  John.  *  I 
l^ave  kind  friends  here  ;  perhaps  I  '11  stay  among  them  ;  perhaps  I  '11 
go  abroad  ;  I  'm  very  restless  now.  My  movements  hereafter  will  be 
guided  by  another.     I  'm  quite  adrift,  Dick,  quite  adrift. 

Dick  Bolles  saw  that  to  the  black-smith  every  thing  had  assumed  a  som- 
bre hue  ;  and  so  he  sat  down  and  spent  the  morning  with  him,  and  by 
conversing  with  him  on  other  subjects,  gradually  drew  his  thoughts  firom 
dwelling  upon  himself ;  and  when  he  left  him  there  was  a  smile  upon 
his  face  which  augujred  brighter  hours. 

Another  week  had  flitted  by.  Death  was  on  his  rounds,  and  his 
gaunt  shadow  began  to  hover  over  the  *  House.'  From  day  to  day  Mr. 
'  Lindsey's  life  ebbed.  From  morning  till  night,  and  through  the  still,  silent 
hours  of  darkness,  when  all  were  hushed  in  sleep  except  the  solitary 
watcher  at  his  bed-side,  imtil  the  gray  dawn  of  day  changed  to  the  blush 
of  sun-rise,  his  struggling  heart  kept  throbbing  heavily  on.  Day  after 
day  the  physician  came  and  went ;  he  gave  no  prescription  ;  he  left  no 
directions,  for  man  was  powerless,  and  he  felt  that  the  great  Conqueror 
was  on  his  march,  and  silently  watched  him  as  one  by  one  he  sapped 
the  foundations  of  life. 

Strength  had  failed,  and  the  sick  man  had  taken  to  his  bed.  He 
knew  that  his  disease  was  gaining  ground.  He  had  withstood  its  wear 
and  tear  with  manly  courage.  He  had  struggled  not  to  yield,  not  from 
any  craven  fear  of  death,  or  any  wretched  clinging  to  life  for  life's  sake, 
for  he  had  learned  to  look  with  a  steady  eye  into  the  dark  abyss  to  which 
he  was  hastening ;  and  with  his  mind  free  and  clear,  and  his  senses 
calm  and  collected,  he  gathered  in  his  energies  to  grapple  with  his  fate, 
but  he  felt  the  chill  of  the  dark  shadow  which  overhung  him. 

The  *  House '  grew  dim  and  dreary ;  and  although  the  sun  shone 
brightly  over  hill,  and  field,  and  w^ood-land,  it  did  not  dispel  the  gloom. 
The  servants  moved  on  tip-toe,  and  spoke  in  whispers,  and  constant 
watch  was  kept  on  the  door  of  the  sick  man's  room. 

The  bell  rang  furiously,  and  word  was  sent  for  John  Biggs.  Mr. 
Lindsey  was  sinking  rapidly,  and  wished  to  see  him.  As  fast  as  man 
and  horse  could  travel,  the  message  went ;  and  almost  as  soon,  the  grave 
sad  face  of  the  smith  was  seen  at  the  door  of  the  House.  He  was  told 
to  go  up  at  once,  for  there  was  no  time  to  waste :  moments  were  of 
more  worth  than  gold  now. 

Hobust,  gigantic,  a  personification  of  strength  and  ednew,  of  rugged, 
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stalwart,  iron  life,  he  entered  the  sick-chamher,  himself  and  all  ahout 
him  a  type  of  earth,  except  the  light  which  heamed  like  an  emanation 
from  heaven  in  his  honest  eyes.  Mr.  Lindsey  was  bolstered  up  in  bed, 
his  temples  sunken,  his  eyes  deep-set  and  glassy,  and  his  fingers  thin 
and  long.  By  him  stood  his  child,  and  at  the  bed-side  sat  a  nurse.  He 
beckoned  John  to  him :  he  paused  to  gather  strength,  then  fixed  his 
earnest  eyes  on  John. 

'  So  little  Tom  is  gone  ? ' 

The  color  deepened  in  John's  cheek,  and  he  looked  upon  the  floor. 

*  He  is.' 

Again  a  pause  to  gather  in  his  breath. 

*  My  sand  is  running  fast,  John  :  I  shall  soon  be  with  him.' 
The  black-smith  compressed  his  lips,  but  did  not  speak. 

Mr.  Lindsey  took  John^s  hand  in  his  and  placed  it  on  the  head  of  his 
boy.  He  half  rose  from  the  pillow  which  supported  him.  His  words 
were  calm  and  deliberate,  and  strong  Will  was  strugghng  with  Fate  as 
he  spoke. 

*  I  've  sent  for  you  again,  John,  before  I  die,  to  remind  you  of  your 
promise.' 

*  There  is  no  need.  Sir,'  replied  John  ;  *  I  '11  never  forget  it,  never ! ' 

*  I  thank  you,'  replied  Mr.  Lindsey.  '  It 's  a  heavy  responsibility  that 
you  have  taken  upon  you.' 

*  I  know  it  is.  Sir,'  said  the  smith,  earnestly  ;  *  but  I  trust  in  God  to 
give  me  strength  to  bear  it.' 

*  That 's  right,  John ;  and  if  ever  in  the  future  your  resolution 
fail,  or  my  boy  should  weary  out  your  patience  with  waywardness 
or  perseverance  in  wrong,  when  friends  have  fallen  off,  and  the  world 
turns  its  back  upon  him,  do  you  look  back  through  the  dim  past  to 
this  hour  and  to  me  ;  and  when  you  do  so,  forgive  him,  and  shelter  and 
protect  him,  for  then  he  '11  want  a  friend  the  most.' 

It  was  a  fearful  efibrt  to  speak  those  slow,  earnest  words  ;  to  battle 
with  the  enemy  which  was  gripihg  at  his  heart ;  but  he  kept  it  down 
until  he  heard  John's  answer. 

'  I  will.' 

And  then  he  sank  heavily  back,  the  light  faded  from  his  eye,  and  he 
spoke  no  more,  but  left  John  standing  with  his  hand  upon  the  child's 
head. 

John  waited  to  hear  if  he  had  any  thing  more  to  say,  but  he  did  not 
speak,  nor  seem  to  notice  him  ;  and  John  stole  out  of  the  room,  and  took 
his  station  in  the  hall  below. 

Word  soon  came  that  Mr.  Lindsey  was  sinking  fast.  The  members 
of  the  household  gathered  near  the  door.  It  soon  was  said  that  he 
noticed  no  one  ;  and  several  of  the  older  ones  who  had  lived  with  him 
from  childhood,  and  had  grown  old  and  gray,  and  decrepit  in  his  ser- 
vice, went  in  and  drew  back  in  the  dark  comers  of  the  room,  watching 
the  ebbing  of  his  life. 

John  still  remained  in  the  hall,  watching  the  faces  of  those  who 
passed  him,  and  ready  to  go  up  if  he  should  be  called  again.  Once  or 
twice,  as  the  door  of  the  room  was  opened,  he  thought  he  heard  the 
dying  man's  voice,  but  it  was  fancy  :  he  was  not  sent  for  again. 
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The  shadows  of  evening  were  coming  on,  and  the  window-curtains  in 
the  room  were  opened,  and  the  old  man  with  his  filmy  eye  gazed  out 
through  the  window  and  over  the  distant  landscape.  Hill  and  valley, 
meadow  and  forest,  were  spread  before  him.  The  scenes  of  his  boy- 
hood, manhood,  and  age — what  dreams  of  the  past  were  gathered  about 
them,  and  what  silent  memories  were  crowding  through  that  clogging 
brain  !  The  shadows  of  evening  are  deepening  ;  more  dull  and  heavy 
is  the  beating  of  his  heart.  The  twilight  is  darkening  ;  the  dull,  filmy 
eye  still  looks  out,  but  not  upon  the  landscape,  for  it  seems  to  stretch 
beyond  it,  and  to  gaze  into  the  far-off  distant  sky.  Still  the  struggling 
heart  is  striving  laboriously  and  hard  to  retain  its  hold  on  hfe.  The 
twilight  has  darkened  almost  into  night,  and  still  the  dim  eye  looks  out. 
Was  that  a  cloud  that  swept  across  the  sky,  and  flung  its  shadow  over 
the  face  of  the  dying  man  ?  Bring  lights,  for  it  is  dark,  dark  indeed ; 
the  darkness  of  the  valley  of  shadows  has  flung  its  pall  over  the  place  : 
the  struggle  is  past,  and  that  strong  heart  is  conquered,  and  at  rest  for 
ever ! 

John  Biggs  left  the  House,  and  went  along  the  road  which  led  to  his 
home  :  but  oh  I  how  vividly  rose  up  in  his  memory  the  past  images  of 
those  days  when  first  he  had  met  him  who  had  now  gone  from  earth 
for  ever !  He  recollected  a  crushed  and  broken-down  man,  seated  in  a 
miserable,  ill-furnished  room,  with*  his  head  resting  between  his  hands, 
almost  ready  to  follow  the  counsel  given  to  the  patriarch  of  old,  *  Curse 
God  and  die.'  He  remembered,  too,  a  patient,  loving  face  at  his  side, 
watching  his  look  with  anxious  eyes,  and  breathing  hope  in  tones 
which  soothed  him  like  an  angel's  whisper,  and  as  it  looked  upward, 
bade  him  trust  in  God.  And  he  remembered  well  how  he  had  strug- 
gled hard  to  obey  ;  but  how  difficult  it  was,  when  he  saw  her  day  by 
day  fading  at  his  side,  and  his  sickly  child  growing  wan  and  decrepit 
even  in  liis  cradle,  to  silence  the  murmurs  which  rose  to  his  lips,  to 
look  through  the  dark  vista  before  hijn,  where  there  was  no  gleam  of 
light,  and  yet  hope  on  when  hope  seemed  dead. 

But  the  dawn  came  at  last ;  a  kind  hand  was  stretched  out  to  save 
him  ;  the  means  of  labor  were  placed  within  his  reach  ;  labor  reaped 
its  proper  harvest,  and  the  whisperings  of  hope  became  realities. 

But  where  was  she  who  had  cheered  him  on,  and  vnth  strong  love 
had  supported  his  sinking  heart  ?  She  was  sleeping  with  her  dark  lashes 
fringing  her  closed  lids,  her  pale  hands  crossed  upon  her  breast,  and  her 
face  white  as  the  fresh-fallen  snow.  He  remembered  it  well.  She 
was  sleeping,  never  again  to  wake  on  earth,  and  he  was  to  journey 
through  life  alone.  Tears  filled  the  eyes  of  the  rugged  man,  but  me- 
mory had  not  done  its  work  yet ;  for  still  amid  the  dim  past  sprang  up 
another  form,  a  feeble,  patient  child,  stretching  its  arms  to  him  for  suc- 
cor and  for  love. 

'  Tom  I  Tom  I  my  own  little  child  ! '  muttered  the  black-smith,  bury- 
ing his  face  in  his  hands,  and  struggling  hard  to  choke  down  the  tears 
which  rose  ;  *  are  we  never  to  meet  again  on  earth  ?  ' 

*  The  dead  rise  not  again  here.' 

It  was  the  very  hour  and  the  very  spot  at  which  he  had  uttered 
those  words,  *  The  dead  rise  not  again  here.*     But  did  he  dream,  or 
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was  his  fancy  running  wild  with  him  ?     Were  the  strong  yearnings  of 
his  heart  affecting  his  reason  ?     "Was  the  dim  outline  which  stood  in  the 
path  before  him,  and  with  its  little  finger  pointing  upward,  that  of  his 
child  ?     Could  he  mistake  that  patient,  loving  face  ? 
John  bowed  his  head  as  he  whispered  : 

*  Tom,  my  own  child,  why  art  thou  here  ? ' 

*  Father,'  replied  a  voice  which  he  well  knew,  *  I  am  thy  spirit-guide 
through  life.  Even  as  thou  on  earth  guidedst  me  and  leddest  me  on  in 
the  path  toward  heaven,  so  am  I  now  with  thee.' 

John  bent  his  head  to  the  earth,  in  reverence  to  the  little  being  whom 
he  had  loved  and  carried  in  his  arms. 

*Tom,  my  own  dear  child  of  earth — angel  of  heaven  now  —  I'll 
do  as  you  bid  me.* 

The  child  smiled,  and  pointed  upward  ;  and  through  the  trees  John 
looked  up  and  saw  the  stars  shining  brightly  in  the  sky,  and  amid  them 
all,  a  planet  looking  down  on  earth,  glorious  and  beautiful,  and  toward 
it  the  small  hand  pointed. 

*  There,*  said  he. 

*  Ay,'  said  John,  *  there,  little  Tom,  never  to  part ;  wait  for  me 
there,  my  own  httle  angel-child,  and  by  God's  help,  and  for  the  love 
of  thee,  I  '11  struggle  on  till  we  meet  again.' 

He  turned,  but  the  child  was  gone.  The  same  bright  star  was  shin- 
ing from  the  sky  ;  and  as  the  old  man  turned  his  tear-dimmed  eyes  up- 
ward, he  fancied  that  he  saw  kind  faces  looking  down  at  him,  and 
beckoning  him  onward ;  and  he  thought  he  heard,  in  gentle  tones,  a 
voice  uttered  from  the  sky,  *  Remember  Harry  Lindsey.* 

*  Ay,  he 's  the  tie  which  binds  me  to  earth  and  heaven ! '  muttered  the 
old  man. 

In  all  the  hours  of  his  after  life,  when  troubles  thickened  about  his 
path,  and  man  and  fate  seemed  all  against  him,  John  never  forgot  that 
hour.  Whether  it  was  a  vision  or  a  reality,  it  mattered  not ;  amid  all, 
the  child-guardian  from  on  high  was  ever  with  him  to  cheer  him  on,  for 
ever  pointing  to  that  bright  star,  the  promised  land  of  their  future  meet- 
ing. Oh  I  with  what  himible  love  and  reverence  did  he  tresisure  up 
the  hope  and  feeling  that  his  boy  was  always  at  his  side ;  and  with 
what  a  strange  mingling  of  parental  love  and  child-like  trust  did  he 
repose  upon  his  promise  to  protect  and  guide  him  on  his  troubled  way ! 


SOUL. 

The  breath  of  God  :  a  beinj?  caiig:ht 
From  Being's  source,  eternal  thought, 
And  with  this  dust  minutely  wrought : 

A  harp  for  angel-fingers  strung. 
While  colder  hands  are  o'er  it  flung, 
And  only  broken  strains  are  sung  r 

A  land-bird  on  a  stormy  deep, 

Where  winds  o'er  billows  wildly  sweep, 

And  weary  pinions  may  not  sleep  : 

A  captive  at  the  oar  of  doom, 

And  toiling  through  the  deepening  gloom, 

A  nd  yearning,  yearning  for  his  home ! 
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Cambridge^  Mass. 


Fading  !  fadiDe !    Fine  and  fresh  their  color 

When  with  Fancy's  touches  all  a-glow ; 
Now,  alas !  each  day  the  tints  grow  duller ; 

Heart !  0  heart  \  be  strong,  and  let  them  go. 

Fading!  fading!    Such  are  always  fleeting ; 

Fair  when  first  upon  the  canvas  spread, 
But  with  quick  decay  too  early  meeting, 

Turn  to  dust,  and  soon  are  worse  than  dead. 

Fading  I  fading !    Fools  are  we  to  paint  them  I 

Thus  we  fool  ourselves  from  day  to  day  ; 
Slightest  things  will  soon  suffice  to  taint  them ; 

&on  they  pale,  and  melt  in  mist  away. 

Dreaming !  dreaming !    Oh !  how  blight  and  gaily 
Shone  our  dreams  m  boyhood's  summer  sun ! 

Now  they  all  grow  dim,  and  darken  daily, 
Dim  and  dark  before  the  day  is  done. 

Dreaming !  dreaming !    Heart !  how  very  vainly. 
Worse  than  vainly,  thou  hast  wasted  youth : 

Look  about,  and  live  a  little  sanely ; 
Do  not  shrink  before  the  naked  truth. 

Dreaming !  dreaming !    Heart !  have  done  with  dreaming ! 

Sober  sense  has  shown  thee  thou  wast  wrong ; 
Truth,  plain  truth,  destroys  all  shadowy  seeming ; 

Stiffen  up  thy  sinews,  and  be  strong  I 

Day-light !  day-light !  strangely  hast  thou  lighted 

All  tne  dark  recesses  of  my  heart ; 
But  a  thousand  fairy  dreams  thou  'st  frighted ; 

Hard  it  is  to  see  them  all  depart. 

Dav-light !  day-light !  sternly  and  severely 
Show'st  thou  every  stain  and  speck  of  clust; 

Show'st  the  treasures  which  are  cherished  dearly. 
Touched  by  time,  and  marred  by  moth  and  rust. 

Day-light !  day-light  I  I  will  thank  thee  for  it ; 

And  when  age  has  filled  my  face  with  seams. 
Tell  myself  how  bravely  well  I  bore  it, 

When,  so  soon !  thou  shov'st  away  my  dreams. 

Fading!  fading!    Well  may  hearts  be  weary 
When  their  dreams  have  thus  grown  old  and  died. 

Oh !  this  glare  of  day  is  very  dreary. 
Not  a  comer  left  wherein  to  hide ! 

Fading!  fading!    Why  not,  then,  forget  them? 

Surely  we  have  fooled  ourselves  enough  : 
Fading^  fading?    If  they  will,  then  let  them! 

Truth 's  a  plainer  path,  though  rather  rough. 


1854.]  Letters  from  Popla/r  HUL 


LETTERS      FROM      POPLAR      HILL. 


Z.STTSR        SSOOVS. 


Poplar  Hill,  July  18—. 

Bear  Emily  :  By  the  address  you  will  probably  understand  that  I 
am  at  home;  that  only  two  miles  of  green  £elds  and  blue  skies  lie 
between  our  divided  hearts,  if  you  care  to  know  that  fact.  Yes,  I  am 
at  home  at  last,  and  to  prevent  a  fit  of  tears,  the  effect  of  disappoint- 
ment and  fatigue,  I  have  taken  my  pen  to  vent  my  spleen  in  a  more 
harmless  manner. 

The  partings  of  yesterday,  the  anxiety  and  weariness  of  to-day,  have 
quite  depressed  my  usual  spirits  ;  and  now  that  I  am  alone  in  my  own 
room,  and  all  but  myself  and  the.  stars  are  sleeping,  I  can  scarcely 
resist  the  desire  to  fly  to  you,  Emily,  and  pour  all  my  griefs  into  your 
ear. 

We  left  school  yesterday  morning,  father  and  I,  and  took  the  cars  for 
Grassmere.  Father  was  sick  on  the  way,  and  we  were  obliged  to  stop 
in  Hempstead  over  night.  The  examination  passed  off*  well.  The 
girls  acquitted  themselves  admirably,  and  did  honor,  the  President  told 
us,  to  th^  institution.  To  my  surprise,  I  received  the  first  premium  in 
composition ;  and  I  must  say  I  do  not  estimate  very  highly  the  discrimi- 
nation of  the  Committee.  Ellen  Summers  wrote  an  exquisite  allegory, 
abounding  in  metaphors  and  comparisons ;  I  think  she  deserved  the 
prize.  The  girls  sent  many  kisses  to  you,  which,  by  the  by,  I  am  not 
to  deliver  until  I  see  you. 

I  expected  to  return  to  these  dear  scenes  of  childhood  unchanged  ; 
and  it  was  not  im/  eyes,  Emily,  oh  no  I  not  mine,  wherein  the  shadow 
lurked.  How  I  have  loved  every  inch  of  this  old  homestead ;  and  how 
sensitively  is  every  association  treasured  in  my  heart !  When  the  car- 
riage drove  through  the  great  gate,  past  the  sentinel  poplars,  and  I 
leaned  from  the  window  to  take  in  at  a  glance  the  dear  old  place,  not 
a  thing  seemed  changed,  except  perhaps  that  the  early  grape-vine  over 
the  piazza  was  grown  more  luxuriant.  But  when  I  entered,  the  whole 
appearance  of  the  place  chilled  me  to  the  heart. 

Margaret  and  Elfie  met  us  on  the  steps,  and  to  the  question  *  Where 
is  Emily  ? '  I  was  told  you  were  not  here,  and  had  sent  no  word.  I 
learned,  too,  that  Agnes  had  been  indisposed  for  some  days,  and  there- 
fore had  not  ventured  out,  but  would  send  the  carriage  for  me  to-morrow. 
The  mistiness  at  my  heart  dimmed  my  eyes,  for  I  saw  nothing  until  two 
warm  arms  were  around  my  neck,  and  two  warmer  lips  upon  my  own, 
and  *  It  is  Margaret,  Bertha  ;  do  n't  you  remember  sister  Margaret  ?  * 
sounded  in  my  ears.  How  I  thanked  Heaven  for  those  kisses  and  those 
words !  Then  Margaret  drew  Elfie  toward  me,  and  I  kissed  her,  mak- 
ing her  call  me  *  sister  Bertha ;  *  and  her  large  inquiring  eyes  followed 
me  as  we  entered  the  house.  Margaret  is  like,  very  like  Aunt  Mary. 
Her  voice  has  all  the  sweetness  of  hers,  and  her  "eye  the  depth ;  her 
every  movement  recalls  to  me  what  I  have  loved  and  lost.     Elfie's 
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manner  and  countenance  are  so  varied  at  times  that  she  will  be  a  study 
to  me. 

We  went  into  the  parlor,  which  looked  dismal  indeed,  for  the  blinds 
were  almost  closed,  and  the  summer  twilight  came  in  sadly.  The  fur- 
niture was  placed  stiffly  around  the  apartments,  and  the  twelve  years 
since  I  was  a  six-year-old,  were  condensed  in  one  agonizing  moment, 
for  there  my  poor  mamma  had  lain,  clad  in  the  habiliments  of  the 
grave  ! 

We  stood  some  moments  without  speaking,  and  then  father  came  and 
told  us  mother  was  not  dressed,  and  I  had  better  prepare  for  supper  ; 
he  would  send  up  my  trunks  immediately.  We  went  up  together,  Mar- 
garet, Elfie,  and  I ;  and  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  we  met  an  old  friend 
in  whose  company  I  have  enjoyed  many  golden  dreams,  namely,  the 
family  coat-of-arms.  Its  dear  old  features  were  unaltered,  and  I  believed 
the  honor  of  my  home  was  as  unsullied  as  those  colors. 

*  That  is  the  Ellicott  coat-of-arms  ;  it  came  from  Scotland,'  said  Elfie, 
seeing  me  lift  my  eyes  to  the  painting,  and  desiring  to  make  me  ac- 
quainted with  all  around  me. 

*  I  guess  Bertha  saw  that  before  she  saw  you,'  replied  Margaret, 
shortly. 

We  were  already  at  the  door  of  my  room,  and  there  was  no  opportu- 
nity for  farther  remark.  The  east  room  had  been  appropriated  to  me. 
and  I  was  only  too  happy  that  it  was  so.  The  same  heavy  old  furni- 
ture graced  the  apartment,  unrelieved  by  ornament  or  drapery,  yet  some 
fresh  flowers  on  the  table  near  the  window  biightened  it  in  a  moment 
for  me  ;  perhaps  the  view  beyond  of  green  fields,  hills  and  wood-lands, 
intersected  by  a  road  dim  in  the  gathering  twdlight,  added  not  a  little 
to  the  satisfaction  of  that  moment.  You  may  be  sure  I  had  not  a  few 
questions  to  ask,  and  received  not  a  little  information.  Margaret  tells 
me  you  have  expected  your  brother  Harold  every  day  this  week,  and 
she  thinks  his  coming  may  have  detained  you  at  home.  I  sincerely 
hope  you  have  as  good  a  reason ;  but  I  cannot  quite  forgive  him  for 
coming  now,  when  I  want  you  to  come  to  me  often,  for  I  remember 
years  ago  he  quite  monopolized  you. 

The  little  fingers  that  assisted  me  in  completing  my  toilet,  tarried  not 
until  I  was  rendered  presentable  ;  and  leaving  my  room  not  unbecom- 
ingly disordered  by  my  unpacked  clothes,  we  went  down  stairs  with 
linked  arms  and  pleasant  chatting.  At  the  door  of  the  china-closet 
down  stairs,  we  met  mother.  And  oh  I  Emily,  she  is  not  altered  in  the 
least  I  She  may  be  thinner,  if  that  were  possible,  and  her  short  black 
curls  a  trifle  blacker,  but  her  general  appearance  is  the  same.  How 
many  of  childhood's  visions  that  form  awakened  ;  so  many  that  for  a 
moment  I  was  only  aware  of  the  presence  of  *  book-muslin  and  musk.* 
She  did  not  seem  to  see  us,  until  we  were  close  beside  her ;  and  Elfie 
said: 

*  Mother,  here  is  Bertha.'  Then  she  turned,  and  her  stem  features 
brightened  into  a  cordial  smile,  as,  shaking  me  by  the  hand,  she  said : 
*  Oh,  is  it  you  ?  how  you  have  grown  I  I  should  n't  have  known  you.* 
And  then  turned  again  to  the  closet  and  added  :  *  We  did  not  expect 
you  so  soon ;  the  cars  came  in  earlier,  I  suppose.' 
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I  replied  that  we  had  not  been  detained  as  we  feared,  yet  I  was  very 
tired,  and  feared  father  was  even  more  so. 

*  Yes,'  she  said,  *  he  told  me  he  had  not  passed  so  uncomfortable  a 
week  in  a  long  time.* 

She  added  something  about  city  fatigues,  and  the  like,  but  I  heard 
nothing  more,  for  all  the  blood  in  my  veins  seemed  accumulated  in  my 
face  ;  my  eyes  burnt  in  their  sockets,  and  no  words  came  to  express  the 
anger  I  felt. 

'  He  told  me  he  had  not  passed  so  uncomfortable  a  week  in  a  long 
time  I '  rang  in  my  ears  as  Margaret  led  me  across  the  hall  to  the  north 
piazza,  and  with  womanly  consideration  directed  my  attention  to  many 
familiar  and  loved  objects.  El  fie  had  left  us  a  moment  before,  so  I 
asked  Margaret  to  go  with  me  to  the  cherry-trees,  which,  you  know, 
stand  about  a  hundred  yards  from  the  piazza.  She  seemed  surprised  at 
the  request,  but  did  not  hesitate,  and  we  stepped  out  into  the  already 
deepening  twilight.  Not  a  word  passed  between  us  as  we  passed  over 
the  ground  scattering  the  dew-drops,  and  crushing  the  tender  grass  ;  not 
unlike,  methought,  the  ruthless  manner  that  a  moment  before  had  chilled 
the  fresh  emotions  of  my  own  heart.  When  we  reached  the  cherry- 
trees  I  breathed  more  freely,  and  sinking  down  on  the  bed  of  myrtle  at 
their  roots,  I  exclaimed  :  *  Oh  !  I  am  sure  I  would  rest  better  here  than 
under  that  roof  to-night  I '  My  manner  alarmed  Margaret,  for  she  beg- 
ged me  to  get  up  and  come  back  ;  it  was  getting  damp,  and  I  would 
take  cold.  Not  heeding  her,  I  asked  whether  the  myrtle  was  in  bloom, 
and  then  corrected  myself  by  saying  that  was  impossible,  for  the  latest 
flowers  lived  onTy  until  June,  and  July  had  nearly  passed. 

'  Why  did  you  ask  ? '  said  Margaret. 

*  Because  I  wanted  a  flower  to  put  in  my  hair ;  mother,  when  a  young 
wife,  always  dressed  her  hair  in  the  spring  with  these  ;  and  I  fancied 
father ' 

But  I  could  not  finish  the  sentence  ;  and  when  Margaret  took  my 
hand  and  led  me  to  the  house,  I  did  not  remonstrate.  When  we  reached 
the  house,  we  met  Elfie  coming  to  summon  us  to  supper,  and  we  all 
went  in  together. 

Mother  treated  me  with  exceeding  politeness  the  remainder  of  the 
evening,  but  father  and  the  children  retired  early,  and  I  soon  afler  found 
my  way  to  my  own  room.  For  more  than  an  hour  I  have  leaned  from 
the  window,  listening  to  the  sad  melody  of  the  crickets,  and  the  dirge 
of  the  frog  in  the  stream  at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  And  I  did  not  forget 
that  this  star-lit  sky  bends  over  Aunt  Mary's  grave  in  the  cemetery  at 
Beechnuts,  and  the  wail  of  the  distant  Niagara  alone  breaks  the  solemn 
stillness.  Dear  Aunt  Mary  I  her  remembered  voice  comes  to  me  ra  this 
silent  hour  with  its  accustomed  blessing,  and  I  fervently  entreat  Heaven 
to  make  me  deserving  of  it ! 

It  is  very  late,  dear  Emily,  and  I  must  wnrite  no  longer.  Father 
sends  the  gardener  to  Beverley  to-morrow  morning,  and  you  will  get 
this  letter  early.  You  will  come  to  me  to-morrow,  dearest,  but  I  shall 
not  ask  for  a  sight  of  you  —  *  for  if  love  does  not  bring  you,  let  not  my 
letter.*  Good  night. 

BSRTHA  ElLIOOVT. 
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THE         FORSAKEN. 

A       VERT        DISMAL       BALLAD 


BT     J.     «.     OTIS. 


Some  time  ago, 
A  tickle  beau. 

With  winning  word  and  look, 
And  smile  so  bright, 
Came  every  night 

A-courti'ng  of  our  cook. 


He  gave  her  rings 
Ana  pretty  things 

To  deck  her  auburn  hair ; 
And  dresses,  too. 
Of  gingham  new, 

And  breast-pin  big  to  wear. 


He  won  her  heart 
With  cunning  art, 

And  breathed  a  lover's  vows; 
He  spoke  with  pride 
Of  such  a  bride 

A-milking  of  his  cows. 

He  talked  of  love 
And  stars  above, 

(Such  things  as  poets  utter;) 
And  gown  of  silk 
From  sale  of  milk. 

Of  new-laid  eggs  and  butter. 


A  year  has  gone. 
And  so  has  John  ! 

Our  hapless  cook  forsaking. 
Oh !  fickle  man ! 
IJe  left  his  Axx, 

And  her  lone  heart  is  breaking. 


With  aching  head 
She  mixed  her  bread 

And  thought  of  other  days; 
Then  frantic  strove 
To  reach  the  stove. 

And  put  it  there  to  *  raise.' 


With  look  of  woe 
Fixed  on  the  dough, 

One  curse  she  gave  to  men ; 
Then  face  of  Ax.v 
Was  in  the  pan ; 

She  never  breathed  again  I 


Boiton. 
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MOULTS  FROM  THE   WING   OF  A  WHITE  BLACK-BIRD. 
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VkATHZR        TOUR* 


The  melancholy  effect  produced  by  my  voice,  afflicted  me  very  much. 
I  turned  my  course  toward  Paris,  saying,  as  I  went :  'Alas !  for  music 
and  for  poetry,  how  rare,  in  this  world,  are  the  hearts  responsive  to  their 
chords  !  *  Aiid  as  I  made  this  reflection,  I  came  with  my  head  bump 
against  that- of  another  bird,  who  was  flying  in  the  opposite  direction. 
The  shock  was  so  violent  and  unexpected,  that  we  both  tumbled  into 
the  top  of  a  tree,  which  happened,  luckily,  to  be  just  beneath  us. 

When  I  had  shaken  myself,  I  looked  at  the  stranger  with  impleasant 
misgivings  as  to  the  possibility  of  having  to  do  battle  with'hmi.  To 
my  surprise,  he  wa^  quite  white.  His  head,  which  was  a  trifle  bigger 
than  the  whole  of  my  body,  was  adorned  with  a  pluine  of  feathers, 
which  gave  him  a  rather  melo-dramatic  air ;  and  he  cocked  his  tail  at 
an  angle  expressive  of  great  self-respect.  He  did  not  seem  in  the  least 
disposed  to  be  quarrelsome  ;  and  so  we  approached  each  other  politely, 
and,  having  mutually  apologized  for  the  awkward  accident,  we  entered 
into  conversation.     I  asked  him  his  name,  and  of  what  country  he  was. 

*  Lam  surprised,'  said  he, '  that  you  should  not  have  recognized  me ; 
you  *re  one  of  us,  ar  n't  you  ? ' 

*  Li  good  faith.  Sir,'  answered  I,  *  I  do  n't  know  what  I  am  ;  every 
body  I  meet  asks  me  the  same  question,  and  makes  the  same  remarks. 
I  tlunk  it  must  be  done  for  a  bet.' 

'You're  joking,'  rejoined  he  ;  *  your  garb  becomes  you  too  well  to 
permit  the  possibility  of  a  mistake.  You  belong,  Sir,  incontestably,  to 
the  ancient  and  illustrious  family  called  in  Latin  Cacuato,  and  in  the 
language  of  philosophers,  Kacatoes,  but  better  known  in  the  vernacular 
as  Cockatoos.' 

*  Sir,'  exclaimed  I,  *  I  feel  highly  honored  by  being  thus  classed.  But 
what  do  these  good  folks  do  ?  ' 

*  Nothing  ;  and  they  are  paid  for  doing  it.' 

*  In  that  case,  I  am  doubly  willing  to  believe  myself  one  of  them. 
Nevertheless,  consider  me,  for  the  present,  a  stranger,  and  be  so  good  as 
to  inform  me  who  it  is  to  whom  I  have  the  honor  of  speaking.' 

*  I,'  answered  the  stranger,  *  am  the  celebrated  poet  Kacatogan.  Far 
I  have  wandered  o'er  mountain  and  plain,  o'er  the  yellow  desert  and 
the  blue-billowed  main,  but  ocean,  nor  desert,  nor  tempest,  nor  time, 
have  quenched  my  fire  nor  withered  my  rhyme.  I  've  warbled  a  strain 
to  the  Bourbon  race,  chanting  their  praises  with  beaming  face ;  with 
the  loudest  hft  of  my  boldest  song,  I  've  helped  the  Republic  to  limp 
along  ;  nor  did  I  leave  Napoleon  the  first,  without  of  my  lyre  a  glorious 
burst ;  but  a  poet  (if  paid  for  it)  should  shew  discretion,  so  I  kept  a 
stave  for  the  Restoration ;  and  now  I  struggle  with  zeal  unvarying,  to 
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render  jny  muse  utilitarian.  Deluged  the  gasping  world  have  I,  with 
floods  from  the  source  of  poesie  ;  epic  and  lyric  and  classic  ode,  tragic 
and  comic  alike  have  flowed,  with  serious  drama  and  light  vaudeville, 
from  the  teeming  tube  of  my  fertile  quill ;  and  late  I  roved  through  the 
seventh  heaven,  seeking  a  poem  in  cantos  seven,  when  you  broke  my 
head  and  reverie,  and  down  I  tumbled  into  this  tree ;  stranger,  your 
servant  consider  me.* 

'  Indeed,  Sir,'  rejoined  I,  *  you  can  do  me  a  great  service,  for  never  was 
any  body  in  a  worse  dilemma  than  I  am  at  the  present  moment.  It 
would,  perhaps,  be  too  much  for  me  to  say  that  I  am  a  poet ;  or,  at  least, 
to  class  myself  with  such  lyrists  as  you,'  added  I,  with  a  low  bow  ;  *  but 
nature  has  gifted  me  with  a  musical  voice,  which  I  feel  a  strong  impulse 
to  make  use  of  whenever  I  happen  to  be  deeply  affected  either  by  joy 
or  by  grief.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  however,  I  am  utterly  ignorant  of 
the  rules  of  art.' 

*And  I,'  said  the  great  Kacatogan,  *  have  utterly  forgotten  them 
Trouble  not  thy  spirit  with  such  trifles.' 

*  But  the  worst  of  it,'  continued  I,  *  is  the  melancholy  effect  produced 
by  my  voice  upon  aU  who  hear  it ;  an  effect  which  I  camiot  describe, 
but  which  you  can,  perhaps,  imagine.' 

*  I  should  think  I  could,'  said  the  poet,  with  a  bitter  laugh,  *  for  it 's 
no  less  strange  than  true  that  I  have  frequently  produced  the  very  same 
effect  myself  The  cause  I  cannot  pretend  to  account  for  ;  but  as  to 
the  effect,  there  can  be  no  mistake  whatever  about  tJiat.' 

'  Then,  Sir,  to  you,  the  father  of  poetry,  I  appeal,  imploring  you  to 
impart  to  me  the  secret  by  which  so  terrible  an  effect  may  be  -coun- 
teracted.' 

'  None  such  have  I,'  said  Kacatogan,  *  nor  could  I  ever  discover  one. 
Affliction  sore  long  time  I  bore  when  I  was  young  and  green,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  marks  of  popular  disapprobation  with  which  my  best 
efforts  were  oft-times  greeted.  What  care  I  about  such  now  ?  Know 
I  not  that  if  there  were  no  other  poems  in  the  world  but  mine,  the  pub- 
lic would  be  quite  satisfied  with  them  ?  ' 

*  Doubtless  they  would.  But  you  must  allow  that  it  is  hard  one's  best 
intentions  cannot  be  practically  developed  without  spreading  panic 
through  the  ranks  of  one's  friends.  Pray  let  me  give  you  a  specimen 
of  my  powers,  and  then  favor  me  with  your  candid  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject.' 

*  With  the  greatest  pleasure,'  said  Kacatogan  ;  *  I  am  aU  ears  for 
you.' 

I  told  out  a  few  staves  of  my  song,  and  was  delighted  to  find  that 
the  great  Kacatogan  neither  flew  away  nor  fell  asleep.  On  the  con- 
trary, he  regarded  me  with  great  apparent  attention,  occasionally  nod- 
ding his  head,  with  a  low  murmur  which  I  took  to  be  expressive  of 
approbation.  But,  alas  I  I  soon  perceived  that  so  far  from  listening  to 
me,  he  was  thinking  of  nothing  but  his  poem  in  seven  cantos  ;  for,  sud- 
denly, as  i  paused  for  an  effect,  he  croaked  out  in  a  polyglot  of  excite- 
ment : 

*  Heureka  I  heureka  !  I  have  found  the  rhyme  for  it  at  last  I  Doxa 
en  hupsistois  !     They  may  say  I  'm  in  my  dotage,  0  profanum  vulgus ! 
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but,  nevertheless,  there  goes  rhyme  number  sixty  thousand  saven  hun- 
dred and  fourteen,  and  I  defy  them  to  say  it 's  not  as  good  as  number 
one  !  Away  where  the  aspens  quiver,  down  by  the  flowing  river  I 
thither  rush  I  to  read  it  to  my  expectant  friends.' 

And  with  that  he  rose  on  his  short  wings,  and  flapped  rapidly  away, 
leaving  me  and  my  song  as  if  he  had  never  seen  the  one  or  heard  the 
other. 
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Alone,  and  disgusted,  I  thought  the  best  thing  I  could  do  was  to 
make  the  most  of  the  afternoon,  and  fly  with  all  speed  toward  Paris. 
But,  unluckily,  I  had  a  very  indistinct  idea  of  the  route ;  for,  my  jour- 
ney with  the  carrier  was  of  too  rapid  and  harassing  a  nature  to  permit 
of  my  making  any  notes  of  localities ;  so  that,  instead  of  going  to  the 
right,  I  turned  to  the  left  at  Bourget,  and  flew  straight  on  until  night 
overtook  me,  when  I  was  forced  to  seek  a  lodging  in  the  wood  of  Mort- 
fontaine. 

When  I  arrived  there,  the  inhabitants  were  all  going  to  rest.  The 
magpies  and  jays,  notoriously  the  most  restless  of  birds,  were  squabbling 
away  in  every  direction.  In  some  thick  bushes  twittered  a  host  of 
sparrows,  trampling  and  jostling  each  other  unceremoniously  ;  and  on 
the  borders  of  a  pond  marched  two  stately  herons,  balancing  themselves 
upon  their  tall  stilts  in  silent  contemplation. 

Immense  ravens,  already  half  asleep,  pitched  heavily  upon  the  top- 
most branches  of  the  tallest  trees,  snoring  lazily  as  they  droned  forth 
their  drowsy  vespers. 

Lower  down,  the  amorous  titmice  still  chased  each  other  through  the 
brush-wood ;  and  a  well-whiskered  green  wood-pecker  might  be  seen 
pushing  his  family  with  great  care  into  the  hollow  of  an  old  tree. 

A  detachment  of  finches  came  from  the  field,  wavering  through  the 
air  like  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and  falling  upon  a  bush,  they  covered  it  com- 
pletely ;  whilst  the  Hnnets,  the  chaflinches,  and  the  robins,  grouped  upon 
the  slender  branches  that  cut  out  sharp  against  the  evening  sky,  swung 
there  amidst  the  tracery  like  the  crystal-drops  of  some  mighty  chan- 
delier. 

And  a  Babel  of  small  voices  went  through  the  forest,  m  which  I  could 
plainly  distinguish  such  addresses  as  : 

*  "Where  are  you,  Linotte  ?  ' 
'  Here,  love,  here  I ' 

*  Is  Mr.  Finch  come  in  yet  ?  ' 

*  Come  to  roost,  Robin.' 

*  Call  me  early  in  the  morning.' 

*  Good-night,  sweet-heart  I ' 

*  Rest  thee,  my  titmice.' 

*  Blow  out  that  glow-worm ! ' 
'  Farewell,  my  finches.* 

What  an  alternative  for  an  unfortunate  bachelor,  to  be  obHged  to  seek 
refuge  in  such  a  hostelrie  as  that ! 

I  looked  around  for  some  birds  of  about  my  own  size,  within  whose 
family-circle  I  might  seek  a  shelter  ;  *  for,'  thought  I,  *  all  birds  appear 
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much  of  one  color  at  night ;  and  beside,  after  all,  it  will  be  hardly  im- 
posing too  much  on  their  hospitality  to  claim  the  privilege  of  being 
allowed  to  occupy  the  same  branch  with  them. 

First,  I  approached  some  starlings,  who  were  encamped  near  a  ditch  ; 
they  were  making  themselves  up  for  the  night  with  great  care,  and  I 
observed  that  most  of  them  had  gold-spangled  wings  and  varnished  feet. 
They  were  evidently  the  exquisites  of  the  wood-side,  and  might,  for  all 
I  knew,  have  been  very  good  fellows  in  their  way  ;  but*  they  did  not 
honor  me  with  the  slightest  notice ;  and  their  conversation  was  so  vapid, 
and  their  demeanor  so  disgustin^y  foppish,  that  I  was  glad  to  get  away 
from  them. 

I  next  perched  upon  a  bough  where  several  birds  of  difierent  species 
were  arraying  themselves.  Hoping  that  they  would,  at  least,  endure 
my  presence,  I  meekly  placed  myself  at  the  extreme  end  of  a  branch ; 
but,  with  my  usual  ill-luck,  my  next  neighbor  happened  to  be  an  old 
hen-pigeon,  as  dry  as  a  rusty  weather-cock.  Just  as  I  arrived,  the  old 
creature  was  pretending  to  trim  out  the  few  miserable  feathers  that 
were  still  scattered  over  her  angular  anatomy  ;  but  she  took  good  care 
not  to  pull  one  of  them  out.  Perhaps  she  was  only  counting  them  ; 
but,  at  aU  events,  the  moment  I  came  within  wing's  length  of  her,  she 
drew  herself  up  majestically,  and  said,  pursing  up  her  old  bill  :  *  What 
ore  you  about.  Sir  ? '  and  following  up  her  words  with  gestures,  she 
elbowed  me  off  the  branch  with  a  jerk  of  exceeding  force  and  sharp- 
ness. 

I  fell  into  a  thicket,  in  which  a  fat  old  pheasantess  was  cultivating 
balmy  sleep.  She  was  so  full,  and  so  round,  and  so  well  feathered  out, 
that  even  my  mother,  in  her  palmiest  pride  of  incubation,  was  nothing 
to  her ;  and  so,  not  wishing  to  throw  away  my  chance  of  such  a  feather- 
bed, I  crept  stealthily  under  her  wing,  thinking  that  such  a  comfortable 
old  god-mother  must  surely  be  of  a  benevolent  turn.  Perhaps  she  was, 
but  all  I  got  from  her  was,  *  Get  out  of  that,  you  young  jackanapes,  and 
do  n't  bother  me  with  any  of  your  tricks ! ' 

Just  then,  some  birds  called  out  to  me.  They  were  thrushes,  and 
made  signs  to  me  to  join  them  in  the  top  of  a  service-tree.  '  Friends 
at  last  ? '  thought  I,  as  I  went  to  them,  dropping  lightly  into  the  middle 
of  the  circle,  like  a  love-letter  into  a  muff;  but  I  soon  perceived  that 
these  excellent  people  had  been  indulging  to  excess  in  grapes,  for  they 
could  hardly  keep  their  seats  upon  the  branches ;  and  their  wild  laughter 
and  boisterous  songs  soon  drdve  me  to  seek  an  asyliun  elsewhere. 

Despondent  and  weary,  I  was  looking  for  a  solitary  comer  to  rest  in, 
when,  suddenly,  a  nightingale  began  to  sing.  In  a  moment,  all  was 
hushed,  save  the  melting  strains  of  that  bewitching  voice,  which,  so  far 
from  disturbing  the  denizens  of  the  forest,  seemed  to  lull  them  to  repose. 
No  body  bid  him  hold  his  tongue ;  no  body  abused  him  for  singing  at 
such  a  time  of  night ;  nor  did  his  father  kick  him  out,  nor  his  friends 
flee  from  him. 

*To  me  alone,'  cried  I,  *is  happiness  denied!  Let  me  go;  l9t  me 
fly  from  this  cruel  world ;  better  to  seek  my  way  in  the  dark,  even  at 
the  risk  of  being  devoured  by  some  hungry  owl,  than  to  remain  here, 
and  be  blighted  with  the  sight  of  felicity  in  which  I  cannot  participate  I ' 
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With  these  thoughts,  1  took  c^ce  more  to  the  route,  and  wandered 
about  blindly  for  soine  hours.  As  day  broke,  however,  I  descried  the 
towers  of  Notre-Dame.  Soon  I  alighted  on  them  ;  and  beholding  from 
thence  my  dear  native  garden,  I  flew  toward  it  as  fast  as  my  wearied 
wings  would  carry  me.  Alas !  the  garden  was  deserted !  Li  vain  I 
called  upon  my  parents ;  there  was  no  body  to  answer  me.  The  tree 
where  my  father  sang ;  the  thicket  where  my  mother  nestled,  they  were 
all  gone  —  alL 

The  axe  had  been  there ;  and  in  place  of  the  green  alley  where  I  was 
bom,  there  was  nothing  but  a  pile  of  fire-wood. 
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I  SEARCHED  for  my  parents  through  all  the  neighboring  gardens ;  but 
in  vain.  They  had  emigrated,  doubtless,  to  some  distant  region,  and  I 
never  heard  of  them  again. 

Subdued  and  prostrated  by  my  misfortunes,  I  took  up  my  abode  upon 
the  gutter  to  which  I  had  been  driven  by  the  first  out-burst  of  paternal 
wrath  —  the  dreary  house-top  from  whence  I  had  taken  my  last  look  at 
the  old  homestead.  There  I  passed  many  days  and  nights  in  r  oumful 
lamentations,  until,  from  want  of  rest  and  of  sustenance,  I  had  come 
nearly  to  the  point  of  death. 

One  -morning,  my  usual  melancholy  train  of  thought  found  vent  in  a 
lamentation  of  somewhat  logical  arrangement.  *  So,'  said  I, '  I  'm  clearly 
not  a  black-bird,  or  my  fond  parent  would  not  have  plucked  me  ;  nor  a 
carrier-pigeon,  or  I  would  not  have  given  in  as  I  did  upon  the  route  to 
Brussels  ;  nor  a  magpie,  or  the  little  mag  I  met  in  the  wheat-field  would 
not  have  shut  her  ears  the  moment  I  opened  my  bill  ;  nor  a  turtle-dove, 
or  Gourouli,  the  amiable  Gourouli,  would  never  have  snored  such  an 
accompaniment  to  my  song ;  nor  a  cockatoo,  or  the  great  Kacatogan 
would  have  condescended  to  hear  me,  which  he  did  n't ;  nor,  in  fact,  a 
bird  of  any  known  tribe,  or  I  should  not  have  been  neglected  as  I  was 
in  the  wood  of  Mortfontaine  ;  and  yet,  with  all  that,  I  have  the  usual 
allowance  of  legs,  of  wings,  and  of  feathers.  What,  then,  can  be  the 
meaning  of  the  fearful  dispensation  that  prevents  this  compound  of 
feathers,  legs,  wings,  and  accompaniments,  from  taking  rank  amongst 
things  distinguished  by  names  ?  ' 

My  soliloquy  was  cut  short  by  a  noise  in  the  street.  Two  old  women 
were  disputing,  and  one  of  them,  quivering  upon  a  torrent  of  objurga- 
tion, exclaimed  : 

*  Tell  me  tliat !  oho !  oho !  oho !  if  that  ai  n't  a  downright  lie,  I  '11 
make  thee  a  present  of  a  white  black-bird ! ' 

•  Bless  me ! '  said  I  to  myself,  *  that 's  me  !  I  'm  the  son  of  a  black- 
bird, and  I  'm  white  ;  must  I  not,  therefore,  be  a  white  black-bird  ?  * 

This  discovery  gave  a  new  turn  to  my  ideas.  I  dried  up  my  tears, 
and,  drawing  myself  proudly  up,  I  began  strutting  backward  and  for- 
ward upon  the  gutter,  looking  out  upon  the  world  with  an  air  of  great 
confidence,  as  I  gave  utterance  to  the  following  exalted  sentiments  : 

*A  white  black-bird !  that 's  something  not  to  be  found  on  every  bush  I 
Truly  a  rara  avis  am  I — hard  to  catch,  and  harder  to  match.     Let  the 
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PhcBiiix  look  to  his  laurels  when  /  come  out.  Let  the  feathered  tribes 
in  general  sing  small  and  hide  their  diminished  heads,  whilst  I  take  up 
my  rank  with  all  things  next  to  impossible.  Sea-serpents,  mermaids, 
woolly  horses,  fossil  alligators,  bearded  women,  hide  your  diminished 
heads !  Calf  with  two  heads,  hide  both  your  diminished  heads !  Dwarf 
with  enormous  head,  diminish  your  head  ! ' 

'  But  hold !  shall  I,  exhibiting  myself  for  base  lucre  to  the  gaze  of 
the  profane,  neglect  the  finer  gifts  of  intellect  with  which  bounteous . 
Providence  has  seen  fit  to  endow  me  ?  Shall  I  be  content  to  build  my 
fame  upon  any  thing  so  light  and  perishable  as  a  bunch  of  white  fea- 
thers ?  Not  so.  Rather  let  me  emulate  the  great  Kacatogan  —  sur- 
pass him,  I  should  say  —  for,  instead  of  launching  a  poem  in  seven  can- 
tos, why  should  I  not  go  forth  to  the  world  on  the  wings  of  one  in 
twenty-four,  or  even  in  forty-eight?  The  latter,  indeed,  with  notes 
and  a  copious  appendix,  would  be  little  enough  as  a  vehicle  for  my 
pent-up  melancholy.  Alone  I  stand,  a  bird  of  many  sorrows.  Let  me 
expatiate  on  the  dreariness  of  my  lot.  *  The  pathle^  woods,'  *  the 
lonely  shore,'  *  the  desert  for  a  dwelling-place,'  myself  for  a  theme  !  I 
will  write  it  with  a  pen  of  bitterness,  and  publish  it  with  a  purpose. 
I  will  be  the  Byron  of  Birds ! ' 
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Open  the  western  lattice,  Rosaline  ; 

I  fain  would  feel  the  blessed  air  again, 

The  air  so  sweet  with  April  winds  and  flowers. 

It  is  as  fair  an  eve  as  I  e  er  saw : 

Far  mountains  clustering  their  gr>1den  heads 

Along  the  gorgeous  ultar  of  the  West ; 

The  sea  a  fallen  cloud  of  rosy  light, 

Wherein  some  buried  stars  look  faintly  forth, 

Smiling  to  their  twin-sisters  throned  above, 

And  wnere  the  broken  moon  hath  left  a  part 

Of  her  white  circle  dropping  far  away. 

• 

The  hills  are  fair  as  when  I  saw  them  last. 
Dimpled  with  valleys  all  their  green  slopes  o'er; 
Crowned  with  ripe  groves,  and  traced  with  winding  walks, 
Down  which  the  evening  trails  its  rosy  fire ; 
Belted  with  brooks,  within  whose  golden  dance 
The  white  flocks  wander  homcwara  to  the  fold. 


The  setting  sun  ne'er  wore  a  sweeter  smile 
In  all  the  pleasant  childhood-hours  a-gone 
Than  burns  to-ni^ht  upon  his  glorious  brow. 
Leaning  upon  a  pillow  of  blue  cloud, 
Parting  the  curtains  of  the  April  shower, 
He  looKs  a-down  the  lonesome  evening  dells, 
O'er  all  the  dear  familiar  things  about  my  home 
With  the  deep  tenderness  of  other  days ; 
Over  the  white  curve  of  our  palace-walls, 
Lifting  with  lordly  grace  above  the  sea, 
O'er  winding  stairs,  and  turrets  lone  and  high, 
O'er  quaint  old  carvings,  fretted  cornices^ 
And  balustrades  all  wreathed  with  ivy  rmes: 
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Through  archiog  windows  into  banquet-halls, 
Piercing  the  aged  gloom  with  spears  of  gold, 
Where  m  the  olden  time^my  Fathers  won 
Their  freedom,  and  these  halls,  with  lanoe  of  steel 
Less  beautiful,  but  not  less  bold  and  true. 


All  the  dim  gardens,  too,  grow  luminous. 
Under  the  u*ching  dust  of  olive-boughs, 
The  slant  beams  roll  a-down  its  flowery  ways, 
Broken  and  rippled,  till  the  scattered  spray 
Glitters  on  every  bending  leaf  and  flower. 
The  sculptured  forms  anon  so  cold  and  pale. 
Flush  with  red  life  in  every  rounded  vem ; 
Diana,  watching  for  Endymion, 
Hath  a  love-glory  on  her  lips'  bent  bow ; 
Bacchus  reels  laughing  under  western  vines; 
And  where  yon  blossomed  rose-tree  bending  low 
Cools  its  white  Anders  in  the  fountain's  brim, 
A  naiad  lifts  her  fair  head,  rainbow-cowned, 
Her  lips  red  flushing,  and  her  tangled  hair 
A  goloen  glimmer  through  the  veiling  foam. 


The  Spring-wind  never  brought  a  sweeter  song 
From  lark  or  nightingale,  than  falls  to-night 
From  yon  dim  olive-grove  upon  my  ear. 
And  when  the  song  grows  fainter  with  the  day, 
Broken  by  its  own  echoes  in  the  grove, 
Still  the  air  revels  with  soft  music-sounds. 
The  shepherd's  pipe  dropping  in  silver  rings 
A-down  the  rocky  hill-sides  to  the  sea; 
The  vesper-bells  from  Noma's  convent-town, 
Bom  under  blue  beams  of  the  evening-star; 
The  broken  winds  and  wares  about  the  shore. 
The  fountains  tinkle  in  its  marble  bowl ; 
The  merry  music  of  a  lone  guitar 
Throbbing  a  tune  for  some  gay  village-dance. 


Dear  Italy  is  full  of  love  and  jojr ; 

The  Spring  hath  crowned  her  with  his  brightest  stars; 

Clasped  her  in  arms  of  cun-sbine  and  of  flowers ; 

Hushed  her  sweet  lips  with  kisses ;  sang  to  her, 

Till  her  whole  snul  is  tranced  in  Love's  wild  dream. 

Ah !  Mother-land,  and  silver-voiced  Spring, 

I  cannot  sing  at  thy  gay  bridal -feast ; 

My  hands  are  all  too  weak  to  offer  flowera; 

My  step  too  faltering  to  grace  the  dance 

Thy  glad  Bacchantes  lead  so  joyously ; 

My  cheek  hath  grown  too  delicate  and  pale 

To  glow  even  at  thy  altar*s  rosy  fire. 


I  weary  of  splendor,  Rosaline  ; 

I  cannot  look  on  this  grand  march  of  stars, 

Or  drink  this  cup  of  passion-laden  air ; 

The  glowing  beauty  of  the  love-thrilled  earth 

But  nils  my  heart  with  loud  regret  and  pain ; 

For  Hb  whose  soul  drank  in  its  sweet  delight. 

With  such  rare  thirst;  whose  skilful  voice  and  lute 

Echoed  its  changeful  songs  so  wondrously, 

Lies  —  where  no  setting  sun,  or  evening  star, 

No  night-bird's  song,  or  vesper-chime  may  come; 

Whose  loving  lips,  and  my  pale  aching  brow. 

The  river  Death  rolls  cold  and  dark  between.  >t   MARim. 
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The  night  when  he  paid  out  of  his  own  purse  for  the  supper  consumed 
by  the  club,  Barbemuche  managed  to  make  CoUine  accompany  him. 
Smce  his  first  presence  at  the  meetings  of  the  four  friends  whom  he  had 
relieved  from  their  embarrassing  position,  Carolus  had  especially  remarked 
(xustave  already  felt  an  attractive  sympathy  for  this  Socrates  whose 
Plato  he  was  defined  to  become.  It  was  for  this  reason  he^  had  chosen 
him  to  be  his  introducer.  On  the  way,  Barbemuche  proposed  that  they 
should  enter  a  coflee-hpuse  which  was  still  open,  and  take  something  to 
drink.  Not  only  did  Colline  refuse,  but  he  doubled  his  speed  in  passing 
the  cofiee-house,  and  carefully  pulled  down  his  hyperphysic  hat  over  his 
face. 

*  But  why  won't  you  come  in  ? '  politely  insisted  the  other. 

*  I  have  my  reasons,'  replied  Colline ;  *  there  is  a  bar-maid  in  that 
establishment  who  is  very  much  addicted  to  the  exact  sciences,  and  I 
could  not  help  having  a  long  discussion  with  her,  to  avoid  which  I  never 
pass  through  this  street  at  noon,  or  any  other  time  of  day.  To  tell  you 
the  truth,'  added  he,  innocently, '  I  once  lived  with  Marcel  in  this  neigh- 
borhood.' 

*  Still  I  should  be  very  glad  to  ofler  you  a  glass  of  pimch,  and  have  a 
few  minutes'  talk  with  you.  Is  there  no  other  place  in  the  vicinity 
where  you  could  step  in  without  being  hindered  by  any  mathematical 
difficulties  ?  '  asked  Barbemuche,  who  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  for 
saying  something  very  clever. 

Colline  mused  an  instant :  '  There  is  a  little  place  here,'  he  said, 
pointing  to  a  tavern,  *  where  I  stand  on  a  better  footing.' 

Barbemuche  made  a  face,  and  seemed  to  hesitate.  '  Is  it  a  respecta- 
ble place  ? '  he  demanded. 

His  cold  and  reserved  attitude,  his  limited  conversation,  his  discreet 
smile,  and  especially  his  watch-chain  with  charms  on  it,  all  led  Colline 
to  suppose  that  Barbemuche  was  a  clerk  in  an  embassy,  and  that  he 
feared  to  compromise  himself  by  going  into  a  tavern. 

*  There  is  no  danger  of  any  one  seeing  us,*  said  he  ;  *  all  the  diplo- 
matic body  is  in  bed  by  this  time.' 

Barbefnuche  made  up  his  mind  to  go  in,  though  at  the  bottom  of  his 
heart  he  would  have  given  a  good  deal  for  a  false  nose.  For  greater 
security,  he  insisted  on  having  a  private  room,  and  took  care  to  fasten 
a  napkin  before  the  gla^  door  of  it.  These  precautions  taken,  he  ap- 
peared more  at  ease,  and  called  for  a  bowl  of  punch.     Excited  a  little 
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by  the  generous  beverage,  Barbemuche  became  more  commimicative, 
and,  after  giving  some  autobiographical  details,  made  bold  to  express 
the  hope  he  had  conceived  of  being  personally  admitted  into  the  club, 
for  the  accomplishment  of  which  ambitious  design  he  solicited  the  aid 
of  CoUine. 

CoUine  replied  that,  for  his  part,  he  was  entirely  at  the  service  of 
Barbemuche,  but,  nevertheless,  he  could  make  no  positive  promise.  *  I 
assure  you  of  my  vote,'  said  he  ;  *  but  I  cainnot  take  it  upon  me  to  dis- 
pose of  those  of  my  comrades.* 

'But,'  asked  Barbemuche,  'for  what  reasons  could  they  refuse  to 
admit  me  among  them  ? ' 

CoUine  put  down  the  glass  which  he  was  just  lifting  to  his  mouth, 
and,  in  a  very  serious  tone,  addressed  the  rash  Carolus : 

*  You  cultivate  the  fine  arts  ? ' 

*  I  labor  humbly  in  those  noble  fields  of  intelligence,'  replied  the 
other,  who  felt  bound  to  hang  out  the  colors  of  Ms  style. 

Colline  found  the  phrase  well  turned,  and  bowed  in  acknowledgment. 

*  You  understand  music  ? '  he  continued. 
'  I  have  played  on  the  bass-viol.' 

'  A  very  philosophical  instrument.  Then,  if  you  understand  music, 
you  also  understand  that  one  cannot,  without  violation  of  the  laws  of 
harmony,  introduce  a  fiflh  performer  into  a  quartette  ;  it  would  cease  to 
be  a  quartette.' 

*  Exactly,  and  become  a  quintette.* 

'  A  quintette ;  very  well ;  now  attend  to  me.  You  understand 
astronomy  ? ' 

'A  little  ;  I  'm  a  bachelor  of  arts.' 

'  There  is  a  song  about  that,'  said  Colline ;  *  ^Dear  bacheldr,  says 
Lizzie '  —  I  have  forgotten  the  tune.  Well,  then,  you  know  that  there 
are  four  cardinal  points.  Now  suppose  there  were  to  turn  up  a  fifth 
cardinal  point,  all  the  harmony  of  nature  would  be  upset.  What  they 
call  the  catechism,  you  understand  ? ' 

*  I  am  waiting  for  the  conclusion,'  said  Carolus,  whose  intelligence 
began  to  be  a  little  shaky. 

*  The  conclusion  —  yes,  that  is  .the  end  of  argument,  as  death  is  the 
end  of  life,  and  marriage  of  love.  Well,  my  dear  Sir,  I  and  my  friends 
are  accustomed  to  live  together,  and  we  fear  to  impair,  by  the  introduc- 
tion of  another  person,  the  harmony  which  reigns  in  our  habits,  opin- 
ions, tastes,  and  dispositions.  To  speak  frankly,  we  are  going  to  be, 
some  day,  the  four  cardinal  points  of  contemporary  art ;  acc^^tomed  to 
this  idea,  it  would  annoy  us  to  see  a  fifth  point.' 

*  Nevertheless,'  suggested  Carolus,  *  where  you  are  four  it  is  easy  to 
be  ^\Q.^ 

'  Yes,  but  then  we  cease  to  be  four.' 

*  The  objection  is  a  trivial  one.' 

'  '  There  is  nothing  trivial  in  this  world ;  little  brooks  make  great 
rivers  ;  little  syllables  make  big  verses  ;  the  very  mountains  are  made 
of  grains  of  sand — so  says  the  Wisdom  of  Nations,  of  which  there  is 
a  copy  on  the  quay  —  tell  me,  my  dear  Sir,  which  is  the  furrow  that 
you  usually  follow  in  the  noble  fields  of  intelligence  ?  ' 
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'  The  great  philosophers  and  the  classic  authors  are  my  models.  I 
live  upon  their  study.  Telemachtis  first  inspired  the  consuming  passion 
I  feel.' 

'  Telemachus  —  there  is  lots  of  him  on  the  quay/  said  Colline ;  *  you 
can  find  him  there  at  any  time.  I  have  bought  him  for  five  sous  —  a 
second-hand  copy  —  I  would  consent  to  part  with  it  to  oblige  you.  In 
other  respects,  it  is  a  great  work  ;  very  well  got  up,  considering  the  age.' 

*  Yes  Sir/  said  Carolus ;  '  I  aspire  to  high  philosophy  and  sound  litera- 
ture.    According  to  my  idea,  art  is  a  priesthood * 

'  Yes,  yes,'  said  Colline ;  '  there 's  a  song  about  t&at,  too ; '  and  he 
began  to  hum 

'Art  *8  a  priesthood ;  art 's  a  priesthood,' 

to  the  air  of  the  drinking-song  in  Robert  tlie  Devil, 

*  I  say,  then,  that  art  being  a  solemn  mission,  writers  ought,  above  all 
things'. 

'  Excuse  me,'  said  Colline,  who  heard  one  of  the  small  hours  striking, 

*  but  it  *s  getting  to  be  to-morrow  morning  very  fast.' 

*  It  is  late,  in  fact,'  said  Carolus ;  '  let  us  go.' 

*  Do  you  live  far  off  ? ' 

*Rue  Royale  St.  Honori,  number  ten.' 

Colline  had  once  had  occasion  to  go  to  this  house,  and  remembered 
that  it  was  a  splendid  private  dwelling. 

*  I  will  mention  you  to  my  friends,'  said  he  to  Carolus,  on  parting ; 

*  and  you  may  be  sure  that  I  shall  use  all  my  influence  to  make  them 
favorably  disposed  to  you.     Ah,  let  me  give  you  one  piece  of  advice.* 

*  Go  on,'  said  the  other. 

*  Be  very  amiable  and  polite  to  the  three  young  ladies  —  you  under- 
stand.' 

*  I  '11  try,'  said  Carolus. 

Next  day,  Colline  tumbled  in  upon  the  association.  It  was  the  hour 
of  breakfast,  and,  for  a  wonder,  breakfast  had  come  with  the  hour. 
The  three  couples  were  at  table,  feasting  on  artichokes  and  pepper- 
sauce. 

*  The  deuce  I '  exclaimed  the  philosopher ;  *  this  can't  last,  or  the  world 
would  come  to  an  end.  I  arrive,'  he  continued,  '  as  the  ambassador  of 
the  generous  mortal  whom  we  met  last  night.' 

*  Can  he  be  sending  already  to  ask  for  his  money  again  ?  '  said  Marcel. 

*  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  that,'  replied  Colline.  '  This  young  man 
wishes  to  be  one  of  us ;  to  have  stock  in  our  society,  and  share  the 
profits,  of  course. 

The  three  men  raised  their  heads  and  looked  at  one  another. 

*  That's  all,'  concluded  Colline  ;  *  now  the  question  is  open.' 

*  What  is  the  social  position  of  your  principal  ?  '  asked  Rodolphe. 

*  He  is  no  principal  of  mine,'  answered  the  other  ;  *  last  night  he 
begged  me  to  accompany  him,  and  overflowed  me  with  attentions  and 
good  liquor  for  a  while  ;  but  I  have  retained  my  independence.' 

'  Good,'  said  Schaunard. 

'  Sketch  us  some  leading  features  of  his  character,'  said  Marcel. 

'  Grandeur  of  soul :  austerity  of  manners  :  afraid  to  go  into  taverns  : 
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bachelor  of  arts  :  candid  as  a  transparency  :  plays  on  the  bass-viol :  is 
disposed  to  change  a  five-franc'j)iece  occasionally/ 

*  Good  again  ! '  said  Schaunard. 

*  What  are  his  hopes  ?  * 

*  As  I  told  you  already,  his  ambition  knows  no  bounds ;  he  aspires  to 
be  'hail-fellow-well-met'  with  us.' 

*  That  is  to  say,'  answered  Marcel,  *  he  wishes  to  speculate  upon  us, 
and  to  be  seen  riding  in  our  carriages.' 

'  What  is  his  profession  ? '  asked  Rodolphe. 
'  Yes,'  said  Marcel ;  *  what  does  he  play  on  ? ' 

*  Literature  and  mixed  philosophy.     He  calls  art  a  priesthood.' 

*  A  priesthood  I '  cried  Rodolphe,  in  terror. 
'  So  he  says.' 

*  And  what  is  his  road  in  literature  ?  * 

*  He  goes  after  Telemachus.' 

*  Very  good,'  said  Schaunard,  eating  the  seed  of  his  artichoke. 

*  Very  good  I  you  dummy  I '  broke  out  Marcel ;  *  I  advise  you  not  to 
say  that  in  the  street.' 

Schaunard  relieved  his  annoyance  at  this  reproof  by  kicking  Phemy 
under  the  table  for  taking  some  of  his  sauce. 

*  Once  more,'  said  Rodolphe  ;  *  what  is  his  condition  in  the  world  ? 
what  does  he  live  on,  and  where  does  he  Hve  ?  and  what  is  his  name  ? ' 

*  His  station  is  honorable ;  he  is  professor  of  every  thing  in  a  rich 
family.  His  name  is  Carolus  Barbemuche ;  he  spends  his  income  in 
luxurious  living,  and  dwells  in  the  Rue  Royale.' 

*  Furnished  lodging  ?  ' 

■*  No  ;  there  is  real  furniture.'* 

*  I  claim  the  floor,'  said  Marcel.  *  To  me  it  is  evident  that  Collinc 
has  been  corrupted  ;  he  has  already  sold  his  vote  for  so  many  drinks. 
Don't  interrupt  me  I  (CoUine  was  rising  to  protest;)  you  shall  have 
your  turn.  Colline,  mercenary  soul  that  he  is,  has  presented  to  you 
this  stranger  under  an  aspect  too  favorable  to  be  true.  I  told  you  be- 
fore ;  I  see  through  this  person's  designs.  He  wants  to  speculate  on  us. 
He  says  to  himself,  '  Here  are  some  chaps  making  their  way  ;  I  must 
get  into  their  pockets  ;  I  shall  arrive  with  them  at  the  goal  of  fame.*  * 

'  Bravo  ! '  quoth  Schaunard  ;  *  have  you  any  more  sauce  there  ? ' 

*  No,'  replied  Rodolphe  ;  '  the  edition  is  out  of  print.' 

*  Looking  at  the  question  from  another  point  of  view,'  continued  Mar- 
cel, *  this  insidious  mortal  whom  Colline  patronizes,  perhaps  aspires  to 
our  intimacy  only  from  the  most  culpable  motives.  Gentlemen,  we  are 
not  ailone  here ! '  continued  the  orator,  w4th  an  eloquent  look  at  the 
women  ;  *  and  Colline's  client,  smuggling  himself  into  our  circle  under 
the  cloak  of  literature,  may  perchance  be  but  a  vile  seducer.  Reflect  f 
For  one,  I  vote  against  his  reception.' 

*  I  demand  the  floor,'  said  Rodolphe,  *  only  for  a  correction.  In  hia 
remarkable  extemporary  speech,  Marcel  has  said  that  this  Carolus,  with 
the  view  of  dishonoring  us,  wished  to  introduce  himself  under  tlie  cloak 
of  literature.' 

*  To  appreciate  this  joke  fully,  one  must  have  occupied  furnished  lodgings  in  Paria. 
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*  A  Parliamentary  figure.' 

*  A  very  bad  figure ;  literature  has  no  cloak/ 

*  Having  made  a  report,  as  I  may  say,'  resumed  CoUine,  rising,  *  I 
maintain  the  conclusions  therein  embodied.  The  jealousy  which  con- 
sumes him  disturbs  the  reason  of  our  friend  Marcel ;  the  great  artist 
is  beside  himself.' 

'  Order ! '  cried  Marcel. 

'  So  much  so,  that,  able  designer  as  he  is,  he  has  just  introduced  into 
his  speech  a  figure  the  incorrectness  of  which  has  been  ably  pointed 
out  by  the  talented  orator  who  preceded  me.' 

'  Colline  is  an  ass ! '  shouted  Marcel,  'with  a  bang  of  his  fist  on  the 
table  that  caused  a  lively  sensation  among  the  plates,  '  Colline  knows 
nothing  in  an  afi'air  of  sentiment ;  he  is  incompetent  to  judge  of  such 
matters  ;  he  has  an  old  book  in  place  of  a  heart.' 

Prolonged  laughter  from  Schaunard.  During  the  row,  Colline  kept 
gravely  adjusting  the  folds  of  his  white  cravat  as  if  to  make  way  for 
the  torrents  of  eloquence  contained  beneath  them.  When  silence  was 
reestabli^ed,  he  thus  continued  : 

*  Gentlemen,  I  intend  with  one  word  to  banish  from  your  minds  the 
chimerical  apprehensions  which  the  suspicions  of  Marcel  may  have  en- 
gendered in  them  respecting  Carolus.' 

*  Oh  yes  I '  said  Marcel,  ironically. 

*  It  will  be  as  easy  as  that,'  continued  Colline,  blowing  out  the  match 
with  which  he  had  lighted  his  pipe. 

*  Go  on !  go  on ! '  cried  Schaunard,  Eodolphe,  and  the  women  to- 
gether. 

*  Gentlemen !  although  I  have  been  personally  and  violently  attacked 
in  this  meeting  ;  although  I  have  been  accused  of  selling  lor  base  liquors 
the  influence  which  I  possess ;  secure  in  a  good  conscience  I  shall  not 
deign  to  reply  to  those  assaults  on  my  probity,  my  loyalty,  my  moralit}\ 
[Sensation.]  But  there  is  one  thing  which  I  will  have  respected. 
[Here  the  orator,  endeavoring  to  lay  his  hand  on  his  heart,  gave  himself 
a  rap  in  the  stomach.]  My  well-tried  and  woU-known  prude7ice  has 
been  called  in  question.  I  have  been  accused  of  wishing  to  introduce 
among  you  a  person  whose  intentions  were  hostile  to  your  happiness — in 
matters  of  sentiment.  This  suppc«ition  is  an  insult  to  the  virtue  of 
these  ladies  —  nay  more,  an  insult  to  their  good  taste.  Carolus  Barbe- 
muche  is  decidedly  ugly.'  [Visible  denial  on  the  face  of  Phemy ; 
row  under  the  table,  supposed  to  be  Schaunard  kicking  her.] 

'  But,'  proceeded  Colline,  *  what  will  reduce  to  powder  the  contempti- 
ble argument  with  which  my  opponent  has  armed  himself  against  Caro- 
lus by  taking  advantage  of  your  terrors,  is  the  fact  that  the  said  Carolus 
is  a  Platonist.     [Sensation  among  the  men ;  uproar  among  the  women.] 

This  declaration  of  CoUine's  produced  a  reaction  in  favor  of  Carolus. 
The  philosopher  wished  to  improve  the  e fleet  of  his  eloquent  and  adrcit 
defence. 

*  Now,  then,'  he  continued,  *  I  do  not  see  what  well-founded  prejudices 
can  exist  against  this  young  man,  who,  after  all,  has  rendered  us  a  ser- 
vice. As  to  myself,  who  am  accused  of  acting  thoughtlessly  in  wishing 
to  introduce  him  among  us,  I  consider  this  opinion  an  insult  to  my  dig. 


1854.]  The  Gypsies  of  Art,  25 

nity.  I  have  acted  in  the  affair  with  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent ;  if  a 
finrmal  vote  does  not  maintain  me  this  character  for  prudence,  I  offer 
my  resignation/ 

'  Do  you  make  it  a  cabinet-question  ?  '  said  Marcel. 

*  I  do/ 

The  three  consulted,  and  agreed  by  common  consent  to  restore  to  the 
philosopher  that  high  reputation  for  prudence  which  he  claimed.  Col- 
line  then  gave  the  floor  to  Marcel,  who,  somewhat  relieved  of  his  preju- 
dices, declared  that  he  might  perhaps  favor  the  adoption  of  the  report. 
But  before  the  decisive  and  final  vote  which  should  open  to  Carolus  the 
intimacy  of  the  club,  he  put  to  the  meeting  this  amendment : 

*  Whereas,  the  introduation  of  a  new  member  into  our  society  is  a  grare  matter,  and 
a  stranger  might  brin^  with  him  some  elements  of  discord  through  ignorance  of  the 
habits,  tempers,  and  opmions  of  his  comrades, 

*  Rbsolveo,  That  each  member  shall  pass  a  daj  with  the  said  Carolus,  and  investi- 
gate his  manner  of  life,  tastes,  literary  capacity,  and  wardrobe.  The  members  shall 
afterward  communicate  their  several  impressions,  and  ballot  on  his  admission  accord- 
ingly. Moreover,  before  complete  admission,  the  said  Carolus  shall  undergo  a  novi- 
ciate of  one  month,  during  which  time  he  shall  not  have  the  right  to  call  us  by  our  first 
names  or  take  our  arm  in  the  street.  On  the  day  of  reception,  a  splendid  banquet  shall 
be  given  at  the  expense  of  the  new  member,  at  a  cost  of  not  less  than  twelve  irancs.' 

This  amendment  was  adopted  by  three  votes  against  one.  The  same 
night  CoUine  went  to  the  coffee-house  early  on  purpose  to  be  the  first 
to  see  Carolus.  He  had  not  long  to  wait  for  him.  Barbemuche  soon 
appeared,  carrying  in  his  hand  three  huge  bouquets  of  roses. 

*  Hullo ! '  cried  the  astonished  Colline ;  *  what  do  you  mean  to  do  with 
that  garden  ?  * 

*  I  remember  what  you  told  me  yesterday.  Your  friends  will  doubt- 
less come  with  their  ladies,  and  it  is  on  their  account  that  I  bring  these 
flowers  —  very  handsome  ones.' 

*  That  they  are ;  they  must  have  cost  fifteen  sous,  at  least.* 

*  In  the  month  of  December  I  If  ypu  said  fifteen  francs,  you  would 
have  come  nearer.' 

*  Heavens ! '  cried  Colline,  *  three  crowns  for  these  simple  gifts  of 
Flora!  You  must  be  related  to  the  Cordilleras.  Well,  my  dear  Sir, 
that  is  fifteen  francs  which  we  must  throw  out  of  the  window.' 

It  was  Barbemuche's  turn  to  be  astonished.  Colline  related  the 
jealous  suspicions  with  which  Marcel  had  inspired  his  friends,  and 
informed  Carolus  of  the  violent  discussion  which  had  taken  place  that 
morning  on  the  subject  of  his  admission.  *  I  protested,'  said  Colline, 
*  that  your  intentions  were  the  purest,  but  there  was  a  strong  opposition, 
nevertheless.  Beware  of  renewing  these  suspicions  by  much  politeness 
to  the  ladies  ;  and  to  begin,  let  us  put  these  bouquets  out  of  the  way. 
He  took  the  roses  and  hid  them  in  a  cupboard.  '  But  that  is  not  all,' 
he  resumed  ;  '  before  connecting  themselves  intimately  with  you,  these 
gentlemen  desire  to  make  a  private  examination,  each  for  himself,  of 
your  character,  tastes,  etc'  Then,  lest  Barbemuche  might  do  something 
to  shock  his  friends,  Colline  rapidly  sketched  a  moral  portrait  of  each 
of  them.  *  Contrive  to  agree  with  them  separately,'  added  the  phi- 
losopher, *  and  they  will  end  by  all  liking  you.' 

Carolus  agreed  to  every  thin^     The  three  friends  soon  arrived  with 
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their  friends  of  the  other  sex.  Rodolphe  was  polite  to  Caiolus,  Schan- 
nard  familiar  with  him,  Marcel  remained  cold.  Carolus  forced  him- 
self to  be  gay  and  amiable  with  the  men,  and  indifferent  to  the  women. 
When  they  broke  up  for  the  night,  he  asked  Rodolphe  to  dine  with  him 
next  day,  and  to  come  as  early  as  noon.  The  poet  accepted,  sajiiig  to 
himself  *  Good !     I  am  to  begin  the  inquiry,  then.'  ^ 

Next  morning,  at  the  hour  appointed,  he  called  on  Carolus,  who  did 
indeed  live  in  a  very  handsome  private  house,  where  he  occupied  a 
sufficiently  comfortable  room.  But  Rodolphe  was  surprised  to  find  at 
that  time  of  day  the  shutters  closed,  the  curtains  drawn,  and  two  lighted 
candles  on  the  table.     He  asked  Barbemuche  the  reason. 

*  Study,'  replied  the  other,  '  is  the  child  of  mystery  and  silence.' 
They  sat  down  and  talked.     At  the  end  of  an  hour,  Carolus,  with 

infinite  oratorial  addiess,  brought  in  a  phrase  which,  despite  its  humble 
form,  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  summons  made  to  Rodolphe  to 
hear  a  little  work,  the  fruit  of  Barbemuche's  vigils. 

The  poet  saw  himself  caught.  Curious,  however,  to  learn  the  color 
of  the  other's  style,  he  bowed  politely,  assured  him  that  he  was  en- 
chanted, that 

Carolus  did  not  wait  for  him  to  finish  the  sentence.  He  ran  to  bolt 
the  door,  and  then  took  up  a  small  blank-book,  the  thinness  of  which 
brought  a  smile  of  satisfaction  to  the  poet's  face. 

*  Is  that  the  manuscript  of  your  work  ?  '  he  asked. 

*  No,'  replied  Carolus  ;  '  it  is  the  catalogue  of  my  manuscripts ;  and 
I  am  looking  for  the  one  which  you  will  allow  me  to  read  you.  Here 
it  is,  Number  fourteen  :  Don  Lopez  ;  or,  Fatality.  It's  on  the  third 
shelf ; '  and  he  proceeded  to  open  a  small  closet  in  which  Rodolphe  per- 
ceived, with  terror,  a  great  quantity  of  manuscripts.  Carolus  took  out 
one  of  these,  shut  the  closet,  and  seated  himself  in  front  of  the  poet. 

Rodolphe  cast  a  glance  at  one  of  the  four  piles  of  elephant-paper  of 
which  the  work  was  composed.  *  Come,'  said  he  to  himself,  *  it  *8  not 
in  verse,  but  it 's  called  Don  Lopez.' 

Carolus  began  to  read  : 

*0s  a  cold  winter  night,  two  cftvaliers,  enveloped  in  large  cloaks,  and  mounted  on 
sluggish  mulc»,  were  making  llieir  way  side  by  side  over  one  of  the  roads  which 
traverse  the  frightful  solitudes  of  the  Sierra  Morcna.' 

*  May  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  me  I '  ejaculated  Rodolphe,  mentally. 
Carolus  continued  to  read  his  first  chapter,  written  in  the  style  of  the 

above  throughout.  Rodolphe  listened  vaguely,  and  tried  to  devise  some 
means  of  escape. 

'  There  is  the  window,  but  it 's  fastened  ;  and,  beside,  we  are  in  the 
fourth  story.     Ah,  nmo  I  understand  all  these  precautions.' 

*  What  do  you  think  of  my  first  chapter  ?  '  asked  Carolus  ;  *  do  not 
spare  criticism,  I  beg  of  you.' 

Rodolphe  thought  he  remembered  having  heard  some  scraps  of  phi- 
losophical declamation  upon  suicide,  put  forth  by  the  hero  of  the  ro- 
mance, Don  Lopez,  to  wit ;  so  he  replied  at  hazard  : 

'  The  grand  figure  of  Don  Lopez  is  conscientiously  studied  ;  it  reminds 
me  of  the  Savoyard  Vicar's  Confeasian  of  Faith  ;  the  description^  of 
Don  Alvar's  mule  pleases  me  exceedingly  ;  it  is  like  a  sketch  of  G6ri- 
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oault'3.  There  are  good  lines  in  the  landscape  )  as  to  the  thoughts,  they 
ace  seeds  of  Rousseau  planted  in  the  ground  of  Lesage.  Only  allow  me 
to  make  one  observation  :  you  use  too  many  stops,  and  you  work  the  word 
henceforward  too  hard.  It  is  a  good  word,  and  gives  color,  but  should 
not  be  abused.' 

Carolus  took  up  a  second  pile  of  paper,  and  repeated  the  title  Doft 
LopeZy  or  the  Fatality. 

*  I  knew  a  Don  Lopez  once,'  said  Rodolphe  ;  ^•he  used  to  sell  cigar- 
ettes and  Bayoime  chocolate ;  '  perhaps  he  was  a  relation  of  your  man. 
Go  on.' 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  second  chapter,  the  poet  interrupted  his  host : 

*  Don't  you  feel  your  throat  a  little  dry  ?  '  he  inquired. 

*Not  at  all,  replied  Carolus;  'we  are  coming  to  the  history  of 
Inesilla.' 

*■  I  am  very  curious  to  hear  it ;  nevertheless,  if  you  are  tired ' 

^Chapter  third! '  enunciated  Carolus,  in  a  voice  that  gave  no  signs 
of  fatigue. 

Rodolphe  took  a  careful  survey  of  Barbemuche,  and  perceived  that 
he  had  a  short  neck  and  a  ruddy  complexion.  *  I  have  one  hope  left,* 
thought  the  poet,  on  making  this  discovery.  *  He  may  have  an  attack 
of  apoplexy.' 

*  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  what  you  think  of  the  love-scene  ?  * 
Carolus  looked  at  B^dolphe  to  observe  in  his  face  what  effect  the 

dialogue  produced  upon  him.  The  poet  was  bending  forward  on  his 
chair,  with  his  neck  stretched  out  in  the  attitude  of  one  who  is  listening 
for  some  distant  sound. 

*  What 's  the  matter  with  you  ?  ' 

*  Hist  I '  said  Rodolphe,  *  do  n't  you  hear  ?  I  thought  some  body  cried 
fire  I     Suppose  we  go  and  see.' 

Carolus  listened  an  instant,  but  heard  nothing, 

*  It  must  have  been  a  ringing  ia  my  ears,'  said  the  other.  *  Go  on ; 
Don  Alvar  interests  me  exceedingly  ;  he  is  a  noble  youth.' 

Carolus  continued  with  all  the  music  he  could  put  into  his  voice  : 

*  0  Inesilla  !  whatever  thoii  art,  an^el  or  demon ;  end  whatever  be  thy  country,  my 
life  is  thine,  and  thee  will  I  follow,  be  it  to  heaven  or  hell ! ' 

Some  one  knocked  at  the  door. 

*  It 's  my  porter,'  said  Barbemuche,  half  opening.  It  was  indeed  the 
porter  with  a  letter.  '  What  an  unlucky  chance  ! '  cried  Carolus.  *  We 
must  put  off'  our  reading  till  some  other  time  ;  I  have  to  go  out  imme- 
diately. If  you  please,  we  will  execute  this  little  commission  together, 
as  it  is  nothing  private,  and  then  we  can  come  back  to  dinner.' 

*  There,'  thought  Rodolphe, '  is  a  letter  that  has  fallen  from  heaven  ; 
I  recognize  the  seal  of  Providence.' 

When  he  re;oined  the  comrades  that  night,  the  poet  was  interrogated 
by  Marcel  and  Schaunard. 

*  Did  he  treat  you  well  ?  '  they  asked. 

*  Yes,  but  Fpaid  dear  for  it.' 

*  How  !  Did  Carolus  make  you  pay  ?  '  demanded  Schaimard,  with 
rising  cholcr. 
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*  He  read  a  novel  at  me,  inside  of  which  the  people  are  nam^  Don 
Lopez  and  J}on  Alvar  ;  and  the  tenors  call  their  mifitreeses  angd^  or 

*  How  shocking  I '  cried  the  cluh,  in  chorus, 

'  But  otherwise,'  said  Colline,  '  hterature  apart,  what  is  your  optniaii 
ofhim?* 

*A  very  nice  young  man.  You  can  judge  for  yourselves  ;  CaroIoB 
means  to  treat  us  al4  in  turn  ;  he  invites  Schaunard  to  breakfast  with 
him  to-morrow.  Only  look  out  for  the  closet  with  the  manuscripts 
m  it. 

Schaunard  was  punctual  and  went  to  work  with  the  minuteness  of  ' 
an  auctioneer  taking  an  inventory,  or  a  sherifi'  levying  an  execution. 
Accordingly  he  came  back  full  of  notes  ;  he  had  studied  Carolus  chiefly 
in  respect  of  his  movables  and  worldly  goods. 

'  This  Barbemuche,*  he  said,  on  being  asked  his  opinion,  '  is  a  Imnp 
of  good  qualities.  He  knows  the  names  of  all  the  wines  that  ever  were 
invented,  and  made  me  eat  more  nice  things  than  my  aunt  ever  did  on 
her  birth-day.  He  is  on  very  good  terms  with  the  tailors  in  the  Rue 
Vivienne,  and  the  boot-makers  of  the  Passage  des  Panoramas;  and 
I  have  observed  that  he  is  nearly  our  size,  so  that,  in  case  of  need,  we 
can  lend  him  our  clothes.  His  habits  are  less  austere  than  Colline 
chose  to  represent  them ;  he  went  wherever  I  pleased  to  take  him, 
and  gave  me'a  breakfast  in  two  acts,  the  sec^d  of  which  went  off  in 
a  tavern  by  the  fish-market  where  I  am  known  for  some  Carnival  orgies. 
Well,  Carolus  went  in  there  as  any  ordinary  mortal  might,  and  that's 
all.     Marcel  goes  to-morrow.' 

Carolus  knew  that  Marcel  was  the  one  who  had  made  the  most  ob- 
jections to  his  reception.  Accordingly,  he  treated  him  with  particular 
attention,  and  especially  won  his  heart  by  holding  out  the  hope  of  pro- 
curing him  sitters  in  the  family  of  his  pupil.  When  it  came  to  Mar- 
cel's turn  to  make  his  report,  there  were  no  traces  of  his  original  hos- 
tility to  Carolus. 

On  the  fourth  day,  Colline  informed  Barbemuche  that  he  was  admit- 
ted, but  under  conditions.  '  You  have  a  number  of  vulgar  habits,'  he 
said,  'which  must  be  reformed.' 

*  I  shall  do  my  best  to  imitate  you,'  said  Carolus. 

During  the  whole  time  of  his  noviciate  the  Platonic  philosopher  kept 
company  with  the  Bohemians  continually,  and  was  thus  enabled  to 
study  their  habits  more  thoroughly,  not  without  being  very  much  asto- 
nished at  times.  One  morning,  Colline  came  to  see  him  with  a  joyful 
face. 

*  My  dear  fellow,'  he  said,  *  it 's  all  over ;  you  are  now  definitely  one 
of  us.  It  only  remains  to  fix  the  day  and  the  place  of  the  grand  en- 
tertainment ;  I  have  come  to  talk  with  you  about  it.' 

*  That  can  be  arranged  with  perfect  ease,'  said  Carolus  ;  *  the  parents 
of  my  pupil  are  out  of  town  ;  the  young  viscount,  whose  mentor  I  am, 
will  lend  us  the  apartments  for  an  evening,  only  we  must  invite  him 
to  the  party.'  ^ 

'  That  vdW  be  very  nice,'  replied  Colline  ;  *  we  will  open  to  him  the 
vistas  of  literature  :  but  do  you  think  he  will  consent  ?  * 
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'  I  am  sure  of  it.' 

*  Then  it  only  remains  to  fix  the  day.' 

*  We  will  settle  that  to-night  at  the  cofTee-house.' 

Carolus  then  went  to  find  his  pupil,  and  announced  to  him  that  he 
had  just  heen  elected  into  a  distinguished  society  of  hterary  men  and 
artists,  and  that  he  was  going  to  give  a  diilner,  followed  hy  a  little  party, 
to  ceilehrate  his  admission ;  he  therefore  proposed  to  him  to  make  one 
of  the  guests.  *And  since  you  cannot  he  out  late,'  added  Carolus, '  and 
the  entertainment  may  last  some  time,  it  will  he  for  our  convenience 
to  have  it  here.  Your  servant  Kancris  knows  how  to  hold  his  tongue  ; 
your  parents  will  know  nothing  of  it ;  and  you  will  have  made  ac- 
quaintance with  some  of  the  clever^t  people  in  Paris,  artists  and 
authors.' 

*  In  print  ? '  asked  the  youth. 

*  Certainly.  One  of  them  edits  the  Scarf  of  IniSy  which  youi:  mother 
takes.  They  are  very  distinguished  persons,  almost  celebrities,  intimate 
fnends  of  mine.' 

That  night,  at  the  coffee-house,  Barbemuche  announced  that  the  party 
would  come  off  next  Saturday  ;  and  from  that  day  all  the  neighborhood 
was  informed  that  Mesdesmoiselles  Phemy,  Mimi,  and  Musette,  were 
going  out  into  society. 

On  the  morning  of  the  festivity,  Colline,  Schaunard,  Marcel,  and 
Rodolphe,  called,  in  a  body,  on  Barbemuche,  who  looked  astoiushed  to 
see  them  so  early. 

*  Has  any  thing  happened  which  will  oblige  us  to  put  it  off  ?  '  he 
asked,  with  some  anxiety. 

*Yes  —  that  is,  no'  —  said  Colline;  'this  is  how  we  are  placed. 
Among  ourselves  we  never  stand  on  ceremony,  but  when  we  are  to 
meet  strangers,  we  wish  to  preserve  a  certain  decorum.' 

*Well?'  said  the  other. 

*  Well,'  continued  Colline,  *  since  we  are  to  meet  to-night,  the  young 
gentleman  to  whom  we  are  indebtedv  for  the  roomsj  out  of  respect  to 
him  and  to  ourselves,  we  come  simply  to  ask  you  if  you  cannot  lend  us 
some  becoming  toggery.  It  is  almost  impossible,  you  see,  for  us  to  enter 
this  gorgeous  roof  in  frock-coats  and  colored  trowsers.' 

*  But,'  said  Carolus,  *  I  have  not  black  clothes  for  all  of  you.' 

*  We  will  make  out  with  what  you  have,'  said  Colline. 

*  Suit  yourselves,  then,'  said  Carolus,  opening  a  well-furnished  ward- 
robe. 

*  What  an  arsenal  of  elegancies  ! '  said  Marcel. 

*  Three  hats  I '  exclaimed  Schaunard,  in  ecstasy  ;  *  can  a  man  want 
three  hats  when  he  has  but  one  head  ?  ' 

*And  the  boots  I '  said  Rodolphe,  *  only  look  I ' 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  each  had  selected  a  complete  equipment. 

*  But,'  said  Barbemuche,  casting  a  glance  at  the  emptied  wardrobe, 
*  you  have  left  me  nothing.     Wliat  am  I  to  wear  ?  ' 

*Ah,  it's  different  with  you,'  said  Rodolphe  ;  '  you  are  the  master  of 
the  house  ;  you  need  not  stand  upon  etiquette.' 

*  But  I  have  only  my  dressing-govm  and  slippers,  flannel  waist-coat 
and  trowsers  with  stocking-feet.* 
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*  Never  mind  ;  we  excuse  you  before-hand,*  replied  the  four. 

A  very  good  dinner  was  served  at  six.  The  company  arrived,  Maicel 
limping  and  out  of  humor.  The  young  viscoimt  rushed  up  to  the  ladies 
and  led  them  to  their  seats.  Mimi  was  dressed  with  fanciful  elegance ; 
Musette  got  up  with  seductive  taste  ;  Phemy  looked  like  a  stained-glags 
window,  and  hardly  dared  sit  down. 

The  dinner  lasted  two  hours  and  a  half.  The  young  viscount  kept 
stepping  on  Mimi's  foot.  Phemy  took  twice  of  every  dish.  Schaunard 
was  in  clover.  Rodolphe  improvised  sonnets  and  broke  glasses  in  mark- 
ing the  rhythm.     Colline  talked  to  Marcel,  who  remained  sulky. 

*  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  *  asked  the  philosopher. 

*  My  feet  are  in  torture  ;  this  Carol  us  has  boots  like  a  woman's.' 

*  He  must  be  given  to  understand  that,  for  the  future,  some  of  his 
shoes  are  to  be  made  a  little  larger  —  but  now  to  the  drawing-room, 
where  the  cofiee  and  liquors  await  us.' 

The  revelry  re-commenced  with  increased  noise.  Schaunard  seated 
himself  at  the  piano  and  executeJ,  with  immense  spirit,  his  new  sym- 
phony, the  Death  of  the  Damsel.  To  this  succeeded  the  characteristic 
piece  of  The  Creditor's  March^  which  was  twice  encored,  and  two 
chords  of  the  piano  broken. 

Marcel  was  still  morose,  and  replied  to  the  complaints  and  expostu- 
lations of  Carolus : 

*  My  dear  Sir,  we  shall  never  be  intimate,  and  for  this  reason  :  Phy- 
sical difficulties  are  almost  always  the  certain  sign  of  a  moral  difier- 
ence  ;  on  this  point  philosophy  and  medicine  agree.  Your  boots,  infi- 
nitely too  small  for  me,  indicate  a  radical  diflerence  of  temper  and 
character  ;  in  other  respects,  your  little  party  has  been  charming.' 

At  one  in  the  morning,  the  guests  took  leave,  and  zig-zagged  home- 
ward. Barbemuclie  felt  very  ill,  and  made  incoherent  harangues  U^his 
pupil,  who,  for  his  part,  was  dreaming  of  Miss  Mimi's  blue  eyes. 


WINTER. 


liT     wniiikM    n.    lAWRrs-m. 


Winter  wraps  his  mantle  o'er  us,  and  with  clouds  and  storms  before  ui, 
How  we  long  for  the  bright  days  of  ever-smiling,  genial  Spring ! 

When  those  fetters  that  now  bind  us  we  shall  leave  with  joy  behmd  us, 
Welcoming  with  joyous  praises  those  soft  days  which  Summer  brings. 

April  suns  and  April  showers,  lovely  May  and  May's  bright  flowers, 
Glad  the  heart  that  gloomy  Winter  over  it  a  shade  hatn  cast. 

Waking  in  us  new  sensations,  breathing  nobler  aspirations 
Than  will  ever  bless  and  cheer  us  while  stern  Winter's  reign  shall  last. 

While  Life's  seasons  are  before  us,  may  the  clouds  that  hover  o'er  us 
E'er  reflect  warm,  golden  tints  from* that  bright  sun  which  shines  above; 

And  when  this  frail  cord  shall  sever,  may  we  all,  and  may  we  ever, 
In  a  world  of  light  and  glory  ever  more  repose  in  lovcf 
Hmrt/ordf  Ct. 
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DOCTOR         PUFF. 


A»       B-XtitAUT      r  B  O  U      AN      U  N  P  O  B  X.  X  S  li   if  n        SATIR! 


Sage  Doctor  Pupp  has  deigned  a  few,  brief  dajs. 

From  beds  of  suffering^  lon^,  the  sick  to  raise ; 

Ye  members  of  the  Editorial  Corps, 

Announce  the  presence  of  this  man  of  lore  I 

Thougfh  luckless  Satire  is  his  fiery  beak, 

On  a  famed  w?ish  to  whiten  Beauty's  cheek; 

And  few  his  bristles  on  his  cocoa-nut  bare, 

Though  his  pomatums  c^lad  the  bald  with  hair; 

Afflicted  man  cries  louoly,  stung  with  pain ; 

The  Doctor  speaks,  and  he  is  sound  again. 

Afflicted  woman  drops  upon  her  knees 

To  be  relieved  ;  the  Doctor  gives  her  ease. 

His  pill  will  drive  Consumption  from  his  prey, 

The  work  of  Death  his  sovereign  piaster  stay ; 

His  cordial  make  the  spectre.  Death,  retreat. 

When  brow  grows  cola,  and  pulse  forgets  to  beat ; 

His  magic  powders  never  fail  to  rout 

The  fiends  of  Cholic,  Cholera,  and  Gout  ; 

And  when  his  great  elixir  he  prepares 

Of  Youth's  return  no  more  Old  Age  despairs  ; 

His  cheek  like  parchment,  shrivelled,  dry,  and  worn, 

Wears  in  a  few  brief  hours  the  rose  of  mom  ; 

Stren^h  to  his  bowed  and  wasted  form  returns, 

And  m  his  eye  the  glow  of  spring-time  bums ; 

A  weak,  cracked  voice  gives  place  to  manly  tone; 

Judfi^raent  resumes  a  long-deserted  throne ; 

And  in  his  heart  awakes  a  wild  desire 

To  play  the  bride-groom,  not  the  wrinkled  sire. 


ir. 


Great  Doctor  Puff  !  with  pain  and  plague  at  strife. 

Defender  of  the  Citadel  of  Life ! 

What  matters  it  that  dirt  and  Indian  meal 

Thy  pills  compose  that  never  fail  to  heal  ? 

What  matters  it  that  fluids  of  strong  scent 

Are  prime  ingredients  with  thy  cordial  blent? 

A  magic  skill  thy  groaning  patients  own ; 

Potent  emetic  is  thy  look  alone. 

Thy  syrups,  salves,  and  panaceas  rare 

Make  sextons  of  employment  to  despair ; 

And  undertakers  vanish  in  a  trice, 

While  cradles  rise,  and  coffins  fall  in  price. 


III. 


Napolion  of  Physic !  when  thy  skill 
Has  worked  a  cure  for  every  carnal  ill, 
If  friends  do  not  thy  genius  underrate. 
Applied  will  be  thy  Icechcraft  to  the  State ; 
Thy  drops  the  body  politic  will  heal. 
And  husned  be  mourning  Freedom's  funeral  peal ; 
The  day  of  tight  astringents  will  be  o'er. 
And  puckerea-up  the  soul  of  man  no  more. 
Aperients  his  mmd  will  then  expand  ; 
Cathartics  purge  foul  humors  from  the  land ; 
And  Sin  be  drugged  with  opiates  so  strong 
That  Earth  no  more  will  hear  one  tale  of  wrong. 


32  Sketches  of  Travd  and  Character,  [Janaaiy, 


IT. 


Great  iEscuLAPics  of  modern  times! 
Wh J  lengthen  out  a  poet's  idle  rhymes  ? 
Enough  loat  health  is  where  thy  ioot-steps  tread. 
And  seen  no  marble  slabs  that  mark  the  dead; 
While  Death,  an  idler,  bnores  and  slumbers  on, 
OrHELLO-like,  '  his  occupation  gone ! ' 


B.  o.  ■. 


SKETCHES    OF    TNRAVEL    AND    CHARACTER 

T      A         ^     E     V     :     T.     1.     A     N     A    . 


P^RT     riKHT. 


*  RiBERAS  del  rio  do  las  aguas  doran, 
Al  prado  dejando  margen  arenosa, 
Me  top6  una  niila  —  mas  que  digo? — diosa! 
Que  sm  duda  lo  era,  por  ser  tan  graciosa/ 

BovANjrKo   Vit.'o. 

*And  now,  brother  William,*  cried  my  wife,  after  the  *  tea-equipage ' 
had  been  removed,  and  the  yoimgster  put  to  bed ;  *  draw  your  chair 
nearer  the  fire,  and  let  us  know  why  you  remained  abroad  so  long : 
some  love-affair,  I  '11  be  bound  I  * 

The  lieutenant  rose,  paced  hurriedly  twice  or  thrice  across  the  floor, 
as  if  struggling  to  repress  some  inward  emotion;  next,  going  to  his 
valise,  which  lay  upon  the  side-board,  he  took  therefrom  a  small  painting 
on  ivory,  representing  two  graves  by  the  side  of  a  gentle  stream,  which 
he  gazed  at  sadly  and  sUently  for  the  space  of  some  minutes ;  then, 
thrusting  it  in  the  breastpocket  of  his  coat,  and  covering  his  face  with 
his  hands,  in  the  vain  endeavor  to  conceal  the  tears  which  trickled  down 
his  maidy  cheeks,  he  resimied  his  seat,  and  commenced  his  tale  as 
follows : 

*  You  both  must  recollect  Harry  Burton,  *  the  light-hearted  Harry,  as 
we  called  him  at  school,  with  his  bright  blue  eyes  and  curly  hair,  his 
winning  smile  and  gentle  manners.  You  will  both  remember,  too,  that, 
as  boys,  Harry  and  I  were  inseparable,  and  that  we  entered  the  naval- 
service  together ;  he  being  ordered  to  the  East-Indies,  and  I  to  the 
Pacific-Ocean.  It  was  about  ten  years  after  this  eventful  period,  that 
I  received  a  letter  from  him,  informing  me  of  his  having  obtained  a  year's 
leave  of  absence,  for  the  purpose  of  visiting  Spain,  and  begging  me  to 
accompany  him.  As  I  had  just  returned  from  a  long  cruise,  and  had 
a  few  shot  in  the  locker,  I  gladly  acceded  to  his  request ;  and  the  twelfth 
day  from  the  receipt  of  his  epistle  saw  us  embarked  at  New- York,  in  one 
of  Her  Most  Catholic  Majesty's  packets.  After  a  voyage  of  thirty  days, 
we  landed  at  Malaga.  Here  we  hired  mules  and  a  guide,  and,  the 
necessary  passports  being  procured,  set  forth,  like  two  knights-errant  of 
old,  ^  probar  fortuna.^  I  will  not  pause  now  ta  give  you  a  detailed 
account  of  our  wanderings.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  after  having  visited 
most  places  of  note  in  the  kingdom,  we  reached  Seville,  *  la  maravilla' 
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just  a  month  before  the  expiration  of  our  leave.  For  some  time  pre- 
vious to  this,  I  had  noticed  a  sadness  stealing  over  my  companion,  which 
grew  deeper  day  by  day.  For  the  past  fortnight,  he  had  seemed  wholly 
unconscious  of  all  that  was  passing  in  the  busy  world  around  him ;  and 
during  our  journey  jGrom  Cordoba  to  this  city,  not  one  word  had  fallen 
from  his  lips. 

We  had  been  in  Seville  five  days.  The  cathedral-bells  had  sounded 
the  hour  of  mid-night,  and  I  sat  alone  in  our  comfortable  lodgings  at 
the  *  Fonda  de  la  Reyna'  Harry,  who  had  been  more  than  ordinarily 
depressed  in  spirits  since  our  arrival  here,  had  left  the  house  in  the  morn- 
ing, before  I  was  awake,  and  was  still  absent^  I  feared  lest  some  acci- 
dent had  befallen  him,  and  was  on  the  eve  of  going  in  search  of  him, 
when  he  entered  the  room,  looking  pale  and  dejected,  and  sinking  into 
a  chair,  burst  into  tears. 

*  *  Harry,  my  dear  fellow,*  cried  I,  *  for  God's  sake  speak  to  me  ! 
What  is  the  matter  I ' 

*  *  Oh,  William,*  he  answered,  *  you  must  have  thought  me  very  cold 
and  unkind  of  late,  but  I  am  so  unhappy !  * 

*  *  Nay,  Harry,*  I  rejoined,  deeply  moved,  *  I  have  never,  in  my  whole 
life,  thought  you  either  cold  or  unkind.  Your  melancholy,  of  late,  has 
been  a  source  of  much  uneasiness  to  me ;  but  I  have  forborne  to  speak 
of  it  Mtherto,  lest  I  should  add  to  your  grief.  Now,  however,  let  me 
implore  you,  for  both  our  sakes,  to  tell  me  the  cause  of  it.* 

*  *  I  -wMy  William.  I  have  long  wished  to  do  so,  but  have  lacked 
resolution.  To-morrow  you  shall  know  all.*  So  saying,  he  turned  from 
me,  and  left  the  room. 

'  The  next  morning,  I  entered  his  chamber  at  an  early  hour,  and 
found  him  seated  in  an  easy-chair,  fast  asleep.  Before  him,  on  a  small 
table,  were  his  writing-desk  and  a  letter,  direct^  to  me,  which  ran  thus : 

It  is  little  more  than  two  years  ago,  that,  being  on  leave  from  my 
ship,  then  lying  at  Cadiz,  I  sallied  forth  fix)m  this  very  hotel,  and  wended 
my  way  toward  the  ^Pa^eo  de  las  Ddidas,*  I  had  arrived  opposite  the 
Cathe(hral,  and  stopped  to  gaze  a  moment  upon  the  far-famed  '  Giralday 
when  my  curiosity  was  excited  by  observing  some  half-dozen  persons 
grouped  about  the  window  of  a  house  near  by.  I  joined  the  throng, 
and,  looking  through  the  reja^  beheld,  extended  at  full  length  upon  the 
floor,  the  body  of  a  young  girl  of  not  more  than  fifteen  summers,  very 
beautiful,  even  in  death.  She  was  dressed  in  white,  as  if  for  a  bridal. 
Her  golden  hair,  which  lay  in  luxuriant  tresses  upon  her  ivory  bosom, 
was  decked  with  a  single  white  japonica ;  a  smile  of  passing  sweetness 
still  lingered  upon  the  lips  from  which  the  coral  had  not  yet  departed : 
and  in  her  snowy  arms  lay  the  body  of  an  infant,  covered  with  rose* 
buds.  At  her  head,  were  a  crucifix  and  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  while 
oa  either  side  six  waxen  tapers  were  dimly  burning.  As  I  gazed,  a 
decrepit  old  man,  leaning  upon  a  crutch,  entered  the  room,  and  with 
Altering  steps  approached  the  corpse ;  then,  kneeling  slowly  down,  he 
bowed  his  aged  head  until  his  silvery  locks  mingled  with  hers,  and  mur- 
muring, in  a  low,  sad  tone,  'Hija  mia,  hija  mia  I  *  kissed  passionately 
the  pallid  lips  of  her  whom  in  hfe  he  had  loved  so  well. 
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The  scene  was  to  me  a  novel  one,  and  I  was  filled  with  awe  and 
admiration.  'Alas,  poor  child ! '  I  thought ;  *  hard,  indeed,  has  been 
her  fate !  How  oil  did  she,  in  the  pride  of  her  heart,  as  her  hour  of 
travail  approached,  dwell,  with  all  a  mother's  tenderness,  upon  the 
burden  she  bore  !  how  oft  did  she  speculate  upon  the  color  of  its  hair 
and  eyes ;  and  then  too,  doubtless,  in  the  midst  of  her  visions,  the  fi>rm 
of  her  loved  husband  would  appear,  and  she  would  fondly  whisper : 
*  He  will  love  me  even  more  than  now,  when  he  beholds  our  first-bom  I  * 
And  now,  she  and  the  babe  are  no  more  ;  to-morrow  they  will  be  buried, 
and  the  next  day  forgotten  by  all,  save  this  poor  old  man.  Such  is 
Ufe!' 

My  countenance  must  have  betrayed  what  was  passing  in  my  mind : 
for  I  was  awakened  from  my  reverie  by  a  shout  of  laughter  from  the 
idlers  about  me,  who,  I  found,  were  making  merry  at  the  expense  of  the 
pensativo  Americano^  one  of  their  number  having  likened  me  *  al  cabal- 
lero  de  la  triste  JiguraJ  I  was  retiring  in  some  disgust  at  their  heart- 
lessness,  when  the  sound  of  light  foot-steps  fell  upon  my  ear.  A  moment 
after,  a  soft,  sweet  voice  at  my  side  murmured,  in  rich  Castilian,  ^Pobre' 
cita  !  seha  muerto  muy  joven'  The  speaker  was  a  dark-eyed,  dark- 
haired  senorita,  just  budding  into  womanhood.  Her  figure  was  as  fault- 
less as  Marcela*s,  and  her  face  like  that  of  Murillo's  guardian-angel. 
She  blushed  slightly  as  she  met  my  ardent  gaze,  and,  drawing  her  black- 
lace  mantilla  closely  around  her,  tripped  lightly  across  the  street  to  the 
cathedral,  and  disappeared  through  '  la  puerta  del  perdofty  while  I  slowly 
continued  my  walk  to  the  paseo,  which  I  reached  not  much  before 
night-fall. 

It  was  a  mild  evening  of  the  merry  month  of  May.  The  air  was 
redolent  with  the  perfume  of  the  orange-blossom,  and  the  last  rays  of  the 
setting  sun  were  still  Imgering,  in  a  flood  of  crimson  light,  upon  the 
waters  of  the  poetic  Gruadalquivir  ;  and,  as  I  watched  the  sportive 
maidens  who  thronged  its  banks^  gladdening  the  earth  with  their  inno- 
cent merriment,  I  thanked  God  in  my  heart  that  I  was  permitted  to 
behold  so  fair  a  scene.  How  long  I  remained  here,  I  know  not ;  but 
when  I  turned  my  steps  homeward,  the  pa^eo  seemed  deserted,  and  all 
nature  hushed  in  a  deep  sleep,  save  that  a  solitary  songster  from  a 
neighboring  grove  poured  forth  his  evening-carol  to  the  rising  moon. 
Loitering  a  moment  by  the  column  of  Hercules,  to  cast  a  last  look  upon 
the  bewitching  scene,  my  eye  rested  upon  three  persons  who  were  en- 
gaged in  an  animated,  and  apparently  angry  discussion.  These  were 
two  women  in  black,  and  a  man  of  middle  age,  eminently  handsome, 
but  bearing  in  his  countenance  the  evident  traces  of  a  life  of  dissipa- 
tion. He  was  clad  in  the  undress  of  a  captain  of  artillery.  Although 
the  trio  were  but  a  few  yards  removed  from  me,  the  shadow  of  the  pil- 
lar against  which  I  leaned  efiectually  concealed  me  from  their  sight ; 
and  I  was  about  to  discover  myself,  when,  recognizing  in  the  voice  of 
the  younger  female  that  of  the  compassionate  looker-on  at  the  window, 
I  remained  as  it  were,  spell-bound  and  immovable.  *Basta,  Fernan- 
dez,* she  said,  sadly ;  *  no  hay  mas  que  decir :  vamos,  tnadre  ntia,*  As 
•she  spoke  these  last  words,  she  drew  her  mother's  arm  within  her  own, 
.and  the  two  walked  slowly  ofi]  followed  at  a  little  distance  by  the  cap- 
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tain.  A  momeat  afbr,  he  sprang  madly  forward  and  seized  the  maidea 
by  the  waist ;  while  the  feeble  mother,  vainly  endeavoring  to  extricate 
her  from  his  grasp,  called  loudly  for  aid.  (sluick  as  thought,  I  was  by 
her  side,  and,  blind  with  passion,  I  felled  the  assailant  to  the  earth. 
^Muchas  graciaSf  senor  ! '  'Bendito  seas .' '  cried  mother  and  daughter 
in  a  breath.  The  crest-fallen  captain,  rising  with  difficulty  to  his  feet, 
laid  his  hand,  with  a  significant  gesture,  on  his  sword  :  *  Caballero,  nos 
encontraremos  otra  vez^  he  said,  as  he  strode  haughtily  away. 

As  soon  as  the  ladies  had  recovered  sufficient  composure  to  enable 
them  to  converse  freely,  they  overwhelmed  me  with  thanks  for  my 
opportune  assistance,  and  insisted  upon  my  accompanying  them  to  their 
residence,  which,  they  said,  was  not  far  distant.  On  our  way  thither,  I 
learned  that  they  were  the  wife  and  daughter  of  General  Gonzales,  of 
the  Spanish  army,  and  that  the  officer  who  had  behaved  so  badly  was 
a  cousin  of  the  senorita's,  who  had  long  courted  her  in  vam. 

^  He  has  been  drinking  to-night,'  said  the  old  lady,  *  and  to-morrow 
will  be  heartily  ashamed  of  what  he  has  done ;  but  never  more,'  she 
added,  indignantly, '  shall  Fernandez  de  Lema  cross  the  threshold  of  my 
doors!' 

'And  what  do  you  think  of  Seville  ? '  asked  the  senorita^  as  we  passed 
the  city-gat^. 

*  I  quite  agree  with  Gil  Bias : 

*  *  QuiEN  no  vi6  a  Sovilla, 
No  vio  mara villa; ' 

And,  as  for  the  Sevillanas,  1  verily  believe  they  are  the  most  lovely  beings 
\^  earth!' 

*  Vamos,  senor !  you  speak  like  a  lover,  or  a  poet,  which  is  worse,  as 
the  niece   of  Don  Cluixote   avers,'   rejoined  the  now-laughing  girl; 

*  may-be,  however,  you  are  both  poet  and  lover,  in  which  case  you  are 
the  more  to  be  pitied.  Let  me  tell  you,  then,  Senor  poet,  or  lover,  or 
both,  las  damas  de  SeviUa  no  se  predan  de  Iiermosura  pero  en  toda 
Andalucia  hay  mucha  gracia.* 

^Ha/y  mucha  gracia,  y  mucha  hermosura  tambien^  cried  I,  to  the 
no  small  amusement  of  the  mother ;  and  I  was  just  proceeding  to  give 
a  most  glowing  description  of  a  fair  damsel  whom  I  had  met  twice 
that  very  day  —  once  at  a  certain  reja^  and  again  by  the  borders  of  the 

*  trembling  river ' —  when  my  discourse  was  cut  short  by  our  arrival  at 
their  mansion.  Entering  with  them,  I  was  ushered  into  a  large  room 
on  the  second  floor,  elegantly  furnished,  where  sat  an  elderly  gentleman, 
perusing  the  evening  papers.  '  My  husband,.'  said  the  Senora,  intro- 
ducing me.  To  you,  William,  who  know  something  of  Spanish  cha- 
racter, I  need  only  say,  I  found  General  Gonzales  an  hidalgo  worthy  of 
Spain's  proudest  days.  His  manners  were  reserved,  but  not  cold,  and 
in  his  upright  carriage  and  lofty  bearing,  one  might  read  pride  without 
arrogance,  self-r^pect  without  conceit.  He  received  me  with  much 
cordiality  when  he  was  informed  of  the  service  I  had  rendered  his 
family,  and  in  a  short  time,  I  found  myself  as  much  at  my  ease  with 
him,  as  if  he  had  been  the  acquaintance  of  years.  That  evening  was 
one  of  the  happiest  of  my  life ;  and  the  '  a  lets  doce,  y  sereno  —  at}e 
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Maria  I '  of  the  watchman  had  already  greeted  my  eais,  ere  I  roee  to 
take  leave.  When  I  did  fo,  the  Geneitd  gave  me  a  hearty  emhrace, 
after  the  Spanuh  fashion,  and  exacted  a  proimse  from  me,  to  make  his 
house  my  home,  should  I  ever  visit  Seville  again  ;  while  his  wife  called 
upon  all  the  saints  of  the  Calendar  to  watch  over  and  protect  me.  The 
senorita,  the  while,  sat  waving  her  fan  in  silence.  I  took  her  hand, 
and  in  a  few  hurried  Words  expressed  my  regret  that  duty  compelled 
me  to  leave  Seville  the  following  morning,  and  a  hope  that  I  ^ould 
meet  her  again,  at  some  not  distant  period.  ^Padenda  y  esperanza, 
Senor  !  *  said  she,  with  an  arch  look.     *T  was  thus  we  parted. 

On  the  morrow,  I  returned  to  Cadiz :  not,  however,  before  I  had 
addressed  a  line  to  Don  Fernandez  de  Lema,  telling  him  where  I  was 
to  be  found.  To  my  surprise,  my  note  was  unanswered ;  nor  did  I  ever 
set  eyes  on  the  Captain  again. 

Time  rolled  slowly  on.  Our  good  ship  visited  many  pleasant  ports 
on  the  classic  shores  of  Italy,  where  objects  of  interest  met  my  gaze  at 
every  turn ;  but,  go  where  I  would,  see  what  I  might,  that  fair  girl's 
spirit  was  ever  at  my  side ;  and,  whether  roaming  gaily  through  the 
stately  palaces  of  Naples,  or  standing  pensive  amid  the  ruins  of  Pom- 
peii, a  sweet  voice  would  ever  and  anon  breathe  into  my  ear,  *  Pobre- 
cita  !  se  ha  muerto  rrvwy  joven^  followed  immediately  by  the  cheering 
words,  *paciencia  y  esperanza!  * 

A  year  had  now  passed,  and  our  noble  frigate  lay  at  anchor  off  Fun- 
chal,  Madeira,  where  she  was  to  remain  some  months,  preparatory  to 
returning  to  the  United  States.  It  was  the  morning  after  our  arrival 
here  —  a  bright  morning  of  the  first  month  of  summer  —  when,  throw- 
ing the  reins  to  my  guide,  I  alighted  from  my  horse  on  the  heights 
overhanging  the  town,  and  entered  the  chapel  of  ^Nossa  Senhora  do 
Monte,'  where,  although  the  hour  was  an  early  one,  I  found  many  good 
Catholics  gathered  around  the  altar ;  wliile  a  choir  of  monks  chanted 
a  requiem  for  the  dead.  Among  the  worshippers  knelt  a  young  girl, 
in  deep  mourning,  and  evidently  in  deep  distress ;  for,  in  that  part  of 
the  Mass  where,  after  the  elevation  of  the  Host,  the  priest  recites  the 
words,  Quiescant  in  pace,  she  sobbed  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  I 
took  my  place  near  her ;  and  as  she  was  passing  by  me  on  her  way  out 
of  the  chapel,  upon  the  conclusion  of  the  service,  her  long  veil  became 
entangled  in  one  of  the  buttons  of  my  sleeve,  and  she  turned  to  extri- 
cate it.  'Can  it  be  possible  ?  '  I  exclaimed  ;  '  Maria  Gonzales ! ' 
Almost  at  the  same  instant,  she  uttered  a  joyful  cry  of  recognition,  and 
smiling  through  her  tears,  as  sun-shine  follows  an  April  shower,  stretched 
forth  both  her  tiny  hands  to  me  ;  which,  I  need  hardly  say,  I  pressed 
with  all  a  lover's  devotion. 

As  wo  walked  on  together,  I  learned  that,  since  we  parted,  sorrow, 
and  oven  death,  had  visited  her  once  happy  home.  *  You  had  scarce 
been  gone  a  week,'  she  said,  *  when  my  rather  was  arrested,  upon  a 
charge  of  homg  in  correspondence  with  the  Carlists,  the  enemies  of  our 
beloved  Q^ueen.  The  accusation  against  him  was  contained  in  an 
anonymous  letter  to  the*  Minister  of  War,  the  hand-writing  of  which 
none  could  recognize  ;  and  yet,  poor  father  was  thrown  into  prison,  and 
chained  and  manacled  like  a  common  felon.     In  the  trial  which  ensued, 
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it  being  declared  by  the  Court  *  that  Clueen  Isabella  had  not  a  more 
loyal  subject  in  her  whole  army  than  the  gallant  General  Gonzales/  he 
was  immediately  released  from  confinement,  and  restored  to  his  com- 
mand ;  with  a  notification  from  the  ministry,  that  it  was  Her  Majesty's 
intention  to  compliment  him  soon  with  the  Captain-Generalship  of  the 
Island  of  Cuba.  But  all  this  availed  nothing.  His  proud  spirit  could 
not  brook  the  indignity  which  had  been  put  upon  him,  on  such  trifiing 
grounds,  at  the  close  of  a  long  life  of  devotion  to  his  country  —  during 
which  b©  had  been  thrice  wounded  in  defence  of  the  crown  —  and 
thenceforth,  life  seemed  to  have  lost  all  charms  for  him.  Yet  still, 
mother  and  I,  thought  that  time  would  restore  him  to  us ;  but  this  was 
not  to  be  :  for,  discovering,  a  short  time  after  his  release,  by  some  means 
unknown  to  us,  that  his  calumniator  was  his  own  nephew,  Fernandez 
de  Lema,  his  only  sister's  son,  his  heart  was  broken ;  and  he  expired 
just  six  months  ailer  his  honorable  acquittal  by  the  court,  calling  upon 
us  with  his  latest  breath,  for  the  honor  of  his  line,  never  to  reveal  the 
name  of  the  slanderer.  My  mother's  health  has  been  declining  ever 
since,  and  so,  by  the  advice  of  her  physicians,  we  came  to  this  beauti- 
ful island,  and  are  residing  in  the  little  English  cottage  you  see  yonder 
on  the  brow  of  that  hill ,  but  I  cannot  perceive  any  improvement  in 
mother,  as  yet,'  she  added,  sadly  ;  *  and  I  fear  you  will  find  her  greatly 
altered.  Sir.  Then,  turning  to  her  attendant,  an  old  sergeant,  whose 
proudest  boast  was,  that  he  had  served  General  Gonzales  faithfully, 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  *  Hasten  home,  my  good  Pedro,'  she  cried, 

*  and  tell  mamma  who  is  with  me.  She  will  be  almost  as  glad  to  see 
you,  Mr.  Burton,  as  I  am,'  said  she  naively. 

As  we  drew  near  the  house,  the  unhappy  widow  came  forth  to  meet 
us,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  the  trusty  soldier.  She  endeavored  to  force 
a  smile  when  I  advanced  to  salute  her,  but  her  heart  was  too  full ;  and, 
holding  down  her  head,  she* wept  bitterly.  Alas,  poor  heart-broken 
woman  !  she  was  changed,  indeed,  since  I  had  seen  her  in  Seville  ;  and, 
as  I  glanced  at  her  flushed  cheek  and  wasted  form,  I  could  scarce  re- 
strain myself  from  crying  aloud,  *Alas  I  poor  Maria  ! ' 

When  her  agitation  had  in  some  measure  subsided,  she  greeted  me  in 
the  warmest  manner  ;  and  from  that  time,  I  was  ever  a  welcome  guest 
at  the  cottage,  and  always  by  Maria's  side. 

The  rest  is  a  tale  soon  told  :  *  I  loved,  and  was  beloved.'  I  should 
but  tire  you,  William,  by  attempting  to  describe  our  days  of  courtship. 

*  Happy  the  persons,'  says  Montesquieu,  *  whose  history  is  ennuyeuse  ! ' 
I  only  know  that  we  were  always  together,  and  always  very,  very 
happy ;  and  that  the  even  current  of  our  lives  was  never  troubled  by 
any  of  the  thousand  and  one  little  contretemps^  so  pathetically  described 
by  our  fashionable  novelists,  and  which,  according  to  them,  form  a 
necessary  element  in  the  existence  of  all  true  lovers.  But  Byron  has 
well  said : 

*  The  Spanish  girl  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble ; 
And  if  she  lore,  or  if  she  hate, 
Alike  she  knows  not  to  dissemble.* 

With  us,  all  was  peace  and  sun-shine,  each  day  being  but  a  repetition 
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of  the  past ;  and  when,  after  plighting  our  troth,  we  knelt  before  the 
gopd  old  lady,  and  received  her  sanction  to  our  engagement,  my  happi- 
ness was  complete.  It  was  settled  that,  as  soon  as  I  arrived  home,  I 
should  procure  a  leave  of  absence  and  proceed  to  Seville  direct,  where 
mother  and  daughter  were  to  join  me ;  Senora  Gonzales  wishing  Maria 
to  be  married  in  the  same  house  in  which  they  had  passed  so  many 
happy  days  during  the  life  of  the  General. 

And  now,  the  time  of  my  departure  was  at  hand.  T  was  evening : 
one  of  those  delicious  summer-evenings  in  Madeira  that  no  pencil  can 
describe.  Maria  reclined  upon  a  couch  in  the  verandah,  and  I  sate  by 
her  side,  holding  her  hand  in  mine.  We  had  ridden  out,  in  the  morn- 
ing, to  the  chapel  where  we  had  first  met  afler  our  long  separation,  and 
afterwards  to  the  *  Corral,'  On  our  return,  as  we  were  riding  along 
the  brink  of  a  precipice,  my  horse  suddenly  took  fright,  and  ere  I  could 
curb  him,  had  carried  me  several  yards  in  advance  of  her.  *  Jesus  I ' 
I  heard  her  exclaim.  Looking  back,  I  perceived  that  her  pony  had 
stumbled,  and  but  for  the  guide,  who  with  admirable  presence  of  mind 
had  seized  the  bridle,  would  have  precipitated  her  into  the  abyss 
beneath.  She  was  dreadfully  alarmed,  and  I  had  no  sooner  reached 
her  than  she  fainted  in  my  arms.  She  soon  revived,  however ;  and  the 
*  good  Pedro,'  who  was  always  with  us,  having  procured  a  palanquin, 
we  bore  her  swiftly  home  ;  while  the  guide,  who,  honest  fellow  I  seemed 
as  much  concerned  as  myself  at  the  accident,  ran  at  the  top  of  his 
speed  for  the  nearest  physician.  Upon  examination,  the  doctor,  a  bluff, 
good-natured  Englishman,  immediately  declared,  to  my  infinite  relief, 
that  Maria  had  sustained  no  bodily  injury ;  and  after  rallying  her  a 
little,  in  true  John  Bull  style,  upon  her  want  of  courage,  prescribed  a 
soothing-potion,  and  took  his  leave.  She  was  still,  however,  nervous 
and  depressed. 

'  Harry,'  said  she,  *  I  have  lost  the  note  you  sent  me  the  other  eve- 
ning, and  I  feel  so  superstitious  about  it  I  I  fear  some  evil  threatens  us.* 

'A  fig  for  your  nonsensical  superstitions,'  cried  I,  jestingly  ;  *  my  only 
fear  is,  that  some  one  of  the  handsome  cavaliers  of  Seville  will  make 
you  entirely  forget  the  ugly  American.' 

'  Nay,  Harry,  you  must  not  say  so,*  she  rejoined  quickly,  at  the  same 
time  laying  her  little  hand  upon  my  mouth.  *  You  do  but  jest,  I  know, 
but  then,  I  am  well  aware,  too,  that  the  women  of  my  native  land  are 
generally  characterized  by  foreigners  as  fickle  and  inconstant ;  and  por 
Dies  ! '  she  added,  with  a  virtuous  indignation,  her  eyes  flashing  fire 
as  she  spoke,  '  I  believe  the  accusation  to  be  as  false  as  was  that  of  the 
arch-traitor  Judas  himself.  Undoubtedly,  there  are  in  Spain,  as  else- 
whore,  very  many  females  among  the  lower  classes,  who  are  a  disgrace 
to  their  sex  ;  but  to  say  that  a  Spanish  lady  is  light  of  love,  is  to  affirm 
that  Roger  de  Lauria  was  a  saint,  and  Gonsalvo  de  Cordoba  a  coward : 
and  know,  Harry,'  she  continued,  passionately  throwing  her  arms  about 
my  neck  and  resting  her  head  on  my  bosom,  as  she  spoke,  '  when  a 
SerilUwa  loves  one  of  your  sex,  she  loves  him  with  her  whole  soul, 
jrrrsritnir  dr  si  es  Esjxind,  b  estrangero  !  '  And  I  believed  then  what 
slie  said,  AVilliam,  as  I  believe  it  now ;  as  I  would  believe  *  proof  of 
holy  writ/ 
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It  was  near  mid-night,  when  I  clasped  her  in  a  last,  fond  emhrace. 
*Nay,  do  not  weep  so  hitterly,  dearest,'  I  whispered,  endeavoring  to 
assume  a  cheerfulness  I  was  far  from  feeling.  '  For  your  mother's  sake, 
you  must  hear  up  against  this  trial.' 

*-4A,  c'  est  une  epreuve  bien  dure!  *  she  sighed,  unconsciously  using 
the  heautiiul  language  of  Virginia.  These  were  the  last  words  I  heard 
her  speak  :  I  never  saw  her  more. 

The  next  morning,  as  our  ship  was  fanning  with  a  light  breeze  out 
of  the  harbor,  whither  an  English  steamer  had  preceded  us,  a  note  was 
brought  to  me  from  shore,  the  hand-writing  of  which  I  immediately 
recognized  as  Maria's.     I  tore  it  open,  and  read  as  follows : 

'  The  places  where  I  bare  been  so  bappy  bare  now  become  hateful  to  me,  and  when 
you  receive  this,  my  mother  and  myseil  will  be  on  our  way  to  Spain.  Farewell  for 
ever,  Harry:  we  must  never,  necer  meet  again.    God  bless  you!  *  Maria.' 

For  months  after  this,  I  lay  in  a  delirium,  and  my  life  was  despaired 
of.  When  consciousness  returned,  I  was  lying  on  a  bed  in  a  darkened 
room,  with  my  mother  and  sisters  bending  over  me.  From  this 
moment,  but  one  idea  took  possession  of  my  mind  :  I  would  go  to  Spain 
in  search  of  Maria,  and  either  marry  her,  or  lay  down  my  life  at  her 
feet.  At  Granada,  I  learned  that  she  and  her  mother  were  residing  in 
Madrid ;  thence,  I  traced  them  from  city  to  city,  imtil  our  arrival  here, 
where  I  have  entirely  lost  sight  of  them. 

My  tale  is  finished,  William ;  I  have  nothing  more  to  write.  Well 
has  Saint  Pierre  likened  our  day  of  life  to  that  of  the  globe  on  which 
we  live  ;  one  part  of  which  cannot  receive  the  light  unless  the  other  be 
given  up  to  darkness.  For  me,  my  sui^  of  happiness  has  set  for  ever, 
and  a  dark,  dark  night  of  sorrow  has  set  in. 


THE        PAST. 


There  's  a  spell  in  the  mighty  Past ; 

There's  a  charm  round  the  days  that  are  gone: 
And  a  sorrowful  look  behind  we  cast. 

Though  our  path  lies  ever  —  on. 

Its  mvstic  depths  profound, 

In  fancy  I  love  to  explore ; 
To  steal  awhile  from  the  world  around 

To  dream  in  the  world  of  yore. 

In  the  evening  hour,  while  yet 

Some  struggling  day-beams  last, 
I  think  of  the  ages,  long  since  set 

In  the  gathering  night  of  the  Past. 

Of  the  grandeur  and  greatness,  flown ; 

Of  heroes  and  sages,  sublime : 
Of  woman's  beauty,  that  sweetly  shone 

In  the  vanished,  olden  time ! 

Fled  are  they  now,  for  aye ; 

Gone,  the  assemblage  vast : 
But  like  stars  that  gleam  in  the  dark  night-sky, 

Their  memory  gUds  the  Past. 
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THE      VETERAN      OF      SEVENTY-SIX 

rEr.LlNO    HIS    8TORT   TO    THE    SOLDIERS    BBPORS    THH5    BATTLB    OF    NSW-ORLEANS. 


bT     RICHARD    HA\WARI>> 


Oncb  I  stood  beneath  the  hemlocks  in  the  drear  December  snow, 
In  a  mid-night,  when  the  moon-light  filled  a  valley  £eu*  below. 
And  a  river  darkly  glinted  by  the  willows  in  a  row, 

Ever  rolling,  rolling,  rolling — 

Rolling  by  the  leafless  willows :  tree  and  shadow  were  as  one ; 
Tree  and  shadow,  church  and  shadow,  on  the  crusted  surface  thrown, 
With  the  belfry,  where  the  wind  sang  with  a  melancholy  moan, 

But  the  bell  had  stopped  a-tolling : 

Stopped  artolling ;  yet  the  echoes  of  that  ancient  turret-bell 
Seemed  to  linger  in  the  landscape,  and  the  cypress-shadows  fell 
Round  a  chaplet-crown^d  column,  with  a  sculptured  pedestal 

*  To  the  memory  of  Mbta  1 ' 

Oh^  the  pleasant  nights  of  summer!  when  the  lights  shone  from  the  hall. 
Shining  through  the  green  grape-lattice,  with  the  moon-beams  over  all, 
"When  ner  foot-step  oa  the  threshold  was  the  answer  to  my  call; 

And  a  boyish  kiss  to  greet  her, 

Which  I  paid,  was  taken  lightly,  as  when  brothers  sisters  meet;  ^ 

But  the  time  crept  slowly,  surely,  with  inevitable  feet. 
And  our  partings  were  more  bitter,  as  our  meetings  were  more  sweet : 

But  her  cheek  grew  {Mtler  ever. 

There  was  fearful  news  from  Princeton !  but  the  battle  had  been  won : 
There  were  spots  upon  the  sword-belt,  but  my  mother  bound  it  on ; 
Bound  her  husband's  blood-baptiz6d  scarf  around  his  orphan  son, 

And  her  only  son,  who  never 

From  the  homestead  had  departed,  now  went  forth  with  eager  soul. 
Looking  forward  in  the  future,  pressing  onward  to  the  goal. 
To  the  bugle's  ringing  music,  and  the  arum's  triumphant  roll ; 

While  my  ardent  fancy  olended 

Meta's  love,  and  mother's  blessing,  with  the  bastion  scaled  and  won ; 
With  the  cannon-shattered  parapet  our  free  flag  floated  on ; 
With  the  brow-wreathed  victor's  welcome  when  his  labors  were  all  done ;  — 

Thus  arose  the  vision  splendid ! 

Then,  at  last,  with  eyes  dilated,  ^w  I,  star-like,  on  the  plain, 
In  the  distance,  lurid  camp-fires,  through  the  falling  wintry  rain. 
And  the  real  seemed  a  vision^ust  a  phantasm  of  the  brain ; 

Was  the  patriot-camp  before  me  ? 

Was  that  crowded  canvass-city  filled  with  spirits,  ardent,  true? 
Longing,  eager  for  the  death-clutch  (here  a  neart-deep  breath  I  drew) 
With  the  Red-coat,  Red-skin,  Hessian  —  with  the  savage  hireling  crew  ? 

I  looked  upward ;  and  all  o'er  me, 

Through  the  parted  clouds,  the  free  stars !    Down  I  knelt  upon  the  sod. 
Praying  there,  as  youth  alone  can  pray,  right-earnest  up  to  God, 
That  Uis  hand  would  loose  Oppression's  ^y  ves,  and  break  the  tyrant's  rod : 

Then,  with  fervent  joy  elated. 
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Passed  the  out-posts.    Where  the  vision  now  ?  the  glory  of  the  dream  ? 
Where  the  torcn-flashed  cuirass  ?  serried  arms  ?  the  cannon's  brazen  gleam  ? 
Where,  the  trophies?  captives?  victors?    Ah,  more  like  the  vanquished  seem 

These,  with  aspects  sorrow-sated ! 

B^  the  smouldering  fires  of  Valley-Forge  I  saw  the  spectral  train, 
Under  caovas-rags,  and  pine-boughs,  on  the  dreary,  miry  plain ; 
War-worn,  famished,  unprotected,  in  the  chill  December  rain, 

Yet,  undaunted  and  defiant : 

• 

With  great,  watchful  eyes,  and  bony  hands,  and  blood-encrusted  feet, 
With  their  guns  clenched  by  the  watch-fires,  in  the  driving  rain  and  sleet, 
These,  who  scorned  privation,  wounds^  and  toil,  till  vengeance  was  complete, 

Uncomplaming  —  self-reUant ! 

Youth 's  a  dream,  but  manhood  *s  real ;  with  that  wintry  night  began 
Life  with  me  in  earnest,  comrades ;  in  it  I  became  a  man ; 
%        Never  more  the  glass  slutll  glow  that  once  with  golden  moments  ran. 

And  if  then  I  dreamed  no  longer — 

If  the  bubble,  glory-pictured,  broke  and  vanished  in  mv  sight  — 
'T  was  a  larger  passion  filled  me,  and  my  prayer,  that  dreary  night, 
As  I  lay  beneath  the  pine-boughs,  was,  '  O  God  I  protect  the  right ! 

Let  him  trample  on  his  wronger— 

'  Him  who  suffers  by  oppression ;  let  him  trample  in  the  dust, 
In  his  boyhood,  youth,  and  manhood,  him,  whose  tyrant-fingers  thrust 
Forward,  insolent  and  selfish,  disregards  the  right  and  iust ; 

Moved  oj  hatred,  envy,  malice, 

'Toward  his  peers — his  fellow-creatures!  whether  master,  chief,  or  king. 
Bind  the  gyve,  or  weld  the  shackle ;  add  the  fetter,  rin^  by  ring : 
Whether  ruler,  priest,  or  neighbor,  let  his  own  oppression  bring 

To  his  lips  the  bitter  chalice  I ' 

So  prayed  I,  that  night,  my  comrades,  underneath  the  bough-jpiled  roof. 
Ere  the  mom,  the  burthened  snow-clouds  o'er  us  spread  their  shining  woof: 
As  the  sturdy  pines  around  us,  we,  unbending,  tempest-proof. 

Throve  amid  the  desolation : 

Throve  like  them,  though  tempest-shaken ;  gathered  strength  from  year  to  year. 
Though  Time  rolled  in  fearful  blood-tracks  —  blood  of  foes  and  comrades  dear; 
Monmouth,  Eutaw,  Camden,  Guilford,  losing  there  and  gaining  here : 

Yet,  'mid  sickness,  wounds,  privation. 

Throve  the  green  life  of  our  mission,  till  arose  the  triumph-shout, 
When  the  British  guns  were  silent,  and  above  each  dark  redoubt 
Twice  the  screaming,  triple  rockets  flung  their  starry  radiance  out. 

And  our  flying  foes,  in  terror, 

'Mid  the  gathering  storm  and  darkness,  launched  their  transports  to  the  blast; 
Fast  and  ireh  the  rolling  river ;  fast  and  free  the  wrecks  were  cast 
Shoreward,  and  the  Yorktown  trumpets  told  the  startled  world  at  laest, 

Right  had  triumphed  over  Error ! 

Homeward  now,  the  wars  are  over;  homeward,  never  more  to  rove; 
Ah,  what  memories  cluster  round  me !  ah,  what  promised  transports  move  I 
Fire-side  faces  —  homestead-gossip  —  mother's  blessing  —  Mbta  s  love  — 

On  and  ever  onward  bore  me  — 

Till  I  hear  the  fatal  storv ;  till  I  see  the  graves  below. 
As  I  stand  beneath  the  hemlocks,  in  the  drear  December-snow : 
Near  them  rolls  the  rapid  river ;  dark  its  sullen  waters  flow : 

'And  the  world  is  all  before  me ! ' 


•••— "^^ 
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A      COURT-SCENE      AT      PUDDLEFORD. 


rROU  ' THH  PODDIBKORD  PAPrhu' 


My  intercourse  with  the  inhabitants  of  Puddleford  had  beeft  frequent 
during  the  summer  ;  and  my  acquaintance  with  them  had  now  become 
quite  general.  One  morning  in  the  month  of  September,  I  was  visited 
by  a  constable,  who  very  authoritatively  served  upon  me  a  venire,  which 
commanded  me  to  be  and  appear  before  Jonathan  Longbow,  at  his  office 
in  the  village  of  Puddlelbrd,  at  one  o'clock,  P.  M.,  to  serve  as  a  jury- 
man in  a  case  then  and  there  to  be  tried  between  Philista  Filkina, 
plaintiff,  and  Charity  Beadle,  defendant,  in  an  action  of  slander,  etc. 
The  constable  remarked,  after  reading  this  threatening  legal  epistle  to 
me,  that  I  had  better  *  be  up  to  time,  as  Squire  Longbow  was  a  man 
who  would  not  be  trifled  with ; '  and  then  leisurely  foTding  it  up,  and 
pushing  it  deep  down  in  his  vest-pocket,  he  mounted  his  horse,  and  hur- 
ried away  in  pursuit  of  the  balance  of  the  panel.  Of  course,  I  could 
not  think  of  being  guilty  of  a  contempt  of  court,  after  having  been  so 
solemnly  warned  of  the  consequences ;  and  I  was  therefore  promptly 
on  the  spot  according  to  command. 

Squire  Longbow  held  his  court  at  the  public  house,  in  a  room  adjoin- 
ing the  bar-room,  because  the  statute  prohibited  his  holding  it  in  the 
bar-room  itself  He  was  a  law-abiding  man,  and  would  not  violate  a 
statute.  I  found  on  my  arrival  that  the  whole  countr}',  for  miles  around, 
had  assembled  to  hear  this  interesting  case.  Men,  women,  and  children 
had  turned  out  and  made  a  perfect  holiday  of  it.  All  were  attired  in 
their  best.  The  men  were  dressed  in  every  kind  of  fashion,  or  rather 
all  the  fashions  of  the  last  twenty  years  were  scattered  through  the 
crowd.  Small-crown,  steeple-crown,  low-crown,  wide-brim,  and  narrow- 
brim  hats ;  wide-tail,  ^tub-tail,  and  swallow-tail,  liigh-collar,  and  low- 
collar  coats  ;  bagging  and  shrunken  breeches  ;  every  size  and  shape  of 
shirt-collar  were  there,  all  brought  in  by  the  settlers  when  they  immi- 
grated. The  women  had  attempted  to  ape  the  fiishions  of  the  past ; 
some  of  them  had  mounted  a  '  bustle '  about  the  size  of  a  bag  of  bran, 
and  were  waddling  along  under  their  load  witli  great  satisfaction.  Some 
of  the  less  ambitious  were  reduced  to  a  mere  bunch  of  calico.  One 
man,  I  noticed,  carried  upon  his  head  an  old-fasbioned  bell-crowned  hat, 
with  a  half-inch  brim  ;  a  shirt-collar  rumiing  up  tight  under  his  ears, 
tight  enough  to  lift  him  from  the  ground ;  (this  ran  out  in  front  of  his 
face  to  a  peak,  serving  as  a  Jcind  of  cut- water  to  his  nose  ;)  a  faded  blue 
coat,  of  the  genuine  swallow-tail  breed  ;  a  pair  of  narrow  fall-breeches 
that  had  passed  so  often  through  the  wash-tub,  and  were  so  shrunken, 
that  they  appeared  to  have  been  strained  on  over  his  limbs  ;  this  indi- 
vidual, reader,  was  walking  about  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  per- 
fectly satisfied,  whistling  Yankee-Doodle  and  other  patriotic  airs.  Most 
of  the  women  had  something  frizzled  aroimd  their  shoes,  which  were 
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called  pantalettes,  giving  their  extremities  the  appearance  of  the  legs 
of  80  many  bantam  hens. 

The  men  were  amusing  themselves  pitching  coppers  and  quoits,  run- 
ning horses,  and  betting  upon  the  result  of  the  trial  to  come  off,  as  every- 
one was  expected  to  form  some  opinion  of  the  merits  of  the  case. 

The  landlord  of  the  Eagle  was,  of  course,  very  busy.  He  bustled 
about,  here  and  there,  making  the  necessary  preparations.  Several  pigs 
and  chickens  had  gone  the  way  of  all  flesh,  and  were  baking  and  stew- 
ing for  the  table.  About  once  a  quarter,  *  old  Stub '  *  moistened  his  clay,' 
as  he  called  it,  with  a  little  '  rye,'  so  as  to  *  keep  his  blood  a-stirring/ 
Mrs.  *  Stub  Bulliphant  *  was  busy,  too.  Slie  was  a  perfect  whirlwind. 
Her  temper  was  made  of  tartaric  acid.  Her  voice  might  be  heard  above 
the  confusion  around,  giving  directions  to  one,  and  a  *  piece  of  her  mind  * 
to  another.  She  was  the  landlady  of  the  Eagle,  beyond  all  doubt,  and 
no  one  else.     Better  die  than  doubt  that. 

*  Bulliphant  I '  screamed  she,  at  the  top  of  her  lungs ;  '  Bulliphant, 
you  great  lout,  you  I  what  in  the  name  of  massy-sakes,  are  you  siout  ? 
No  fire  I  no  wood  !  no  water  in  I  How,  in  all  created  natur',  do  you 
*spose  a  Woman  can  get  dinner  ?  Furiation  alive,  why  do  n't  you  speak  ? 
Sally  Ann  ?  I  say,  Sally  Ann !  come  right  here  this  minute  I  Go 
down  cellar  and  get  a  junk  of  butter,  some  milk,  and  then,  I  say,  Sally 
Ann  ?  do  you  hear  me,  Sally  Ann  ?  go  out  to  the  barn  and — run  I  run ! 
you  careless  hussy,  to  the  store  I  the  pot 's  boiling  over  I '  ' 

And  so  the  old  woman's  tongue  Tan  on  hour  after  hour. 

At  a  little  past  one,  the  court  was  convened.  A  board,  placed  upon 
two  barrels  across  the  comer  of  the  room,  constituted  the  desk  of  Squire 
Longbow,  behind  which  his  honor's  solitary  dignity  was  caged.  Petti- 
foggers and  spectators  sat  outside.  This  was  very  proper,  as  Squire 
Longbow  was  a  great  man,  and  some  mark  of  distinction  was  due. 
Permit  me  to  describe  him.  He  was  a  little,  pot-bellied  person,  with  a 
round  face,  bald  head,  swelled  nose,  and  had  only  one  eye,  the  remains 
of  the  other  being  concealed  with  a  green  shade.  He  carried  a  dignity 
about  him  that  was  really  oppressive  to  by-standers.  He  was  the  '  end 
of  the  law '  in  Puddleford  ;  and  no  man  could  sustain  a  reputation  who 
presumed  to  appeal  from  his  decisions.  He  settled  accounts,  difficulties 
of  all  sorts,  and  even  established  land-titles ;  but  of  all  things,  he 
prided  himself  upon  his  knowledge  of  constitutional  questions.  The 
Squire  always  maintained  that  hard-drinking  was  '  agin'  the  Constitution 
of  the  United  States,  and  so,'  he  said,  '  Judge  Story  once  informed  him 
by  letter,  when  he  applied  to  him  for  aid  in  solving  this  question.' 
*  There  is  no  such  thing  as  slander,'  the  Squire  used  to  say,  *  and  so  he 
had  always  decided,  as  every  person  who  lied  about  another,  knew  he 
ought  not  to  be  believed,  because  he  was  lying,  and  therefore  the  *  guar- 
animevy  as  the  books  say,  is  wanting.'  (This  looked  rather  bad  for 
'Filkin's'  case.)  Sometimes  Squire  Longbow  rendered  judgments, 
sometimes-  decrees,  and  sometimes  he  divided  the  cause  between  both 
parties.  The  Squire  said  *  he  never  could  submit  to  the  letter  of  the 
law  ;  it  was  agin'  personal  liberty  ;  and  so  Judge  Story  decided.'  '  Pre- 
ce-dents,  as  they  were  called,  he  would  n't  mind,  not  even  his  own ; 
because  then  there  would  n't  be  any  room  left  for  a  man  to  change  hia 
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mind.  If,'  said  the  Squire,  '  for  iiistance,  I  fine  Pet  Sykes  to-day,  fiir 
knocking  down  Job  Blufi*  that  is  no  reason  why  I  should  fine  Job  Bluff 
to-morrow  for  knocking  doMn  Pet.  Sykes,  because  they  are  entirely  dif- 
ferent persons.  Human  natur'  ain't  the  same.'  '  Contempt  of  Court,' 
the  Squire  often  declared,  *  was  the  worst  of  all  oflences.  He  did  n't 
care  so  much  about  what  might  be  said  agin'  Jonathan  Longbow,  but 
Squire  Longbow,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  must  and  should  be  protected  ; ' 
and  it  was  upon  this  principle  that  he  fined  Phil.  Beardsley  ten  dollan 
for  contradicting  him  in  the  street. 

*  Generally,'  the  Squire  says,  *  he  renders  judgment  for  llie  plaintiff* 
because  he  never  issues  a  process  without  hearing  his  story,  and  detei^- 
mining  the  merits.  'And  do  n't  the  plaintiff  know  more  about  his  rights 
than  all  the  witnesses  in  the  world  .' '  *And  even  where  he  has  a  jury,' 
the  Squire  says,  *  that  it  is  his  duty  to  apply  the  law  to  the  facts,  aiid 
the  facts  to  the  law,  bo  that  they  may  avoid  any  illegal  verdict.' 

The  Court,  as  I  said,  was  convened.     The  Squire  took  his  seat,  opeaed 
his  docket,  and  lit  his  pipe.     He  then  called  the  parties : 
'  PhiUsta  Filkins  ! '  *  Charity  Beadle  ! ' 

*  Here,'  cried  a  back- woods  pettifogger,  *  I  'm  for  Philista  Filkins ;  am 
always  on  hand  at  the  tap  of  the  drum,  like  a  thousand  of  brick.' 

This  man  was  a  character  ;  a  pure  specimen  of  a  live  western  petti- 
fogger. He  was  called  Ike  Turtle.  He  was  of  the  snapping-turtle 
breed.  He  wore  a  white  wool-hat;  a  bandana  cotton-handkerchief 
around  his  neck ;  a  horse-blanket  vest,  vdxh  large  horn-buttons ;  and 
corduroy  pantaloons ;  and  he  carried  a  bull's-eye  watch,  from  which 
swung  four  or  ^ve  chains  across  his  breast. 

*  Who  answers  for  Charity  Beadle  ?  '  continued  the  Squire. 

*  I  answer  for  myself,'  squeaked  out  Charity ;  *  I  hain't  got  any  counsel, 
'cause  he 's  on  the  jury.' 

*  On  the  jury,  ha  !  Your  counsel 's  on  the  jury  !  Sile  Bates,  I  sup- 
pose. Counsel  is  guaranteed  by  the  Constitution  —  it's  a  personal 
right — let  Sile  act  as  your  coimsel,  then.' 

And  so  Sile  stepped  out  in  the  capacity  of  counsel. 

*  Charity  Beadle  I '  exclaimed  the  Squire,  drawing  out  his  pipe  and 
laying  it  on  his  desk,  *  stand  up  and  raise  your  right  hand  ! ' 

Charity  arose. 

*  You  are  charged  with  slandering  Philista  Filkins,  with  sa}ing  *  She 
wam't  no  better  than  she  ouglit  to  be  ; '  and  if  you  were  believed  when 
you  said  so,  it  is  my  duty,  as  a  peace-officer,  to  say  to  you  that  you  have 
been  guilty  of  a  high  offence,  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  your 
soul.     "What  do  you  say  ?  ' 

*  Not  guilty,  Squire  Longbow,  by  an  eternal  sight,  and  told  the  tnith, 
if  we  are,'  replied  Bates.     *  Beside,  we  plead  a  set-ofi*.' 

*  I  say  't  is  false  !  you  are  I '  cried  Philista,  at  the  top  of  her  lungs. 

*  Silence  I '  roared  Longbow  :  *  the  dignity  of  this  court  shall  be  pre- 
served.' 

*  Easy,  Squire,  a  little  easy,'  grumbled  a  voice  in  the  crowd,  proceed- 
ing from  one  of  Philista's  friends ;  *  never  speak  to  a  woman  in  a  pas- 
sion.' 

'  I  fine  that  man  one  dollar  for  contempt  of  court,  whoever  he  is ! ' 
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exclaimed  the  Squire,  as  he  stood  upon  tip-toe,  trying  to  catch  the  ofiender 
•with  his  eye. 

*  I  guess  't  wam't  nothing  but  the  wind/  said  Bates. 

The  ^uire  took  his  seat,  put  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  blew  out  a 
long  whid*  of  smoke. 

*  Order  being  restored,  let  the  case  now  proceed,'  he  exclaimed. 

Ike  opened  his  case  to  the  jury.  He  said  Philista  Filkins  was  a 
maiden  lady  of  about  forty ;  some  called  her  -an  old  maid,  but  that 
wam't  so,  not  by  several  years  ;  her  teeth  were  as  sound  as  a  nut,  and 
her  hair  as  black  as  a  crow.  She  was  a  nurse,  and  had  probably  given 
more  lobeha,  pennyroyal,  catnip,  and  other  roots  and  herbs,  to  the  people 
of  Fuddleford,  than  all  the  rest  of  the  women  in  it.  Of  course  she  was 
a  kind  of  peramndary  being.  (The  Squire  here  informed  the  jury  that 
peramrtdary  was  a  legal  word,  which  he  would  fully  explain  in  his 
charge.)  That  is,  she  was  obliged  to  be  out  a  great  deal,  night  and 
day,  and  in  consequence  thereof,  Philista  Filkins  had  slandered  her,  and 
completely  ruined  her  reputation,  and  broken  up  h^  biisiness  to  the 
damage  of  ten  dollars. 

Bates  told  the  Court  that  he  had  '  no  jurisdiction  in  an  action  of 
slander.' 

Longbow  advised  Bates  not  to  repeat  the  remark,  as  *  that  was  a  kind 
of  contempt.' 

Some  time  had  elapsed  in  settling  preliminaries,  and  at  last  the  cause 
was  ready. 

*  We  call  Sonera  Brown  I '  roared  out  Ike,  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 

*  No,  you  do  n't,'  rephed  the  Squire.  *  This  Court  is  adjourned  for 
fifteen  minutes ;  all  who  need  refreshment  will  find  it  at  the  bar  in 
the  next  room ;  but  do  n't  bring  it  in  here  ;  it  might  be  agin'  the  statute.' 

And  so  the  Court  adjourned  for  fiileen  minutes. 

There  was  a  rush  to  the  bar-room,  and  old  Stub  Bulliphant  rolled 
around  among  his  whiskey-bottles  like  a  ship  in  a  storm.  Almost  every 
person  drank  some,  judging  from  the  remarks,  *  to  wet  their  whistle  ; ' 
others,  *  to  keep  their  stomachs  easy ; '  some  *  to  Filkins ; '  others  '  to 
Beadle^'  etc.,  etc. 

Court  was  at  last  convened  again. 

*  Sonera  Brown  I '  roared  out  Ike  again. 

*  Object ! '  exclaimed  Sile ;  *  no  witness ;  hain't  lived  six  months  in 
the  State.' 

Squire  Longbow  slowly  drew  his  pipe  from  his  mouth,  and  fixed  his 
eyes  on  the  floor  in  deep  thought  for  several  minutes  : 

*  Hain't  lived  six  months  in  the  State,'  repeated  he,  at  last ;  *  ain't 
no  jesident,  of  course,  under  our  Constitution.' 

'  And  how,  in  all  created  airth,  would  you  punish  such  a  person  for 
perjury  ?  I  should  like  just  to  know,'  continued  Sile,  taking  courage 
nom  the  Squire's  perplexed  state  of  mind ;  *  our  laws  don't  bind  resi- 
dents of  other  States.' 

*  But  it  is  n't  certain  Mrs.  Brown  will  lie,  because  she  is  a  non-resi- 
dent,' added  the  Squire,  cheering  up  a  little. 

*  Well !  very  well,  then,'  said  Sile,  ramming  both  hands  into  his 
breeches-pockets  very  philosophically  ;  *  go  ahead,  if  you  wish,  subject 


46  A  Coart^Scene  at  Ptiddb^ortL  Janmiyy 

to  my  objection.  I'll  just  appeal,  and  blow  this  Court  into  fiddle 
strings  !  This  cause  won't  breathe  three  times  in  the  Circuit !  We 
won't  be  rode  over ;  we  k^ow  our  rights,  I  just  kinder  rather  think.' 

'  Go  it,  Sile  ! '  cried  a  voice  fiom  the  crowd  ;  *  stand  up  to  yois  ri^ti, 
if  you  bust  I ' 

*  Silence  ! '  exclaimed  Squire  Longbow. 

Ike  had  sat  very  quietly,  inasmuch  as  the  Squire  had  been  leaning 
in  his  favor ;  but  Sile's  last  remark  somewhat  intimidated  his  honor. 

*  May  it  please  your  honor,'  said  Ike,  rising  ;  '  we  claim  that  there  is 
no  proof  of  Mrs.  Brown's  residency  ;  your  honor  hain't  got  nothing  bat 
8ile  Bates's  say  so,  and  what 's  that  good  for  in  a  court  of  justice  ?  I 
would  n't  believe  him  as  far  as  you  could  swing  a  cat  by  the  tail.* 

*  I  'm  with  you  on  that,'  cried  another  voice. 

'  Silence  !  put  that  man  out ! '  roared  Longbow  again. 

But  just  as  Ike  was  sitting  down,  an  ink-stand  was  hurled  at  hknby 
Sile,  which  struck  him  on  his  shoulder,  and  scattered  its  contents  over 
the  crowd.  Several  missiles  flew  back  and  forth ;  the  Squire  leaped 
over  his  table,  cr}ang  out  at  the  top  of  his  lungs : 

'  In  the  name  of  the  people  of  the  State  of ,  I,  James  Long- 
bow, Justice  of  the  Peace,  duly  elected  and  qualified,  do  command  you.' 

When,  at  last,  order  was  restored,  the  counsel  took  their  seats,  and 
the  Squire  retired  into  his  box  again. 

Sonora  Brown  was  then  called  for  the  third  time.  She  was  an  old 
lady,  with  a  pinched-up  black  boimet,  a  very  wide  ruffle  to  her  cap, 
through  which  the  gray  hairs  strayed.  She  sighed  frequently  and  hea- 
vily. She  said  she  did  n't  know  as  she  knew  *  any  thing  ^"orth  telling 
on.'  She  did  n't  know  '  any  thing  about  law-suits,  and  did  n't  know  how 
to  swear.'  After  running  on  with  a  long  preliminary  about  herself 
growing  warmer  and  warmer,  the  old  lady  came  to  the  case  under  much 
excitement.  She  said  '  she  never  did  see  such  works  in  all  her  bom 
days.'  Just  because  Charity  Beadle  said  '  Philista  Filkins  wam*t  no 
better  than  she  ought  to  be,'  there  was  such  a  hullabalu  and  kick-up, 
enough  to  set  all  natur'  crazy  I ' 

*  Why  la  I  BUS  me ! '  continued  she,  turning  around  to  the  Squire,  *  do 
you  think  this  such  a  dre'ful  thing,  that  all  the  whole  town  has  got  to 
be  set  togetlier  by  the  ears  about  it  ?  Mude-ra-tion  I  what  a  hum-drum 
and  flurry  I ' 

And  then  the  old  lady  stopped  and  took  a  pinch  of  snufl*,  and  pushed 
it  up  very  hard  and  quick  into  her  nose. 

Ike  requested  Mrs.  Brown  not  to  talk  so  fast,  and  only  answer  such 
questions  as  he  put  to  her. 

'  Well,  now,  that 's  nice,'  she  continued.  *  Wam't  I  sworn,  or  was 't 
you  ?  and  to  tell  the  truth,  too,  and  the  whoie  truth.  I  war  n't  sworn 
to  answer  your  questions.  Why,  may-be  you  don't  know,  Mr.  Petti- 
fogger, that  tliero  are  folks  in  State's-prison  now  for  lying  in  a  Court  of 
Justice  ? ' 

Squire  Longbow  interfered,  and  stated  that '  he  must  say  that  things 
were  going  on  very  '  promis'cusly,'  quite  agin'  the  peace  and  dignity  of 
the  State.' 

'  Jest  so  I  think  myself,'  added  Mrs.  Brown.  *  This  place  ifi  like  a 
town-meeting,  for  all  the  world.' 
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'  Mrs.  So-no-ra  Brown  ! '  exclaimed  Ike,  rising  on  his  feet,^  a  little 
enraged, '  do  you  know  any  thing  about  what  Charity  Beadle  said  about 
Fhilista  Filkms  ?     Answer  this  question.' 

*  Whew !  fiddle-de-dee  I  highty-tighty  I  so  you  have  really  broke  Loose, 
Mr.  Pettifogger/  for  now  the  old  lady's  temper  was  up.  *  Why,  did  n't 
you  know  I  was  old  enough  to  be  your  grandmother?  Why,  my  boy,' 
ocmtinued  she,  hurrying  on  her  spectacles,  and  taking  a  long  look  at 
Ike,  *  I  know'd  your  mother  when  she  made  cakes  and  pies  down  in  the 
JarsejB ;  and  you  when  you  wam*t  more  than  so  high ; '  and  she  mea- 
sured about  two  feet  high  from  the  floor.  '  You  want  me  to  answer, 
do  you  ?  I  told  you  all  I  know'd  about  it ;  and  if  you  want  any  thing 
more,  I  guess  you  '11  have  to  get  it,  that 's  all ; '  and,  jumping  up,  she 
left  the  witness-stand,  and  disappeared  in  the  crowd. 

'  I  demand  an  attachment  ibr  Sonora  Brown ! '  roared  out  Ike,  *  an 
absconding  witness  ! ' 

*  Can't  do  it,'  replied  the  Squire  ;  *  it 's  agin'  the  Constitution  to  deprive 
any  body  of  their  liberty  an  unreasonable  length  of  time.  This  witness 
has  now  been  confined  here  by  process  of  law  mom-a-nour.  Can't  do 
it!  Be  guilty  of  trespass !  Must  stick  to  the  Constitution.  Call  your 
next  witness.' 

Ike  swore.  The  Squire  fined  him  one  dollar.  He  swore  again.  The 
Sqiure  fined  him  another.  The  faster  the  Squire  fined,  the  faster  the 
oaths  rolled  out  of  Ike's  mouth,  until  the  Squire  had  entered  ten  dollars 
against  him.  Ike  swore  again,  and  the  Squire  wsus  about  tu  record  the 
eleventh  dollar,  but  Ike  checked  him. 

'  *  Hold  on !  hold  on  I  you  old  reprobate  I  now  I  've  got  you !  now 
you  are  mine ! '  exclaimed  he.  *  You  are  up  to  the  limit  of  the  law  I 
You  cannot  inflict  only  ten  dollars  in  fines  in  any  one  case !  Now  stand 
and  take  it ! ' 

And  such  a  volley  of  oaths,  cant  phrases,  humor,  wrath,  sarcasm, 
and  fun,  sometimes  addressed  to  the  Squire,  sometimes  to  the  audience, 
and  sometimes  to  his  client,  never  rolled  out  of  any  other  man's  mouth 
since  the  flood.  Ike  commenced  with  the  history  of  the  Squire,  when, 
as  he  said,  *  he  was  a  rafting  limiber  doAvn  on  the  ^xxsqaehannas  ; '  and 
he  followed  him  up  from  that  time.  '  He  could  tell  the  reason  why  he 
came  west,  but  would  n't.'  He  commented  on  his  personal  appearance, 
and  his  capacity  for  the  office  of  Justice.  He  told  him  *he  hadn't 
only  one  eye,  any  way,  and  he  could  n't  be  expected  to  see  a  great  way 
into  a  mill-stone ;  and  he  did  n't  believe  he  had  as  many  brains  as  an 
'ister.  For  his  part,  he  knew  the  law ;  he  kad  ransacked  every  part 
of  the  statute,  as  a  glutton  would  Noah's  Ark  for  the  remnant  of  an 
eel ;  he  had  digested  it  from  Dan  to  Beersheba  ;  swallowed  every  thing 
but  the  title-page  and  cover,  and  would  have  swallowed  that  if  he 
wam't  mortal ;  he  was  a  living,  moving  law  himself ;  when  he  said 
*  law  VHis  law,  't  was  law  ; '  better  'peal  any  thing  up  from  predesti- 
nation than  from  his  opinion !  he  would  follow  this  case  to  the  back- 
side of  sun-down  for  his  rights.' 

During  all  this  time,  there  was  a  complete  uproar.  Fhilista's  friends 
cheered  and  hurrahed  ;  the  dogs  in  the  room  set  up  their  barking ;  Bea- 
dle's friends  groaned,  and  squealed,  and  bellowed,  and  whimpered,  and 
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imitated  all  the  domestic  animals  of  the  day,  while  the  Squire  was  txy- 
ing  at  the  top  of  his  lungs  to  compel  the  constable  to  commit  Ike  far 
contempt. 

Ike  closed  and  sat  down.  The  Squire  called  for  the  constable,  but 
he  was  not  to  be  found.  One  man  told  him  that  *  he  was  in  the  next 
room  pitching  coppers  ; '  another,  that  the  last  time  he  saw  him  '  he 
was  running  very  fast ; '  another,  that '  he  rather  guessed  he  'd  be  back 
some  time  another,  if  he  ever  was,  because  he  was  a  sworn  officer ; ' 
another  asked  tlie  Squire  *  what  he  'd  give  to  have  him  catched  ? '  but 
no  constable  appeared  ;  he  had  put  himself  out  the  way  to  escape  the 
Btorm. 

A  long  silence  followed  this  outburst;  not  a  word  was  said,  and 
scarcely  a  noise  heard.  Every  one  was  eagerly  looking  at  the  Squire 
for  his  next  movement.  Ike  kept  his  eyes  on  the  floor,  apparently  in  a 
deep  study.     At  last  he  arose  : 

*  Squire,'  said  he,  *  we  've  been  under  something  of  a  press  of  steam 
for  the  last  half  'our ;  I  move  we  adjourn  fifteen  minutes  for  a  drink.' 

*  Done,'  answered  the  Squire ;  and  so  the  Court  adjourned  for  a  second 
time. 

It  was  now  nearly  dark,  when  the  Court  convened  again.  The  trial 
of  the  cause,  Filkiiis  vs.  Beadle,  was  resimied. 

Seth  BoUes  was  called.  Seth  was  a  broad-backed,  double-fisted  fel- 
low, with  a  blazing  red  face,  and  he  chewed  tobacco  continually.  He 
was  about  two-thirds  '  over  the  bay,'  and  did  n't  care  for  all  the  FilkinseB 
or  Beadles  in  the  world. 

'  Know  Filkins  and  Beadle  ?  '  inquired  Ike. 

*  Know  'em  ?  thunder,  yes.' 

*  How  long  ?  * 

*  Ever  sin'  the  year  one.' 

*  Ever  heard  Beadle  say  any  thing  about  Filkins  ?  ' 

*  Heard  her  say  she  thought  she  run'd  too  much  arter  Elik  Timbei^ 
lake.' 

'Any  thing,  Seth,  about  Filkins'  character  ?  ' 

*  Now  what  do  you  'spose  I  know  about  Filkins'  character  ?  Much 
as  I  can  do  to  look  arter  my  own  wimmin.' 

*  But  have  you  heard  BeadU  say  any  thing  about  Filkins'  character  ? ' 

*  Heard  her  say  once  she  was  a  good  enough-er-sort-a  body  when  ahe 
was  a-mind-er-be.' 

*Any  thing  else  ?  ' 

*  Shan't  answer  ;  hain't  had  my  reg'lar  fees  paid  as  witness.' 
Squire  Longbow  informed  Seth  that  he  must  answer. 

*  Shan't  do  it,  not  so  long  as  my  name  is  Bolls.' 
The  Squire  said  he  would  commit  him. 

*  W-h-e-w  I '  drawled  out  Bolls,  stooping  down,  and  putting  his 
arms  a-kimbo,  as  he  gave  the  Squire  a  long  look  straight  in  the  eye. 

*  Order  I  order  I  *  exclaimed  the  Squire. 

'Whew  I  whew!  whew  wo-wo-uo!  who's  afraid  of  a  Justice  of 
the  Peace  ?  '  screamed  Seth,  jimiping  up  about  a  foot,  and  squirting  out 
a  gill  of  tobacco-juice,  as  he  struck  the  floor. 

Seth's  fees  were  paid  him,  at  last,  and  the  question  was  again  put,  if 
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he  heard  *  Beadle  say  any  thing  else? '  and  he  said  ^He  never  did; ' 
and  thus  ended  Seth's  testimony. 

Miss  Eunice  Grimes  was  next  called.  She  came  sailing  forward  and 
threw  herself  into  the  chair  with  a  kind  of  jerk.  She  took  a  few  side- 
long glances  at  Charity  Beadle,  which  told,  plainly  enough,  that  she 
meant  to  make  a  finish  of  her  in  about  five  minutes.  She  was  a  yine- 
gar-faced  old  maid,  and  her  head  kept  bobbing,  and  her  body  kept  hitch- 
ing, and  now  she  pulled  her  bonnet  this  way,  and  now  that.  She  finally 
went  out  of  the  fretting  into  the  languishing  mood,  and  declared  she 
*  slwuld  die  if  some  body  did  n't  get  her  a  glass  of  water.' 

"When  she  became  composed,  Ike  inquired  if  *  she  knew  Charity 
Beadle  ? ' 

*  Yes  I  I  know  her  to  be  an  orful  critter  I  * 

*  What  has  she  done  ?  ' 

*  What  hain't  she  ?  She 's  lied  about  me,  and  about  Elder  Dobbin's 
folks,  and  said  how  that  when  the  singing-master  boarded  at  our  house, 
she  seed  lights  in  the  sitting-room  till  past  three — the  orful  critter  I ' 

*  But  what  have  you  heard  her  say  about  Philista  Filkins  ?  ' 

*  Oh  I  every  thing  that 's  bad.  She  do  n't  never  say  any  thing  that 's 
good  'bout  no  body.  She  's  allers  talking.  There  ain't  no  body  in  the 
settlement  she  hain't  slandered.  She  even  abused  old  Deacon  Snipes' 
horse  —  the  orful  critter  ! ' 

*  But  what  did  she  say  about  Philista  Filkins  ? '  repeated  Ike  again. 

*  What  do  you  want  me  to  say  she  said  ?  I  hain't  got  any  doubt 
she 's  called  her  every  thing  she  could  think  on.  Did  n't  she,  Filisty  ?  ' 
she  continued,  turning  her  head  toward  the  plaintiff. 

Philista  nodded. 

*  Did  she  say  she  war'nt  no  better  than  she  ought  to  be  ?  ' 
'  Did  she  ?  well,  she  did,  and  that  very  few  people  were.' 

*  Stop  !  stop  I '  exclaimed  Ike,  *  you  talk  too  fast  I  I  guess  she  did  n't 
say  all  that.' 

*  She  did,  for  Philista  told  me  so ;  and  she  would  n't  he  for  the  whole 
racjB  of  Beadles.' 

Squire  Longbow  thought  Eunice  had  better  retire,  as  she  did  n't  seem 
to  know  much  about  the  case. 

She  said  she  knew  as  much  about  it  as  any  body  ;  she  wan't  *  going 
to  be  abused,  trod  upon  ;  and  no  man  was  a  man  that  would  insult  a 
poor  woman  ; '  and  bursting  into  tears  of  rage,  she  twitched  out  of  her 
chair,  and  went  sobbing  away. 

Philista  closed,  and  Sile  stated,  in  his  opening  to  the  Court  on  the 
part  of  the  defense,  that  this  was  a  '  little  the  smallest  case  he  ever  had 
seen.'  His  client  stood  out  high  and  dry  ;  she  stood  up  hke  Andes  look- 
ing down  on  a  potato-hill ;  he  did  n't  propose  to  ofler  scarcely  any  proof; 
and  that  little  was  by  way  of  set-off — tongue  against  tongue — accord- 
ing to  the  statute  in  such  case  made  and  provided ;  he  hoped  the  Court 
would  examine  the  law  for  himself.  (Here  Sile  unrolled  a  long  account 
against  Philista,  measuring  some  three  feet,  and  held  it  up  to  the 
Squire  and  jury.)  This,  he  said,  was  a  reg'lar  statement  of  the  slan- 
derous words  used  by  Philista  Filkins  agin'  Charity  Beadle  for  the  last 
three  years,  with  the  damage  annexed ;  every  thing  had  been  itemized,. 
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and  kept  in  tip-top  style  ;  all  in  black  and  white,  just  as  it  happened. 
Sile  was  about  reading  this  formidable  instrument,  when  Ike  objected. 

*  That  can't  be  did  in  this  'ere  Court ! '  exclaimed  Ike ;  *  the  light 
of  civilizatibn  has  shed  itself  a  little  too  thick  for  thai.  This  Court 
might  just  as  well  try  to  swallow  a  chestuut-burr,  or  a  cat-tsdl  foremost, 
as  to  get  such  a  proposition  a-down  its  throat.' 

Squire  Longbow  said  he  'd  *  never  heer'd  of  such  law  —  yet  the  ques- 
tion was  new  to  him.' 

'  Laid  down  in  all  the  law-books  of  the  nineteenth  century  I '  ex- 
claimed Sile,  *  and  never  heard  on 't ! ' 

*  Never  did.' 

'  Why,'  continued  Sile,  '  the  statute  allows  set-off  where  it  is  of  tht 
same  natur'  of  the  action.     This,  you  see,  is  slander  agin'  slander.' 

*  True,'  replied  the  Squire. 

*  True,  did  you  say ! '  exclaimed  Ike.  *  You  say  the  statute  does 
allow  slander  to  be  set  ofi';  our  statute  —  that  statute  that  I  learned 
by  heart  before  I  knew  my  A  B  C's  —  you  old  bass-wood  headed 
son  ' —  But  the  Squire  stopped  Ike  just  at  this  time.  *  We  will  decide 
the  question  first,*  he  said.     *  The  Court  have  made  no  decision  yet.' 

Squire  Longbow  was  in  trouble.  He  smoked  furiously.  He  examined 
the  statutes,  looked  over  his  docket,  but  he  did  not  seem  to  get  any  light. 
Finally,  a  lucky  thought  struck  him.  He  saw  old  Mr.  Bro'^Ti  in  the 
crowd,  who  had  the  reputation  of  having  once  been  a  Justice  in  the 
State  of  New- York.  The  Squire  arose  and  beckoned  to  him,  and  both 
retired  to  an  adjoining  room.  After  about  a  half  an  hour,  the  Squire 
returned  and  took  his  seat,  and  delivered  his  opinion.     Here  it  is  : 

*After  an  examination  of  all  the  p'ints  both  for  and  agin'  the  'lowing 
of  the  set-off,  in  which  the  Court  did  n't  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  get 
at  justice,  having  ransacked  some  half  a  dozen  books  from  eend  to 
eend,  and  noted  down  every  thing  that  anywise  bore  on  the  subject ; 
recollecting,  as  the  Court  well  doz,  what  the  great  Stor}-,  who 's  now  dead 
and  gone,  done  and  writ  'bout  this  very  thing,  (for  we  must  be  'lowed 
to  inform  this  'sembly  that  we  read  Story  in  our  juveniF  years  ;)  hav- 
ing done  this,  and  refreshing  our  minds  with  the  testimony  ;  and  keep- 
ing in  our  eye  the  rights  of  parties  —  right-er  liberty,  and  right-er 
speech,  back'ards  and  for'ards  —  for  I  've  as  good  a  right  to  talk  agin' 
you,  as  you  have  to  talk  agin'  me  —  knowing,  as  the  Court  doz,  how 
much  blood  has  been  shed  'cause  folks  wer  n't  'lowed  to  talk  as  much 
as  they  pleased,  making  all  natur'  groan,  the  Court  is  of  the  opinion 
that  the  set-off  must  be  let  in  ;  and  such  is  also  Squire  Brown's  opinion, 
and  no  body  will  contradict  that,  I  know.' 

*  Je-Aos-a-phat ! '  groaned  out  Ike,  drawing  one  of  his  very  longest 
breaths.  *  The  great  Je-wi-ma  Wilkinson !  and  so  that  is  law,  arter 
all !  There 's  my  hat,  Squire,'  Ike  continued,  as  he  arose  and  reached 
it  "out  to  him  ;  *  and  you  shall  have  my  gaUusses  as  soon  as  I  can  get 
at  'em.* 

The  Squire  said  *  the  dignity  of  the  Court  must  be  preserved.' 

*  Of  course  it  must !  of  course  it  must ! '  replied  Ike,  who  'was  grow- 
ing very  philosophical  over  the  opinion  of  the  Squire  ;  *  there  ain't  no 
friction  on  my  gudgeons  now  ;  I  always  gins  in  to  reg'lar  opinions,  de- 
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livered  upon  consideration  ;  I  was  just  thinking,  though,  Squire,  that  as 
their  bill  is  so  much  the  longest,  and  as  the  parties  are  both  here,  Charity 
had  better  let  her  tongue  loose  upon  my  client,  and  take  out  the  balance 
on  the  spot.'     ' 

The  Squire  said  *  the  cause  must  go  on.*  Sile  read  his  set-off,  made 
up  of  slanderous  words  alleged  to  have  been  used  ;  damages  fifty  dollars ; 
and  calling  Charity  herself,  upon  the  principle,  as  he  said,  '  that  it  was 
a  book-account,  and  her  books  were  evidence ;  and  her  books  having 
been  lost,  the  paper  which  he  held,  and  which  was  a  true  copy  — for 
he  made  it  out  himself —  was  the  next  best  evidence  ;  all  of  which 
Charity  would  swear  to  straight  along.' 

The  Court  admitted  Charity,  and  she  swore  the  set-off  through,  and 
some  fifty  dollars  more  ;  and  she  was  going  on  horse-race  speed,  when 
Sile  stopped  her  *  before,'  as  he  told  her,  '  she  swore  the  cause  beyond 
the  jurisdiction  of  a  magistrate.' 

Here  the  evidence  closed.  Mid-night  had  set  in,  and  the  cause  was 
yet  to  be  summed  up. 

The  Court  informed  Ike  and  Sile  that  they  were  limited  to  half  an 
hour  each. 

Ike  opened  the  argument,  and  such  an  opening,  and  such  an  argu- 
ment I  It  will  not  be  expected  that  I  can  repeat  it.  There  never  lived 
a  man  who  could.  It  covered  all  things  mortal  and  immortal.  G  eiiius, 
and  sense,  and  nonsense ;  wit,  humor,  pathos,  venom,  and  vulgarity, 
were  all  piled  up  together,  and  belched  forth  upon  the  Jury.  He  talked 
about  the  case,  the  Court,  the  Jury,  his  client,  the  history  of  the  world, 
and  Puddleford  in  particular.  *  The  slander  was  admitted,'  he  declared, 
*  because  the  defendant  had  tried  to  set  off  something  agin'  it ;  and  if 
his  client  did  n't  get  a  judgment,  he  'd  make  a  rattling  among  the  dry 
bones  of  the  law,  that  would  rouse  the  dead  of  '76  I '  He  wa?  *  fifty 
feet  front,  and  rear  to  the  river ; '  *  had  seen  great  changes  on  the  t'restial 
globe  ; '  *  know'd  all  the  sciences  from  Neb-u-a^-nezzar  down  ; ' 
*know'd  law  —  'twas  the  milk  of  his  existence.'  As  to  the  Court's 
opinion  about  the  set-offj  *  his  head  was  chock  full  of  cob- webs  or  bumble- 
bees, he  did  n't  know  which  ;  *  *  his  judgment  wam't  hardly  safe  on  a 
common  note-er-hand  ; '  *  he  'd  no  doubt  but  that  three  jist  such  cases 
would  run  him  stark  mad  ; '  '  Natur'  was  sorry  she  'd  ever  had  any  thing 
to  do  with  him  ;  and  he  'd  himself  been  sorry  ever  since  ;  and  as  for 
ed'cation,  he  wam't  up  to  the  school-marm,  for  she  could  read  ; '  *  the 
Jury  had  better  give  him  a  verdict  if  they  did  n't  want  the  nightmare.' 
And  thus  he  was  running  on,  when  his  half  hour  expired,  but  he  could 
not  be  stopped  —  as  well  stop  a  tornado.  So  Sile  arose,  and  commenced 
his  argument  for  the  defendant ;  and  at  it  both  labored,  Ike  for  plaintiff, 
Sile  for  defendant,  until  the  Court  swore  a  constable,  and  ordered  the 
Jury  to  retire  with  him,  the  argument  still  going  on ;  and  thus  the  Jury 
left  the  room,  Ike  and  Sile  following  them  up,  laying  down  the  law  and 
the  fact ;  and  the  last  thing  I  observed  just  before  the  door  closed, 
was  Ike's  arm  run  through  it  at  us,  going  through  a  variety  of  gestures, 
his  expiring  effort  in  behalf  of  his  client. 

After  a  long  deliberation  among  the  jurors,  during  which  almost 
every  thing  was  discussed  but  the  evidence,  it  was  announced  by  our 
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foreman,  on  *  coming  in/  that  *  we  could  not  agree,  four  on  'em  being 
for  fifty  dollars  for  the  defendant  'cording  to  law,  and  one  cm  'on  fbrno 
cause  of  action,  (myself,)  and  he  stood  out,  'cause  he  was  a-feaid»  or 
wanted  to  be  pop'lar  with  somebody.' 

And  thus  ended  the  trial  between  Filkins  and  Beadle. 


YOUTH. 
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How  passing  fair  is  the  season  of  Youth  I 
The  Spring-time  of  innocence,  love,  and  truth : 
When  the  nead  is  free,  and  the  heart  is  light, 
And  joys  are  pure,  and  hopes  are  bright : 
When  a  fellow  is  n't  halo,  and  his  hair  is  n't  graj, 
And  he  has  nH  any  taxes  or  rent  to  pay. 

What  has  earth  so  fair  as  a  happy  child ! 

With  its  joyous  laugh,  and  its  spirits  wild ; 

With  its  ready  tear,  and  its  reaaier  smile. 

And  its  simple  heart  so  ft%e  from  guile : 
If  it  did  n  t  sometimes  neglect  its  nose. 
And  tear  large  holes  in  its  holiday  clothes. 

The  years  glide  on:  Youth  heeds  them  not; 

Little  recks  he  of  his  mortal  lot. 

Few  are  the  sorrows  that  vex  his  heart; 

Short  time  sufficeth  to  heal  the  smart, 
When  he  cuts  his  finger,  or  bumps  his  head, 
Or,  spanked  and  supperless,  goes  to  bed. 

Bright  are  the  stars  in  the  wintry  skies, 
But  brighter  far  a  fair  maiden's  «yes : 
And  her  cheek  doth  shame  the  rose's  bloom, 
And  her  breath  the  violet's  perfume : 

Oh !  how  charming  is  *  sweet  sixteen,' 

When  its  hair  is  nH  mussed,  and  its  hands  arc  clean 

And  who  but  admires  a  bold,  brave  boy. 
His  mother's  pride,  and  his  father's  joy  ? 
With  his  open  brow  and  his  fearless  eye. 
And  his  manly  step,  and  his  bearing  high: 
When  the  scamp  has  just  come  home  from  college. 
With  many  cigars,  and  but  Uttle  knowledge  I 

Who  but  hath  sighed,  full  many  a  time. 
For  the  happy  days  of  his  youthful  prime. 
Ere  the  whirf-wind  over  his  hopes  had  blown. 
When  grief  and  care  were  alike  unknown : 
And  gaily  and  proudly  he  flew  o'er  the  course 
With  a  very  *  loud '  vest,  and  a  very  fast  horse ! 

0  Youth !  0  Youth !  who  would  not  be  young  ? 

Well  have  the  poets  thy  praises  sung : 

Well  may  we  sigh  for  the  days  that  are  past. 

Well  may  we  sigh  that  they  fled  so  fast : 
When  our  heads  are  bala,  and  our  hairs  are  gray. 
And  we  Ve  so  many  taxes  and  rents  to  pay ! 
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♦  O,  Caledonia,  stern  and  wild  — 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child  ! 
LHnd  or  brown  heath  nnd  fthagity  wood. 
Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  Hood, 
t  Lund  of  my  Hires  ! ' 

And  so  the  dream  of  boyhood  was  to  be  realised  !  It  was  a  clear, 
bright  day  in  August,  as,  sitting 'on  the  top  of  an  English  stage-coach, 
I  was  rolled  rapidly  along  the  south  side  of  the  river  Tweed.  Across 
its  sparkling  waters  was  spread  out  the  Scottish  landscape.  As  we 
reached  the  centre  of  the  stone  bridge,  I  took  off  my  hat  and  made  a 
low  bow  to  Scotland.  In  a  minute  more,  we  were  dashing  through  the 
village  of  *  Cold-Stream.'  Nearly  two  hundred  jrears  have  gone  by 
since  General  Monk  here  first  raised  that  celebrated  regiment,  the 
'Cold- Stream  Guards ;*  at  the  head  of  which  he  crossed  the  borders, 
and  turned  the  tide  of  fortune  in  favor  of  the  house  of  Stuart,  restoring 
Charles  II.  to  the  throne  of  his  ancestors.  To  this  day,  that  regiment 
constitutes  a  feature  in  the  British  army  ;  and  it  is  said  that  there  has 
been  no  period  of  time  during  the  two  centuries,  when  a  descendant  of 
the  first  commander  was  not  numbered  among  its  oflScers.  My  saluta- 
tion to  my  ancestral  land  had  iiot  passed  unnoticed,  and  I  perceived  at 
once  that  I  had  touched  a  chord  which  vibrated  in  the  hearts  of  several 
of  my  fellow-travellers.  The  Scotch  *bluid'  flowed  more  cheerily. 
Tongues  were  loosened,  places  of  interest  were  pointed  out,  and  every 
anxiety  manifested  to  render  my  first  introduction  to  the  *  land  o*  cakes* 
both  pleasant  and  profitable.  The  ruins  of  ancient  castles,  places  ren- 
dered memorable  in  the  border-feuds,  were  passed,  and  attention  called 
to  their  interesting  historical  associations. 

'  We  crossed  the  Till.  The  little  river  rolled  on  sullen,  as  of  old,  in 
the  days  when  the  army  of  James  was  encamped  near  Flodden  Field, 
and  when,  at  the  spot  where  we  were,  the  English  army  were  seen : 

*  By  rock,  by  oak,  by  hawthom-t  .*e, 

Troop  after  troop  is  disappearing ; 

Troop  after  troop,  their  banners  rearing, 
Upon  tiie  eastern  Dank  you  see, 
Still  pouring  down  the  rocky  den 

Where  flows  the  sullen  Till ; 
And  rising  from  the  dim-wood  glen, 
Standards  on  standards,  men  on  men, 

In  slow  succession  still ; 
And  bending  o*er  the  Gothic  arch. 
And  passing  on,  in  ceaseless  march, 

To  gain  the  opposing  hilL' 

Several  years  before,  I  had  listened  to  an  eloquent  eulogy,  pronounc^ 
by  a  distinguished  American  scholar,  soon  afler  the  news  reached  the 
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United  States  of  the  death  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  The  speaker  sUted 
that  he  was  a  member  of  an  English  University  at  the  time  that  *  Mar- 
mion '  first  appeared,  and  he  added,  that  he  never  read  this  scene  with- 
out deep  emotion  ;  and  especially,  he  said  :  '  Though  several  generations 
removd  from  a  Scottish  ancestry,  I  never  read  that  thrilling  exclama- 
tion, 

*  *Asv  vrhj  Ktands  Scotland  idir  now, 
Dark  Flodden !  on  thy  airy  brow, 
Since  En^nd  saina  the  pass  the  while. 
Add  struggles  through  the  deep  defile  ?  * 

without  feeling  my  Scottish  blood  tingle  in  my  veins.' 

But  standards  and  banners  have  long  since  mouldered,  and  mingled 
with  the  dust  of  the  soldiers  who  carried  them.  All  around  was  peace 
and  beauty.  The  fields  were  loaded  with  grain  ripened  for  the  harvest, 
and  the  whole  landscape  smiled  beneath  the  rays  of  a  summer-sun. 
We  passed  through  Kelso,  merely  stopping  long  enough  to  make  my 
first  Scottish  dinner,  chiefly  of  hodge-podge.  The  sun  was  setting  as 
we  drove  into  the  good  old  town  of  Jedburgh.  In  the  gloaming,  I 
walked  a  lang  Scotch  mile  through  fields  and  over  rising  ground,  to 
the  cottage  of  Hundalee. 

A  warm  welcome  awaited  me  ;  and  what  was  intended  fi)r  a  passing 
call  upon  those  to  whom  I  had  letters  of  introduction  firom  a  distin- 
guished mutual  firiend,  was  extended  to  a  visit  of  several  days.  The 
cottage  of  Hundalee  is  situated  near  the  banks  of  the  river  Jed  ;  and 
overlooks  a  wide  extent  of  rolling  country,  well-cultivated,  and  dotted 
over  with  residences,  and  spots  which  are  rendered  memorable  by  the 
events  of  many  border  wars.  Stretching  to  the  south,  and  running  ofi* 
to  the  west,  and  in  full  view  from  the  cottage,  are  the  Cheviot  Hills, 
the  great  natural  boundary  between  England  and  Scotland.  To  the 
north,  and  in  full  view  firom  the  highland  back  of  the  cottage,  is  seen 
the  beautiful  and  far-famed  valley  of  the  Teviot,  or  Teviotdale. 

The  afternoons  were  devoted  to  a  more  extensive  examination  of  the 
surrounding  country,  in  company  with  the  ladies  in  the  carriage ;  but 
the  mornings  were  spent  most  delightfully  by  my  kind  and  agreeable 
host  and  myself,  in  more  minute  attentions  to  the  objects  of  interest  in 
the  neighborhood.  My  host  was  a  native  of  the  county  of  Roxburgh- 
shire, and  descended  from  a  family  whose  name  is  illustrious  in  Scottish 
annals.  His  residence  had  been  ibr  years  in  London  ;  and  passing  his 
summer  in  his  native  place,  he  took  great  pleasure  in  recounting  its 
hiirtory  and  traditions.  We  wandered  through  the  picturesque  woods 
which  adorn  the  banks  of  the  river  Jed.  All  around  is  full  of  historic 
interest.  Here  was  the  famous  Jed  forest.  Here,  both  EngHsh  and 
Scottish  armies  were  encamped.  Here  was  the  favorite  residence  of  the 
early  Scottish  kings.  The  men  of  Jedburgh  were  a  warlike  race,  and 
their  proud  war-cry  was,  *  Jethart  's  here  I '  and  the  weapon  which 
they  used  with  great  dexterity  was  the  *  Jethart-stafl^.'  In  the  days  of 
border-i'euds,  men  were  said  to  have  been  hanged  here  first,  and  tried 
afterward ;  and  hence  came  the  proverb  of  *  Jethart  justice.'  The 
mansion  still  stands  in  Jedburgh,  in  which  the  unfortunate  Mary  dueen 
of  Scots  resided.     Here  Thomson,  the  poet,  spent  his  boyhood,  and  here 
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Sir  David  Brewster  was  bom.  But  to  me,  the  objects  of  most  interest 
were  the  caves  formed  in  the  rocky  banks  of  the  river  Jed,  and  which, 
local  tradition  declares,  were  the  retreats  of  the  Covenanters  in  the  days 
of  religious  persecution.  We  spent  a  morning  with  a  venerable  man  now 
gone  to  his  rest,  the  fire  of  whose  youth  kindled  up  as  he  narrated  the 
trials  and  the  sufierings  of  his  fathers.  Obtaining  from  my  kind  friend 
the  materials  for  lighting  my  way,  I  set  out  alone  to  explore  one  of 
these  relics  of  a  former  age.  Clambering  down  the  side  of  precipitous 
rocks,  holding  on  by  the  shrubs  which  grew  in  the  crevices,  I  succeeded 
in  gaining  the  entrance  to  the  cave.  The  river  Jed  was  far  below,  and 
a  single  man  could  have  guarded  the  descent  from  above.  A  small 
passage-way  led  directly  into  a  larg:e  room,  apparently  hewed  out  of 
the  solid  rock  ;  from  this,  a  low  passage  conducted  to  another  room  of 
equal  size  ;  each,  perhaps,  ten  or  twelve  feet  square.  Descended  from 
Scotch  Covenanters  myself,  I  could  but  feel  sympathy  with  those  who 
were  driven  by  persecution  to  seek  their  abodes  literally  in  the  holes  in 
the  rocks.  Here,  as  I  sat  down  on  a  projecting  stone,  the  walls  dimly 
lighted  by  my  single  candle,  my  thoughts  went  back  to  the  reign  of  the 
Stuarts,  and  to  the  religious  troubles  of  those  times. 

They  were  stern  and  determined  men,  those  old  Scotch  Covenanters. 
This  rude  cave  had  been  their  home  when  they  little  dreamed  of  the 
future  ;  when  their  thoughts  were  of  the  surrounding  dangers  ;  and  of 
their  protection  of,  and  adherence  to,  the  sacred  Covenant.  But  there 
was  a  future.  IJ^nder  better  auspices,  many  of  them  found  a  home  in 
the  north  of  Ireland.  But  there,  again,  non-conformity  cut  them  off 
from  all  connection  with  the  afikirs  of  govenunent ;  and  they  found 
themselves  still  aliens  and  strangers  under  the  government  where  they 
were  born.  It  was  the  children  and  descendants  of  these  men  who 
formed  the  important  emigration  element  to  the  North-American  colo- 
nies, known  as  the  Scotch-Irish  Presbyterians.  The  historian's  pen 
must  yet  do  them  justice.  They  were  deeply  imbued  with  religious 
feelings.  Like  the  Puritans,  they  may,  at  times,  have  seemed  unneces- 
sarily severe,  but  they  were  always  lovers  of  liberty.  Their  creed  and 
their  church-government  were  opposed  to  despotism  and  to  monarchy. 
As  far  back  as  1603,  James  I.,  himself  a  bigot  and  a  pedant,  said  of 
them  profanely,  that  *  Presbytery  agreed  as  well  with  monarchy,  as 
God  and  the  Devil ; '  and  in  1061,  his  graceless  grandson,  Charles  II., 
wrote  to  the  Scotch  councils,  complaining  tliat  the  Presbytenan  form 
of  church-government  was  inconsistent  with  monarchy,  and  adding : 
*  Wherefore,  we  declare  our  firm  resolution  to  interpose  our  royal 
authority  for  restoring  the  Church  of  Scotland  to  its  right  government 
by  bishops,  as  it  was  before  the  late  troubles.'  He  had  himself  sub- 
scribed the  Covenant  which  he  now  sought  to  avoid.  It  was  this 
opposition  to  monarchy  which,  to  a  certain  extent,  caused  their  persecu- 
tions. But  wherever  they  went,  they  carried  their  principles  of  civil 
hberty.  In  the  American  colonies,  they  still  cherished  them.  They 
scattered  over  the  granite  hills  of  New-Hampshire,  they  were  found  on 
the  head- waters  of  the  Susquehanna  in  New- York,  in  the  valley  of  the 
Shenandoah  in  Virginia,  and  on  the  uplands  of  Carolina.  In  the 
commencement  of  revolutionary  troubles,  they  raised,  at  Mechlenburg, 
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the  first  voice  in  favor  of  the  entire  independence  of  the  United  States, 
and  during  the  ivar,  the  muster-roll  was  handed  round  at  the  doors  of 
their  meeting-houses  ;  and  there  were  few  ahle-bodied  men  among  them 
who  were  not  enrolled  in  the  American  army  ;  and  they,  like  the  men 
of  Massachusetts,  left  their  hones  *  mouldering  in  the  soil  of  every 
state,  from  Maine  to  Georgia.'  As  I  sat,  therefore,  upon  the  rude  seat 
where  the  hymns  had  heen  chanted  and  the  voices  raised  in  prayer, 
where  new  pledges  had  heen  given,  amid  danger  and  death  —  1  could 
hut  think  how  well  their  descendants  had  completed  the  mission  of 
those  iron  men. 

On  returning  home,  I  found  a  neighhor  had  been  invited  to  dinner ; 
and,  in  compliment  to  my  Scottish  descent,  and  my  first  visit,  he  had 
brought  with  him  a  Scotch  haggis.  Perhaps  he  feared  that  my  host, 
from  his  long  residence  in  England,  had  rforgotten  its  composition,  or 
that  his  good  English  wife  was  perhaps  never  acquainted  with  it.  At 
all  events,  there  it  was,  and  in  truth  it  was  *  vara  gude  ;*  and  one  might 
say  with  Bums : 

••»     *  Fair  fa'  j-our  honest,  somie  face, 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  puddin*-  race ! 
Aboun  them  a'  ye  tak'  your  place  — 

Painch,  tripe,  or  thirm : 
Weel  are  ye  worthy  of  a  grace 

As  lang  's  my  arm. 

'  Ye  pow'rs  wha  mak'  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill-o*- fare ! 
Auld  ScotUuid  wants  nue  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies ; 
But,  if  ye  wish  her  gratetu  prayer, 
Gie  her  a  haggU  ! ' 

The  stars  were  shining  ere  our  neighbor-friend  took  his  leave.  In- 
stead of  following  the  road,  he  started  in  a  line  almost  direct  for  his 
house,  through  field  and  wood-land.     The  night  was  still,  and  as  Mr. 

K and  myself  stood  out  on  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  cottage,  we 

could  hear  the  sound  of  liis  hors&s  foot-steps,  as  he  galloped  along  the 
rocky  bank  of  the  Jed.  *  There  goes  a  man,'  said  my  host,  *  who,  if  he 
had  lived  in  the  days  of  English  and  Scottish  feuds,  would  have  been 
as  brave  a  moss-trooper  as  ever^rossed  the  borders.' 

But  I  had,  on  the  following  morning,  renewed  evidence  of  his  kind- 
ness ;  for,  after  an  early  breakfast,  I  found  two  fine  Scottish  horfc*es 
ready  saddled,  one  for  myself,  and  one  for  a  servant.  With  horses  and 
servant,  I  was  to  commence  my  examination  of  Dryburgh,  Melrose, 
Abbotsford,  etc.  I  had  proposed  a  drive  in  a  gig.  It  would  be  a  shame, 
he  said,  for  a  gentleman  oi  Scottish  descent  to  travel  in  so  unseemly  a 
manner.  I  submitted  myself  to  his  direction ;  and  right  glad  I  was 
that  I  did  so,  as  I  felt  the  exhilaration  of  the  morning-air,  when  gallop- 
ing along  under  the  Eildon  Hills,  or  dashing  through  the  silver  Tweed. 


A       BURNS       TRIBUTE 

*Fair  Flora  Htrikes  th'  adonng  eye. 

Heaven's  beauties  on  tny  (hncy  »hin«; 
I  Hee  the  sire  of  Love  on  hieh. 
And  own  hia  work  indeed  divine ! ' 
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TRAFALGAR. 

'Mbtsk  did  the  ocean  ezhibtt  a  grander  spectacle  than  wan  presented  by  the  British  fleet  bearing 
down  on  the  combined  squadrons  of  France  and  Spain,  at  noon  on  the  twenty- first  of  October.  1805, 
a  few  leases  to  the  north  west  of  Cape  Trafalgar.  A  long  swell  was  setting  into  the  Bay  of  Cadiz  : 
the  Knglish  ships,  crowding  all  their  canvas,  moved  ma^lentically  before  it.  Kight  before  them  lay 
the  miffhty  armament  of  the  foe,  the  sun  shining  full  on  their  close-set  sails,  and  the  three-deckers 
which  it  contained  appearing  of  stupendous  mignitude  amid  the  lesser  line-of-batUe  ships  by  which 
tber  were  surroundea.'  Ai.isoit. 

Soft  blew  the  Southern  breeze 
0*er  the  blue  Atlantic-seas  — 

Soft  and  free ; 
Off  the  surf  of  Cadiz'  bay, 
The  banded  navies  lay 
In  battle-line,  away 

Out  at  sea ! 

Green  smiled  the  shorei)  of  Spain, 
With  their  vine>'ards  and  their  gi*iiin. 

O'er  the  wave ; 
And  each  Spaniard,  on  his  deck, 
As  he  viewed  tliat  shining  speck, 
Swore  to  conquer  —  or,  in  wreck. 

Find  a  grave. 

On  their  forty  gallant  .sail. 
Fair  blew  the  scented  gale 

O'er  the  brine ; 
The  sun-shine  glittered  brijB^ht 
On  their  canvas,  snowy- white, 
As,  apparelled  for  the  fight, 

Closed  their  line. 

With  bold,  majestic  sweep. 
Careering  o'er  the  deep, 

Engknd  comes ! 
,  Her  meteor-flag,  on  high. 
From  each  mast-head  in  the  sky 
Tells  that  ull  must  win  or  die 

For  her  homes ! 

Now,  all  is  hushed  as  death  ; 
Not  a  whisper,  not  a  breath. 

Is  there  heard : 
Each  seaman,  stripped  for  fight, 
Gra.Hps  his  gun-match,  all  alight. 
And  to  Nelson  turns  his  sight, 

For  the  word ! 

The  *  Royal  Sovereign  '  first 
Through  the  ranks  of  battle  burst 

Her  proud  way ; 
With  a  long-resounding  roar. 
Her  double-broadsides  pour 
An  iron  tempest  o'er 

Their  array. 

Though  enveloped  by  your  foes, 
With  unnumbered  o^ds  you  close, 

COLMVOWOOD  ! 

Though  your  crashing  bulwarks  fall, 
Si  ill,  no  storm  of  shell  or  ball 
Your  valor  may  apfmll, 
On  the  flood. 

Though  his  deck  with  carnage  runa» 
Still,  with  triple-shotted  guns. 

On  he  steers ! 
Hid  in  suflbcuting  smdce, 
Amid  flame  and  sabre  stroke. 
Loud  shout  his  '  hearts-of-oak  * 

British  cheers ! 
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Then  Lord  Nklsox,  calm  and  proud 
His  ship  umid  that  crowd 

Bravely  burled ; 
Aud  upon  the  deck  of  fame, 
And  amid  that  hell  of  flame, 
Ue  departed ;  but  his  name 

Thrilled  the  world. 

But  they  told  him,  ere  he  died, 
That  the  hostile  navies'  pride 

Was  abased : 
Spain's  flag,  of  old  renown, 
GauKs  tri-ct»lor,  were  down. 
And  their  battered  hulks  were  strown 

O'er  the  waste. 

V 

Napoleon's  Taunted  fleet. 
Dismantled,  in  retreat, 

Bled  with  gore: 
They  were  blazing  o'er  the  wave  -r- 
They  were  sinking  in  the  grave ! 
Farewell  unto  the  Brave, 

Ever  more!  »•**«  m4ol»i-x.a» 

Jamaica- Plain,  November,  1853. 


LIFE    AND     CHARACTER    OF    WILLIAM    PITT 


LT       A«fiON       t         rKRRT. 


The  characters  of  remarkable  men,  for  the  most  part,  appear  to 
their  contemporaries  alloyed  with  personal  and  selfish  motives,  and  at- 
tended by  the  foibles  which  reduce  them  to  a  level  with  their  race. 
Present  events  are  like  those  stage-decorations,  which,  closely  inspected, 
are  rough  and  miattractive,  but  which,  seen  farther  off,  present  the  ap- 
pearance of  completeness  and  magnificence.  On  the  other  hand, 
whatever  is  ancient,  is  dimly  seen  through  the  lapse  of  ages,  and  comes 
to  us  like  the  farthest  orbs  discovered  by  astronomers,  surrounded  by  a 
dreamy  and  mysterious  halo. 

A  mind  susceptible  to  the  higher  order  of  emotions,  and  not  closed 
against  the  allurements  of  history,  will,  almost  of  necessity,  in  its  con- 
tem])lative  moods,  stretch  away  through  distance  of  time  or  of  space  in 
search  of  those  illusions  which  please  the  fancy  and  satisfy  the  cravings 
for  ideal  perfection.  This  tendency  is  so  strong,  that  the  present  gene- 
ration seems  but  half  aware  that  it  stands  barely  one  remove  from  a 
period  more  brilliant  in  most  respects  than  any  which  preceded  it ;  that 
an  age  magnificently  resplendent  has  so  recently  departed,  that  its 
beams  are  yet  gilding  our  horizon,  and  that  to  pierce  behind  it  lor  the 
discovery  of  man  in  his  highest  modes,  is  like  searching  for  planets  di- 
rectly through  the  effulgent  disc  of  the  sun. 

There  is  an  island,  only  of  the  seventh  magnitude,  presenting  a  sur- 
face of  less  than  ninety  thousand  square  miles,  which  gives  law  to 
various  and  opposite  quarters  of  the  globe,  and  holds  a  leading  position 
among  the  powers  of  the  earth.  Her  general  disposition  is  domineering 
and  covetous.  She  is  boastful  of  her  valor,  although  she  has  been  se- 
veral times  conquered.     She  is  much  at  war,  striking  mercenary  blows 
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at  weak  and  untutored  natiohs,  to  extend  the  opportunity  and  enhance 
the  profits  of  traffic.     She  is  an  armed  merchant,  owing  debts  she  can 
*  never  pay,  yet  gathering  money  every  where.     Her  soil,  bounteously 
responsive  to  the  labors  of  the  hi^sbandman,  is  apportioned  in  large 
domains  among  her  powerful  princes  and  aristocracy,  who  cultivate  in 
the  midst  of  redundant  wealth  the  graces  of  a  generous  and  magnifi- 
cent luxury.     But  her  government,  bearing  up  the  privileges  of  social 
caste,  and  the  maxims  of  its  feudal  origin  against  the  equalizing  ten- 
dencies of  commerce  and  the  arts,  tolerates  an  inequality  of  condition 
80  gross,  that  her  multitudes  cry  often  in  vain  for  bread.     She  is  loyal 
to  her  kings,  but  without  chivalry,  for  they  are  borrowed.     For  six  cen- 
turies, she  has  not  been  ruled  by  a  dynasty  native  to  the  realm.     Upon 
a  close  scrutiny  of  her  character,  in  the  aggregate,  it  presents  few 
heroic,  few  generous  traits,  not  even  an  habitttal  regard  for  justice. 
Yet,  when  her  power  shall  have  crumbled,  as  that  of  Rome  and  Nine- 
veh have  done  before  it,  she  will  have  left  the  trace  of  ruins  more 
mighty  than  they.     The  lengthening  shadows  of  her  decay  will  inspire 
with  poetic  melancholy  the  imagination  of  mankind.     The  historic 
muse  will  swell  her  praises,  and,  not  unjustly,  vnll  hang  her  memory 
with  beautiful  garlands.     It  will  be  declared  that  there  existed  a  na- 
tion over  against  the  continent  of  Europe,  amid  the  eternal  anthem  of 
the  northern  seas,  abounding  in  wealth,  famous  for  the  strength  of  her 
men,  and  the  beauty  of  her  women.     That  her  orators,  more  numerous  by 
far  than  those  of  earlier  ages,  were  not  less  powerful.     That  her  poets 
and  philosophers  were  many  of  them  inspired  to  that  degree,  that  their 
works  can  never  die.     That  her  fleets  forth  issuing  from  her  harbors^ 
like  broods  of  young  eagles  from  an  inaccessible  eyrie,  swept  in  triumph 
the  remotest  seas.    That  her  palaces  and  temples,  in  numbers  uncounted, 
combining  the  architectural  splendors  of  all  the  schools,  were  decorated 
with  trophies  ;  and  that  the  whole  earth  was  filled  with  the  renown  of 
her  agriculture,  her  laws,  her  literature,  her  arts,  and  her  arms. 

The  fate  of  other  nations,  which  for  longer  or  shorter  periods  over- 
shadowed their  neighbors,  *  first  in  tlie  race  that  led  to  glory's  goal,'  and 
deeming  that  glory  imperishable,  but  now 

*GoNE — glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were 

•  ■  •  •  • 

A  school-boy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour !  *  \ 

renders  it  no  presumption  thus  to  anticipate  the  opinion  of  coming  ages 
upon  the  story  of  Great  Britain,  when  it  shall  have  dwindled  to  a 
legend.  It  may  also  be  anticipated  that  the  culminating  point  of  her 
greatness  will  be  dated  from  the  latter  years  of  the  eighteenth  century 
to  the  close  of  the  first  quarter  of  the  nineteenth. 

Looking,  then,  for  the  individual  Englishman,  who,  more  than  any 
other,  shaped  the  policy  of  the  epoch,  an  attempt  to  portray  his  life  and 
character  must,  if  successful,  be  full  of  popular  interest. 

Had  you  been  able  to  look  in  upon  the  British  House  of  Commons, 
in  the  year  1784,  you  would  have  seen  a  body  of  some  three  hundred 
men  of  various  sorts  ;  mostly  men  distinguished  in  some  of  the  various 
walks  of  life,  from  the  army,  from  the  navy,  from  the  bar ;  scholars, 
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poets,  orators,  and  men  of  business.  The  country  juBt  emerged  from 
unsuccessful  wars  ;  shorn  of  her  most  valuable  colonies ;  and  with 
finances  disordered,  was  turning  home  an  unflattering  self-scrutiny.  Thar 
gaze  o£  her  public  men  was  piercing  each  other,  for  the  causes  of  nar 
•  tional  disaster.  Peace  was  but  half  welcome,  and  peace  without  glory 
was  the  seed  of  discontent.  In  the  heat  of  fervent  discussion,  political 
parties  were  losing  their  temper.  To  them  the  occasion  appeared  to 
be  more  than  usual  a  strife  for  individual  ascendency  and  party  success. 
But  looking  back  upon  it  with  the  knowledge  of  subsequent  events,  it 
seems  almost  as  if  the  public  mind  was  preparing  itself  for  the  critical 
and  sanguinary  period  then  unforeseen,  but  near  at  hand ;  as  if  the 
qualities  of  men,  ambitious  of  public  service,  were  being  providentially 
tested  ;  and  as  if,  while  yet  tenacious  of  party  association,  there  was  an 
instinctive,  unacknowledged  groping  for  a  leadership  capable  of  facing 
emergencies,  however  delicate,  however  appalling.  There  was  Burke, 
whose  writings  and  speeches  at  once  took  their  place  among  the  estab- 
lished classics,  and  are  now  almost  as  much  read  and  quoted  as'^the 
writings  of  Shakspeare.  There  was  Fox,  the  gigantic,  whose  eloquence 
was  and  is  compared  with  that  of  Demosthenes.  There  was  Sheridan, 
the  inimitable,  his  invective  bitter,  his  pathos  moving,  his  wit  irresistir 
ble.  These,  with  others,  by  no  means  insignificant,  but  of  less  note, 
including  a  majority  of  the  entire  body,  constitute  one  party. 

On  the  other  side,  is  blufi*  Harry  Dundas,  always  cheerful,  always 
ready,  always  formidable,  but  never  great.  There  is  ako  the  pale  and 
modest  Wilberforce,  not  always  to  be  counted  as  a  party  man  ;  too  fee- 
ble in  health  to  admit  of  frequent  participation  in  the  contest,  but 
sometimes  roused,  and  when  up  and  in  the  mood,  a  man  of  surprising 
ability.  There  are  also  old  parliamentaries  and  debaters,  with  too  much 
power  to  be  lightly  treated,  but  not  necessary  to  be  named  here.  Chiefly 
and  most  of  all  the  weight  of  the  battle  rests  upon  one  young  man,  of 
about  the  age  of  twenty-five  years.  All  eyes  are  turned  to  him.  His 
bosom  receives  the  heaviest  blows  from  the  other  party  ;  his  arm  strikes 
the  heaviest  in  return.  He  is  so  young  to  become  already  the  central 
figure  of  that  notable  assemblage !  He  stands  so  by  himself,  fighting 
against  odds  apparently  so  overwhelming !  Attempting  to  bear  up  and 
make  head  against  predominance  so  decided,  both  of  fame  and  numbers  ! 
Yet  you  see  clearly  enough  that  it  is  a  position  deliberately  taken,  and 
that  he  stands  there  to  stake  his  hoj)es  upon  it.  He  seeks  no  facility  for 
escape.  He  yields  nothing.  The  language  of  his  manner  is,  *  Here  I 
am.  This  is  my  ground.  I  am  not  here  for  nothing.  I  wish  to  lead 
England,  and  to  write  my  name  on  her  pages  ;  but  I  will  lead  in  this 
dfrcction,  and  in  this  manner  only.  I  am  ambitious,  but  it  is  a  noble 
ambition  to  deserve  well  of  my  countr}\  I  am  in  peril,  but  my  danger 
was  fully  anticipated,  and  the  cost  counted.  It  does  not  appal  me.  I 
am  here  to  fight  it  out,  and  accept  the  fate,  be  that  fate  good  or  bad, 
which  my  king  and  the  voice  of  England  shall  award.  Here  shall  my 
prospects  be  for  ever  buried,  or  here  will  I  triumph.' 

He  is  backed  by  no  well -organized  party,  and  but  recently,  indeed,  has 
been  side  by  side  with  some  of  the  strongest  of  his  present  opponents. 
A  new  turn  of  afiai^  and  a  marked  individuality  of  character  have  at- 
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tracted  the  confidence  of  his  King,  and  made  him  a  nucleus  for  new  politi- 
cal arrangements*  The  angry  waves  of  controyersy,  often  crested  with 
fwry,  and  always  driven  with  the  moral  power  of  a  considerahle  numerical 
mt^o^ty,  have  loi^  heen  rolling  against  him,  and  each  successive  hillow 
has  threatened  to  engulf  him.  Long  and  fierce  has  been  the  struggle 
which  now  draws  to  a  crisis.  Worn  and  battered,  he  maintains  his 
footing.  The  waves  have  .not  only  been  broken,  but  have  sometimes 
been  turned  back  with  an  unexpected  recoil.  Enough  has  been  gained 
to  prevent  despair,  and  to  kindle  some  gleams  of  hope,  perhaps  illusory. 
He  yet  stands  implacable,  planted  upon  a  force  of  will,  no  more  to  be 
bent  or  broken  than  a  rock,  and  has  even  rallied  from  among  his  oppo- 
nmi^  a  cluster  of  fiiends.  But  strife  cannot  last  always.  Power,  often 
accumulated,  and  now  wrought  up  to  its  grandest  exertion,  or  endurance 
dftsiSk  drawn  upon  for  its  last  resource,  must  give  way  under  the  strain 
of  an  extreme  efibrt.  That  effort  you  now  behold.  If,  by  concentrat- 
ing all  the  elements  of  aggression  into  a  single  d^fnonstration,  they  can 
roll  upon  the  young  aspirant  one  more  wave,  so  moimtain-high,  one 
more  majority  so  large  as  to  show  that  they,  and  not  he,  have  gained 
grcaind^  he  must  be  swept  away.  The  broad  elaborations  of  Burke, 
picturesque  and  looming,  move  portentous  across  the  view,  and  close  in 
the  horizon.  The  light  of  Sheridan's  wit  is  out  upon  the  scene ;  now 
playing  in  harmless  flashes,  now  shooting  from  point  to  point  in  lurid 
zig-zags,  now  leaping  upon  and  seizing  prominent  objects,  burning, 
scathing,  rending.  The  slow  thunder  of  Fox  rumbles  not  long  in  the 
distance,  but  comes  booming,  crashing  in  upon  the  field.  Now  is  the 
hoar  of  fate. 

K  the  young  aspirant  can  once  more  stretch  forth  his  hands  to  the 
Btorm,  and  command  it  to  be  still ;  if  he  can  once  more  breast  its  surg- 
ing tide,  and  break  its  force ;  if,  above  all,  he  can,  by  a  herculean 
movement,  heave  it  backward  upon  his  foes,  they  will  be  dispersed,  and 
can  never  rally.  Fame  will  be  his,  and  triumph  without  a  parallel ! 
He  will  have  scaled  those  solitary  heights,  where  the  verdure  of  socia\ 
afiections  is  never  seen ;  where  the  flowers  of  sympathy  never  bloom ; 
aiound  whose  arid  summits,  swept  by  detraction's  bitter  winds,  for  ever 
plays  the  burning  gaze  of  men  ;  but  where  rugged  ambition  seats  itself 
in  glory,  and  looks  down  upon  the  world  like  a  god  !  Oh,  rapture !  was 
it  not  for  this  that  he  had  forsworn  the  pleasures  of  youth,  and  made 
himself  old  before  his  time  ?  Was  not  this  the  vision  which  made  tables 
of  dry  statistics  to  him  a  solace  ?  Was  not  this  the  necromancy  whose 
mysterious  wand  had  made  the  troubled  pools  of  taxation  to  his  taste 
sweet  as  fresh  waters  firom  the  fountains  of  Cast  alia  ?  Was  it  not  for 
this  he  had  laid  out  the  garden  of  his  dreams  into  blooming  parterres  of 
pcditicians,  and  filled  the  vases  of  his  fancy  with  fragrant  financial 
budgets  ?  To  lift  his  country  from  the  slough  of  discouragement  into 
which  she  had  fallen,  to  gird  her  loins  with  new  strength,  to  advance 
her  happiness,  and  receive  her  gratitude !  Ecstatic  thought !  glorious 
firuition  I  now  or  never  to  be  his  !  He  will  open  his  heart  to  England ; 
it  is  all  hers.  He  rises  to  reply.  There  is  in  his  personal  appearance 
no  marked  indication  of  superiority,  save  some  dilation  of  stature  and 
new  beaming  expression  of  the  eye,  indicating  perhaps  consciousness 
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that  his  time  is  at  hand,  and  signs  which  certainly  carry  no  joy  to  bis 
opponents.  His  voice  is  one  of  those  indescribably  excellent  ones,  which 
Nature  bestows  but  rarely,  and  which  she  has  denied  to  many  of  her 
most  successful  orators.  His  command  of  language  is  easy  and  suffi-* 
cieiit.  He  displays  an  obvious  familiarity  with  approved  and  claasie 
models,  together  with  practised  and  earnest  elocution,  But  blows  are 
to  be  struck  ;  and  words  and  gestures  are  nothing,  except  as  the  vehicle 
of  thought.  He  parries  and  throws  back  ujwn  his  opponents,  with  easy 
self-possession,  the  arrows  of  their  shining  dialectics ;  then  pushes  for- 
ward with  a  giant's  grasp  to  the  strong  points  of  their  array.  A  sincere, 
patriotic,  absorbing  devotion  to  the  public  service  of  the  kingdom,  reib» 
deriiig  him  familiar  with  all  its  history  and  its  dangers,  and  its  chanoeB 
for  success,  beams  from  his  countenance,  and  informs  every  gesture.  A 
sense  of  honor,  exalted  to  generosity,  and  warmed  by  the  fires  of  youth, 
illumines  his  ambition  and  unbinds  the  fetters  which  have  banded  his 
foes  in  party  array  to  crush  him.  They  waver.  He  mounts  with  his 
theme  to  a  masterly  impeachment  of  the  policy  of  his  adversaries,  dis- 
sects their  arguments,  disjoints  their  syllogisms,  carries  their  position  by 
open  assault,  and  plays  thence  upon  their  disheartened  forces,  torrents 
of  wit,  and  ridicule  —  wit  that  blasts,  and  ridicule  that  penetrates  to 
the  marrow.  Why* is  Fox  uneasy  i  What  is  the  matter  with  Burke  ? 
Why  does  the  smile  of  Sheridan,  half  bom  upon  his  pleasant  counte- 
nance, twist  unconsciously  into  a  deprecating  and  rueful  grin  ?  Has  he 
become  the  victim  of  a  scalpel  more  keen  and  merciless  than  his  own  ? 
But  the  speaker  occupies  not  much  time  with  the  small-arms  of  battle. 
He  strikes  for  England  and  for  fame.  Just  in  advance,  he  beholds  the 
pinnacle.  He  soberly  and  fairly  acknowledges  the  embarrassments  of 
his  position,  explains  so  much  of  his  purposes  as  he  chooses  to  explain, 
and  allows  full  play  to  the  beautiful  visions  of  hope  : — ^the  public  ser- 
vice regenerated,  England  made  whole  of  her  wounds,  mistress  of  the 
seas,  and  dictating  terms  to  her  enemies.  Then,  drawing  to  a  close,  he 
touches  the  key-note  of  English  feelings,  by  launching  out  that  incom* 
parably  charming  voice  into  a  noble  and  pathetic  dedication  of  himself 
to  the  service  of  his  King,  and  to  the  support  of  the  power  and  glory  of 
the  British  Empire.  The  storm  is  ended.  Q,ualities,  dear  to  English- 
men, have  caused  them  to  see  above  him  the  bow  of  promise.  The 
vote  counted  shows  that  his  enemies  are  scattered  and  dwindled  to  no- 
thing. He  is  henceforth,  during  his  life,  the  midisputed  first  man  of 
England. 

To  such  as  are  acquaint^jd  'W'ith  English  history,  this  description  will 
be  known  to  apply  to  no  other  than  William  Pitt,  sometimes  called  the 
Great  Minister.  He  who,  at  an  age  so  young  as  to  be  without  a  com- 
parison, achieved  a  firm  footing  upon  the  highest  round  of  ambition's 
ladder  allowed  to  a  subject  of  Great  Britain  ;  he,  at  whose  touch,  the 
dry  wells  of  her  exhausted  finance  overflowed  with  copious  streams  of 
supply  ;  he,  who,  by  the  fires  of  his  own  genius,  kindled  all  branches  of 
the  public  service  into  a  blaze  of  emulation,  and  launched  the  empire  upon 
a  course  of  policy,  the  probable  cause,  at  once,  of  her  greatest  culminsr 
tion,  and  of  her  ultimate  decline ;  he,  whose  tireless  hostility  to  the 
French  revolution,  furnished  for  many  years  the  only  counterpoise  to 
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that  revolution  ;  he,  who,  by  civil  service  alone,  shared  with  Napoleon 
the  admiration  of  the  world,  and  who  contrives  to  divide  with  him  the 
history  of  that  remarkable  period. 

William  Pitt  was  the  second  son  of  the  first  Earl  of  Chatham,  and 
of  Lady  Hester,  only  daughter  of  Richard  Greenville,  Esq.,  and  Countess 
of  Temple.  He  was  born  at  Hayes,  in  Kent,  on  the  28th  day  of  May, 
17o9.  His  father  was  the  sort  of  public  character  of  whom  every  in- 
telligent person  is  expected  to  carry  decided  impressions,  and  who  can 
no  more  be  forgotten  or  confounded  with  other  characters  of  his  age, 
than  the  ragged  outlines  of  a  tall,  overhanging  cliff  can  be  lost  out  of  a 
landscape  otherwise  tame  and  common.  His  was  one  of  those  demon- 
strative and  tragic  natures,  combined  with  large  faculties,  which  appear 
at  remote  intervals ;  which  delight  in  master-strokes  ;  which  kindle  the 
imaginations  of  men,  and  with  or  without  the  advantages  of  official 
power,  become  the  centre  of  observation.  He  raised  himself  from  the 
condition  of  an  untitled  subaltern  of  dragoons  to  an  Earldom,  and  dur- 
ing his  day,  no  name  was  attended  throughout  Europe  and  America 
with  a  more  general  recognition  of  individual  greatness.  He  was  a  bold 
man,  and  a  friend  of  liberty.  His  energy  was  tremendous  ;  his  concep- 
tions were  grand,  and  were  enforced  by  a  power  of  oratory  incompara- 
bly electric  and  commanding.  He  sometime  held  the  reigns  of  powei 
as  Prime-Minister,  but  the  King  never  hked  him  and  never  employed 
him  except  when  compelled  to  do  so  by  the  force  of  his  position.  He 
was  no  courtier.  He  undeniably  added  new  honors  to  England,  and 
enhanced  her  glory.  His  own  fame  he  saw  to  be  established  firmly  ; 
his  private  fortune  was  helped  by  bequests  so  unexpected  and  uncom- 
mon, that  they  seemed  like  special  smiles  of  benignant  Heaven  ;  yet,  as 
is  common  with  great  characters,  his  hopes  were  thwarted  in  so  many 
directions,  and  by  so  many  causes,  that  his  old  age  was  clouded  by  feel- 
ings of  disappointment  and  a  sense  of  misfortune.  He  looked  upon  the 
field  of  European  politics  with  unsatisfied  yearnings,  as  being  full  of 
grand  opportunities,  and  laden  with  rich  harv  ests  of  glory,  out  of  which 
he  had  been  permitted  only  to  glean  a  few  scattering  trophies.  All  that 
he  had  done  was  but  pageant  and  skirmish  When  the  great  battle 
was  set  in  array,  the  meteor-flag  unfurled,  and  his  heart  bounding  for  the 
cry  of  onset,  old  age  and  disease  sounded  an  imperative  retreat.  It 
was  only  to  his  own  immoderate  ambition  that  greater  success  seemed 
desirable.  His  sorrows  were  of  the  tree  himself  had  planted,  and  in- 
separable incidents  of  his  very  successes.  Yet,  kind  Providence,  as  the 
last  of  her  special  favors,  so  frequently  and  signally  granted,  poured  into 
his  cup  of  disappointment  a  large  consolation,  and  crowred  his  last 
years  with  a  blessing  to  such  characters  the  most  unusual  — the  pros- 
pect of  seeing  himself  renewed  in  a  son  worthy  of  the  father,  and  more 
than  capable  of  his  father's  fame. 

.  The  physical  health  of  the  boy  William  was  feeble  and  precarious. 
Continuous  or  severe  application  to  study  was  impossible.  But  his 
spirit  responded  in  fullest  measure  to  the  exalted  hopes  of  the  great  but 
disappointed  and  broken  statesman.  His  eye  kindled,  and  his  heart 
leaped  almost  in  infancy  at  the  voice  of  fame  ;  his  gaze  was  fixed  upon 
its  object  never  to  waver  ;  and  with  ardent  longings,  all  his  energies, 
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every  gleam  of  returning  health,  was  exhausted  in  its  hot  pursuit.  It 
is  delightful  to  see  how  firmly  and  surely  his  father  built  his  hopes  op<»i 
William.  The  only  anxiety  was  to  hold  him  in,  to  moderate  his  zeal* 
and  preserve  his  health.  Health  established,  all  else  was  taken .  fer 
granted.  It  was  the  pecuhar  felicity  of  the  noble  Earl,  and  xX  ahowB 
in  a  touching  manner  the  feeling  of  mutual  appreciation  which  existed 
between  him  and  Wilham,  to  assure  him  when  only  fourteen  years  old, 
that  he  was  sure  to  *'  make  noise  enough,"  if  his  ardor  coiild  be  mode- 
rated and  his  health  preserved.  No  word  of  incitement  appeals  ever 
to  have  been  needed,  but  the  tone  of  the  father  was  a  continual  recog^ 
nition  of  William's  victorious  zeal.  He  addressed  William  as  a  young 
Alexander,  rushing  vehemently  from  one  intellectual  conquest  to  an- 
other, and  about  to  weep  because  there  were  no  more  worlds  to  subdue. 
The  tone  was  playful  and  exaggerated ;  but  it  is  impossible  not  to  see 
that  each  held,  in  a  peculiar  manner,  the  key  which  unlocked  in  the 
other  the  deepest  recesses  of  his  spiritual  nature.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
William's  scholarship  was  never  remarkable,  unless  considered  with  refer- 
ence to  the  difficulties  under  which  it  was  pursued.  It  has  never  beea 
claimed  for  him  that  his  studies  were  exactly  or  criticaUy  mastered. 
His  feeble  health  forbid  that  his  studies  should  be  much  more  than  de- 
sultory and  occasiojial.  But  with  the  advantages  of  the  best  help  on 
the  part  of  instructors  devoted  to  his  attention,  he  gained  a  rapid  and 
familiar  acquaintance  with  classical  authors,  and  a  most  lively  and 
happy  appreciation  of  their  beauties.  He  read  and  re-read  them  with 
an  active  relish,  and  could  quote  from  memory  and  at  will,  with  re- 
markable aptness.  The  master  minds  of  Greece  and  of  Rome  were 
not  introduced  to  him  as  to  most  others,  covered  with  a  repulsive  crust 
of  grammatical  technics,  and  led  by  a  corpse  of  fossil  professors,  whose 
human  juices  had  all  been  spent  in  grubbing  for  Greek  and  Latin  roots ; 
but  they  were  made  to  be  sociable  and  pleasant  companions  and  play- 
fellows. As  such  he  loved  and'^mderstood  them.  They  pictured  no- 
thing more  heroic,  opulent,  or  glorious  than  the  British  Empire.  The 
highest  modes  of  action,  the  most  splendid  developments  of  those  antique 
nations,  were  scarcely  equal  to  what  was  seen  around  him  from  day  to 
day.  Neither  Tully  nor  Cato  was  a  grander  character  than  Chatham, 
nor  did  Caisar  himself  handle  the  reins  of  empire  with  a  more*  masterly 
tbuch.  Familiar  as  he  made  himself,  charmed  as  he  was  with  the 
Greek  and  Latin  classics,  they  introduced  to  him  no  characters,  noi 
scarcely  a  degree  of  artistic  or  literary  polish,  superior  to  what  might 
have  been  daily  enjoyed  at  his  father's  table.  He  is  also  said  to  have 
made  good  progress  in  his  mathematical  studies.  He  took  his  degree  of 
Master  of  Arts  when  seventeen  years  old,  and  was  called,  or  as  we  say, 
admitted  to  the  Bar  at  the  age  of  twenty-one.  His  father  was  a  new 
man  in  the  nobility,  and  in  his  pecuniary  condition  not  beyond  the  ne- 
cessity of  close  economy.  William,  therefore,  was  to  enter  upon  his 
career  armed  with  the  means  of  success  in  a  powerful  and  lucrative 
profession.  History  does  not  inform  lis  that  his  father  bestowed  any 
unusual  personal  attention  on  his  education.  But  we  know  the  father 
and  we  know  the  son,  and  from  this  knowledge,  we  may  see  the  whole 
story  traced  as  with  a  pencil  of  light.     By  far  the  most  important  part 
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of  WilHam's  education  was  in  the  example,  the  associations,  and  the 
conversation  of  his  father.  It  needs  no  historian  to  tell  us  those  lessons. 
What  priceless  criticisms  upon  the  characters  of  famous  men,  hoth  an- 
cient and  modern  1  What  familiar  and  afiectionate  remonstrances  and 
wanuBga  against  those  foihles  and  errors  which  diminish  the  weight  of 
character,  and  lead  astray  from  the  paths  of  glory !  In  what  sportive 
mood  does  the  old  £axl  induct  the  eager  youth  into  those  oratorical 
arts,  and  train  his  voice  to  those  master  strains,  which  had  rendered 
himself  the  most  famous  orators  of  modem  times !  It  was  a  study  for 
a  painter  to  exhihit  the  great  Earl,  whose  towering  and  imperious  na- 
ture had  marked  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  teaching  this  sickly  but 
zealous  young  man  how  to  replace  him  in  the  face  of  Europe.  He 
lived  to  see  the  health  of  William  take  a  favorable  turn  and  become 
established,  and  thus  to  see  stretching  on  before  him  a  broad  track  of 
light ;  and  then  his  countenance  was  changed,  and  he  was  called  away. 
Two  years  before  William's  admission  to  the  Bar,  his  father  died.  Wo 
are  told  but  little  of  the  effect  of  his  death  upon  William,  nor  need  we 
be  told.  Qe  was  alone.  A  great  memory  swelled  his  heart ;  a  benig- 
nant and  gigantic  shadow  beckoned  him.  Sickness,  and  sorroV,  and  a 
great  purpose  had  made  him  old  before  his  time  —  a  man  who  had  seen 
no*  youth,  and  who  had  never  known  the  feelings  or  the  pleasures  of  a 
boy. 

From  the  time  he  received  his  degree  until  his  election  to  Parliament, 
he  was  much  in  London.  It  was  there  he  fell  in  with  many  young  men 
of  spirit,  who  become  the  friends  or  opponents  of  his  riper  years.  It 
was  here  he  formed  his  friendship  with  yoimg  Wilberforce,  then  a  fash- 
ionable young  man  about  town,  making  free  with  his  grandfather's  for- 
tune ;  a  singer,  a  wit,  and  a  coxcomb,  whose  volatile  genius  and  purpose- 
less life  formed  the  natural  antithesis  and  complement  of  the  character 
of  Pitt,  but  who,  in  subsequent  years,  was  able  on  several  occasions  to 
pour  his  impulses  upon  the  British  public  in  a  tide  of  eloquence,  and 
rally,  to  the  support  of  Pitt,  important  aid.  Their  friendship  was  close 
and  ardent,  and  lasted  through  life.  It  was  here  that  Pitt  rallied 
his  first  circle  of  friends,  and  planted  in  many  a  generous  heart  the 
seeds  of  that  deep  love  and  admiration,  which,  in  the  subsequent  dan- 
gers of  his  career,  surrounded  and  upheld  him  with  loyal  friendships. 
How  far  he  shared  in  the  dissipations  and  debaucheries  then  fashionable 
in  the  metropolis,  is  now  only  a  matter  of  inference,  and  those  inferences 
are  in  his  favor.  The  only  vice  to  which  he  is  known  to  have  been 
subject,  was  that  generous  vice  of  good-fellowship  —  the  love  of  wine. 
Neither  his  fortune  nor  his  ambition  favored  expensive  or  degrading  as- 
sociations. He  was  a  frequent  spectator  of  the  debates  in  Parliament ; 
where,  eager  to  decorate  his  brow  with  laurels,  and  conscious  of 
ability,  he  snuffed  up  the  sound  of  battle.  It  was  his  habit,  whenever 
he  heard  a  speech  of  merit,  to  consider  to  himself  in  what  particulars 
it  could  be  improved  in  manner  or  matter,  and  how,  if  he  were  on  the 
other  side,  he  could  most  successfully  refute  it. 

The  famous  orators  of  antiquity  prepared  their  orations  with  the  ut- 
most premeditation  and  labor  ;  and  lest  some  occasion  should  take  them 
by  surprise,  they  kept  on  hand  a  great  variety  of  elaborate  exordiums, 
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and  perorations  and  striking  passages,  ready  to  be  interwoven  with  an 
impromptu  discussion  of  any  subject.  The  occasions  on  which  they 
were  to  speak,  were  generally  known  for  a  coilsiderable  period  before- 
hand. They  studied  and  rehearsed  their  parts  with  an  intensity  of  ex- 
ertion only  limited  by  their  powers  of  mental  and  physical  endurance. 
Instead  of  deeming  it  worthy  of  their  ambition  to  gain  credit  for  spon- 
taneous volubility,  they  did,  on  many  occasions,  transplant  entire  passages 
from  old  orations  to  new  ones,  to  be  dehvered  before  the  same  audience, 
a  practice  not  indulged  by  any  modern  orator  except  Webster.  But  this 
was  not  the  kind  of  display  adapted  to  the  British  Parhament.  The 
field  to  which  Pitt  looked  was  one,  not  precluding  the  idea  of  prepara- 
tion on  important  occasions,  which  nevertheless  required  tact,  dexterity, 
and  promptness ;  and  where  high  success  could  not  be  won  without 
ability  to  put  forth  strength  on  the  instant.  It  was  for  the  sudden 
emergencies  of  debate  that  Pitt  prepared  himself,  not  by  writing  out 
exordiums  and  perorations,  but  by  first  imagining  himself  in  the  place 
of  each  distinguished  speaker,  and  then  in  that  of  his  antagonist.  His 
natural  disposition  was  ingenuous.  He  had  no  love  for  money.  His 
heart  was  hot  with  patriotic  zeal,  and  mightily  stored  with  the  exalted 
conception  he  had  been  able  to  form  of  a  truly  great  and  famous  career. 


WIN-ACORN       8, 


ow  BKiwa  auowH,  attfu  a  storm,  bt  a  last,  two  acorxs  ATTAcaas  TO  ova  ■TVIC. 


On  one  fair  stem  two  acorns  gjew, 
Browned  by  the  golden  Summer  weather; 

Toprother  drank  the  silvery  dew, 
Rocked  in  the  lulling  air  together. 

Crown-jewels  of  the  roval  oak, 

A  brief,  brief  time  his  forehead  wore  them. 
For  the  black  tempest  came,  and  broke 

The  leaf-fringca  diadem  that  bore  them. 


When  the  wild  storm  was  over-past, 
A  maiden  thn)isE;h  the  forest  hieing. 

Chancing  around  her  eye  to  cast, 
Found  the  twin-acorns  lowly  lying. 


She  picked  them  up,  with  hand  of  snow, 
A  lesson  from  their  fate  to  borrow, 

Deeming  them  types  of  love  in  tw, 
Of  two  fond  hearts  unchanged  by  sorrow : 


Saying,  '  When  suns  no  longer  shine. 

Ana  the  red  rose  of  joy  is  blighted, 
Oh  !  that  some  breast  would  beat  with  mine, 

True  to  the  last,  and  disunited ! '  w  u.  o.  ho*ub«. 
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MOHAMMED       S         FLAG 


BT     B       ROaa     PLOUIT 


'  Tbb  aaorad  standard  of  Mohavimbu  la  ouly  displayed  in  great  national  exBnrgvncies.' 

Fling  out  the  Flag !  far  outward  fling 

O'er  StambouVs  sacred  walls ! 
Let  the  world  see  the  standard  swing, 
And  hear  the  sabre's  ancient  ring, 
And  many  a  fight  and  fearful  thing. 

Ere  Islam's  glory  fulls ! 
Fling  out  the  1?  lag !  the  Turk  awukes 

From  his  siesta  deep :  / 

The  north-wind  o'er  his  slumber  breaks  — 
The  Russian  Bbak  the  sleeper  shakes : 

It  is  not  death,  but  sleep. 
Call  up  the  heroes  of  the  past, 

Of  Othman's  royal  name  ! 
The  turbaned  hosts  are  trooping  fast 
To  the  great  combat,  and  the  last  — 

The  triumph,  or  the  shame. 
With  a  fierce  joy  the  Moslem  come 

To  the  dread  sport  of  war ; 
The  nations,  at  their  'lurum-drum, 

Shake  to  their  centres  far : 
Beneath  the  Crescent's  blazing  arch, 

On  the  old  Fla^  unfurled, 
That  drum-roll  ot  the  Moslem  march 

Shall  echo  through  the  world ! 
The  Arabs  on  the  Lvbian  sands 

Halt,  as  the  sound  sweeps  by, 
And  summon  up  their  Bedouin  bands 

To  Islam's  battle-cry. 
Along  the  Himmalayan  peaks, 

As  the  dread  echoes  roll, 
The  Prophet  from  the  mountain  speaks. 

And  stirs  the  Persian's  soul 
To  leave  the  ancient  feud,  and  bring 

The  valiant  Sons  of  Fire 
Where  the  great  Flag  the  Moslem  fling 

From  St^mboul's  sacred  spire. 
Booming  above  the  ocean -waves, 

Lone  exiles  catch  the  sound. 
And  issuing  from  their  living  graves. 

Amid  the  nations  round, 
Throng  to  the  victory  or  death, 

In  t  reedom's  glorious  work ; 
Marshalled  for  their  last  fight,  beneath 

The  standard  of  the  Turk. 
Ei^mpedy  four  centuries '  he  lay 

On  Europe's  conquered  strand ; 
Four  centuries  hath  kept  at  bay 

The  foeman  of  his  land : 
Thus  bravelv  shall  the  Moslem  stay 

Where  Islam's  altars  stand : 
Triumphant  still,  through  blood  and  fire, 
Around  his  sacred  flag  expire ; 
Or,  swathed  in  blood  and  flame,  retire, 

Retreating,  sword  in  hand. 


LITERARY     NOTICES. 


Thb  Physiology  OP  Taste  :  or  Travscendental  Gastroxouy.  Bj  Brillat  Satabix. 
TraDslated  from  the  last  Paris  edition,  by  Fayette  Robixsox.  In  one  Tolome: 
pp.  847.    Philadelphia :  Lindsay  and  Blakistox. 

Sanderson,  the  witty  and  lamented  author  of  *  JTie  American  in  PariSy'  men- 
tions calling  upon  a  celebrated  cTief  de  cuisiiie  in  Paris  one  morning,  being 
minded  to  have  prepared  a  very  redierchi  dinner  for  a  small  and  select  party 
of  friends.  After  some  delay,  he  was  informed  that  the  renowned  *  chef  could 
not  be  seen  :  *i/  compose^  said  the  servant,  with  an  air  of  dignity  correspond- 
ing with  the  high  employment  of  his  master.  As  our  old  and  pleasant  corre- 
spondent left  the  door,  he  saw  a  stately  person,  with  folded  arms,  and  a  white 
paper-cap  upon  his  head,  walking  in  an  acyoining  garden.     It  was  the  *  chef,* 

*  composing '  a  new  dish,  or  sauce,  that  was  that  very  day  to  burst  upon  Paris. 
Savarin  is  the  *  ajsthetical,'  the  *  transcendental,'  the  *  orphic,'  the  *  spiritual  * 
representative  of  this  eminent  cook.     Of  his  '  Physiologic  de  Groiit '  we  had 

*  by  parcels  something  heard,'  before  we  nwit  the  present  rendering  of  our  ac- 
complished American  translator ;  and  it  will  now  become  current  among  all 
gourmets  and  gastronomioal  bon-vivants.  It  is  a  curious  circumstance,  of  which, 
until  now,  we  were  ignorant,  that  during  the  *  reign  of  terror,'  Savarin  was 
a  political  exile  in  America,  and  that  he  taught  the  French  language  in  Boston, 
Hartford,  New- York,  Philadelphia,  etc.,  and  at  one  period  was  *  first-fiddle  *  in 
the  orchestra  of  the  old  Park-Theatre.  But  leaving  the  reader  to  peruse  the 
volume  in  its  *  entirety,'  we  proceed  to  present  a  few  of  the  *  Professor's '  apho- 
risms, touching  upon  his  great  subject  and  its  various  and  multitudinous  divi- 
sions. Let  us  begin  with  his  own  impressions  of  his  *  great  argument ; '  pro- . 
raising  that  we  segregate,  in  our  collocation,  a  few  of  his  thoughts  under  the 
heads  of  *  Gastronomy '  and  '  Gourmandise : ' 

'Gastronomy  sustains  us  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave;  increases  the  gratification  of 
lore  and  the  confidence  of  friendship;  disarms  hatred,  and  ofiers  us,  in  the  short  pas- 
sage of  our  lives,  the  only  pleasure  which,  not  being  fu^wed  by  fatigue,  makes  us 
weary  of  all  others.  It  considers  taste  in  its  pleasurea  and  in  its  pains.  It  has  disoo- 
verecl  the  gradual  excitements  of  which  it  is  susceptible ;  it  regularizes  it«  action,  and 
has  fixed  limits,  which  a  man  who  respects  himself  will  never  pass.  It  considers  the 
action  of  food  or  aliments  on  the  moral  of  man,  on  his  imagination,  his  mind,  his  judg- 
ment, his  courage,  and  his  perceptions,  whether  he  is  awake,  sleeps,  acts,  or  reposes. 
It  determines  the  degree  of  cscufence  of  every  alimentary  subject;  classifies  all  sub- 
stances according  to  their  qualities,  and  indicates  those  which  will  minjB:le,  and  measui^ 
ing  the  quantity  of  nourishment  they  contain,  distiq^uishes  those  which  should  make 
the  basis  of  our  repast  from  those  which  are  omy  accessories,  and  others  which, 
although  not  necessary,  are  an  agreeable  relief,  and  become  the  obligato  accompaniment 
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of  oonriyial  gossip.  It  takes  no  less  interest  in  the  beverages  intended' for  us,  accord- 
ing to  time,  place,  and  climate ;  teaches  their  preparation  and  preservation,  and  espe- 
ciuly  presents  them  in  an  order  so  exactly  calculated,  that  the  pleasure  perpetusuly 
increases,  until  gratification  ends  and  abuse  begins.  In  its  effect  upon  sociability,  it  is 
one  of  tbe  principal  bonds  of  society.  It  graoually  extends  that  spirit  of  conviviality 
which  every  day  unites  difierent  professions,  mingles  them  together,  and  diminishes 
the  sharp  angles  of  conventionality.  Finally,  it  examines  men  and  things  for  the  pur* 
pose  of  transporting,  from  one  country  to  another,  all  that  deserves  to  be  known,  and 
which  causes  a  vrelf  arranged  entertainment  to  be  an  abridgment  of  the  world  in  which 
each  portion  is  represented.*  ^ 

The  *  Professor '  is  not  at  all  afraid  of  being  thought  garrulous  in  the  discus- 
sion of  his  beloved  theme.  *  It  may  be  said,*  he  observes,  *  that  sometimes  I 
.become  garrulous.  Is  it  my  fault  that  I  am  old  ?  Is  it  my  fault  that,  like 
Ulysses,  I  have  *  seen  the  manners  and  customs  of  many  cities  ? '  Am  I  there- 
fore blameable  for  writing  a  little  bit  of  biography  ? '  Not  at  all ;  on  the  con- 
trary, dear  Sir,  you  have  laid  the  gastronomic  world  under  infinite  obligation 
to  you.     Among  the  *  aphorisms '  of  the  author  are  these  : 

*  Thb  discovery  of  a  new  dish  confers  more  happiness  on  humanity  than  the  discovery 
of  a  new  star. 

*  Those  persons  who  eat  to  indigestion,  or  who  become  drunk,  are  utterly  ignorant 
of  the  true  principles  of  eating  and  drinking. 

*A  cook  may  be  taught,  but  a  man  who  can  roast^  is  bom  with  the  facultv. 
'  To  invite  a  person  to  your  house,  is  to  take  charge  of  his  happiness  as  long  as  he  is 
beneath  your  roof.' 

*  What,'  says  the  Professor  elsewhere,  *  can  we  discern  in  a  faculty  susceptible 
of  such  perfection  that  the  gourmands  of  Rome  were  able  to  distinguish  the 
flavors  of  fish  taken  above  and  below  the  bridge  ?  Have  we  not  seen  in  our 
own  time  that  gourmands'  can  distinguish  the  flavor  of  the  thigh  on  which  the 
partridge  lies  down,  from  the  other  ?  Are  we  not  surrounded  by  gourmets 
who  can  tell  the  latitude  in  which  any  wine  ripened,  as  surely  as  one  of 
Biot's  or  Arago's  disciples  can  foretell  an  eclipse? '  Descending  to  particu- 
lars, in  his  estimate  of  the  '  delights  of  the  table,'  the  *  Professor '  dwells  upon 
the  luxury  of  truffles  with  a  preeminent  unction.  We  cannot  agree  with  him, 
however,  that  they  are  not  indigestible,  although  sometimes  they  are  not  He 
says,  that  *  when  taken  in  moderation,  they  pass  through  the  system  as  a  letter 
does  through  the  post-office  I  *  Our  friend  Sanderson,  now  of  the  fine  Gra- 
mercy-Park  Hotel,  once  sent  us  a  *  dindon^aux-truffe '  which  *  inundated  the 
mouth  with  pleasure.*  We  are  not  eminently  '  gourmand  and  trufflivorous '  in 
Gotham,  although  the  taste  for  that  esculent  is  on  the  increase.  Professor 
Savarin,  in  his  chapter  on  wines,  observes  :  *  In  obedience  to  principles  and 
practice  well  understood,  true  amateurs  sip  their  wine.  Every  mouthful  thus 
gives  them  the  sum- total  of  pleasure  which  they  would  not  have  enjoyed  had 
they  swallowed  it  all  at  once.'  Our  old  and  esteemed  correspondent  John 
Waters  —  too  long  abseol,  we  grieve  to  say,  from  these  pages  —  a  gourmet  of 
the  highest  grade,  does  not  hold  with  the  Professor  in  this.  He  advocates  the 
*  throw '  instead  of  the  *  sip,'  it  will  be  remembered,  in  his  admirable  *  Anecdote 
qf  a  Bottle  of  Wine  ; '  albeit,  it  proved  a  sad  *  throw  '  in  the  case  of  the  single 
bottle  of  *  Scuppernong.'  With  the  subjoined  desultory  passages,  pencilled  as 
we  read,  we  must  close  our  notice  of  this  entertaining  and  instructive  volume  : 

'  Those  who  know  how  to  eat  are  always  ten  years  younger  than  those  who  are  igno- 
rant of  that  science.'  , 

'  Wb  eat  nothing  without  experiencing  the  importance  of  the  sense  of  smell,  if  not 
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as  a  constituent  portion  of  taste,  at  least  as  a  necessary  adjunct  The  noee  pUys  the 
part  of  a  sentinel,  and  always  cries  out,  *  Wha  goet  there  t  *  * 

*  All  lanj^ages  had  their  birth,  their  apo^e,  and  decline.  None  of  those  which  hsd 
been  famous  from  the  days  of  Sesostris  to  the  era  of  Philip  Augustus,  exist  except  as 
monuments.  The  French  will  have  the  same  fate ;  and  in  the  year  2825,  if  read,  will 
be  read  with  a  dictionary.' 

'Animals  a  hundred  thousand  times  smaller  than  any  visible  with  the  naked  ere,  haTe 
been  discovered :  these  animalculse,  however,  move,  feed,  and  multiply,  establisaing  tlie 
existence  of  organs  of  inconceivable  tenuily.' 

'  Of  those  persons  to  whom  music  is  but  a  confused  mass  of  sounds,  we  may  remark 
that  almost  all  sin^  false.  We  are  forced  to  think  that  they  have  the  auditory  anpaFatua 
so  made,  as  to  receive  but  brief  and  short  undulations,  or  that  the  two  ears  not  being  od 
the  same  diapason,  the  difference  in  length  and  sensibility  of  these  constituent  parts 
causes  them  to  transmit  to  the  brain  only  an  obscure  and  undetermined  sensation,  like 
two  instruments  played  in  neither  the  same  kev  nor  the  same  measure,  and  which  can 
produce  no  continuous  melody.  •       •     Who  knows  if  touch  will  not  have  ita  day, 

and  if  some  fortuitous  circumstance  will  not  open  to  us  thence  some  new  enjoyments? 
This  is  especially  probable,  as  tac:ile  sensitiveness  exists  every  where  in  the  body,  and 
consequently  can  every  where  be  excited.' 

We  predict  for  this  book,  so  various  in  illustration  and  quaint  in  ezecutioii, 
a  very  general  acceptance  at  the  hands  of  American  gourmets. 


Jandart  ANn  Juke  :  or  Out-Door  Thinkings  and  Fire-sidb  Musings.  By  BnrjAimf  F. 
Taylor.  In  one  volume:  pp.  281.  New-Yor'.:  Samuel  IIubston,  Number  189, 
Nassau-street, 

We  liave  already  referred  to  this  elaborately-imaginative  and  beautiful  vo- 
lume, while  it  was  yet  in  the  *  swaddling-clothes  '  of  its  proof-sheets,  before  they 
were  smoothly  pressed,  j^thercd  tojrether,  and  the  whole  handsomely  bound  in 
a  book,  and,  interspersed  among  them,  tasteful  enjrravings.  The  passages  from 
the  work  which  we  have  quote<l  we  observe  have  gone  the  general  round  of 
the  press.  Our  own  recorded  impressions  of  the  work  are  confirmed,  we  per^ 
ceive,  by  the  verdict  of  several  journals  whose  praise  is  *  praise  indeed.'  The 
able  and  accomplished  critic  of  *  The  Tribune '  daily  journal  says :  *  The  key- 
note to  this  volume  is  the  sentiment  awakened  by  the  presence  of  Nature  and 
the  memories  of  the  Past.  In  various  forms,  this  is  addressed  to  the  sympathy 
of  the  re.ider,  and  illustrated  by  a  profuse  wealth  of  personal  experiences. 
Those  who  are  not  ashamed  of  feeling,  will  here  find  many  touches  of  nature 
that  go  to  the  heart  The  writer  has  a  lively  poetical  fancy ;  his  brain  is  stored 
with  rural  images  and  recollections ;  the  suggestive  aspects  of  life  have  not 
appealed  in  vain  to  his  inner  sense ;  and  the  emotions  thus  called  forth  are  ex- 
pressed in  a  quaint,  but  not  inappropriate  diction.'  The  Cincinnati  *  Commer- 
cial Advertiser f*  in  a  review  of  the  same  work,  observes  :  *  The  whole  forms  the 
most  tempting  cluster  yielded  by  the  literary  vintage  of  the  present  season. 
Views  of  Life  and  Nature  in  their  wonderful  beauty,  as  well  as  in  their  com- 
monest details  and  evcry-day  experiences,  are  presented  and  illustrated  by  the 
author  with  a  truthfulness,  a  quaintness,  and  origi[)ality  of  style  as  refreshing  as 
the  sparkling  Catawba.  His  thoughts  thrill  along  the  heartstrings  and  awaken 
a  world  of  old  remembrances ;  abounding  with  passages  that  will  refresh  and 
refresh  again  the  mind,  in  its  hours  of  weariness  or  leisure.  His  poems  com> 
prise  the  dessert  of  the  feast ;  a  choice  though  scanty  dessert,  just  sufficient  to 
iharpen  the  appetite  for  more.'    We  must  make  space  here,  although  *  cramped ' 
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for  room,  for  the  annexed  beautiful  passage,  descriptive  simply  of  the  growing 
of  a  Vine,  that  has  struggled  to  light ;  but  observe  the  *  sweep'  of  the  poet'a 
imagination : 

*  LiKB  some  low-bom  maiden  in  the  '  Morning  Land,'  where  dwell  the  worshippers  of 
the  Sun,  this  Vine  has  crept  night  after  nifi;ht,  without  a  day  between,  to  the  place  it 
had  heard  of  afar  off,  where  the  Shah  for  a  while  held  audience.  Arrived,  it  unfolds 
its  eift,  though  'tis  of  the  humblest,  and  lying  upon  the  earth,  timidly  lifts  the  border 
of  his  gorgeous  robe,  and  covers  its  bended  head,  as  if  it  had  faltered,  '/  too  am  thy 
subject.  Ise  thou  my  protector,  as  thou  art  my  king.*  So  said  the  Vine  to  the  great 
Prince  ot  Morning.  But  he  withdrew  his  rube,  and  went  on  in  his  chariot.  He  flushed 
the  red  Missouri  with  a  deeper  glow ;  and  he  mlded  again  the  sands  of  the  Sacnimento ; 
and  he  drove  on,  like  Neptune,  over  the  calm  Pacific;  and  the  porcelain  towers  of  China 
were  a-blaze  at  his  coming.  He  tarried  among  the  palms,  and  he  pressed  the  lips  of 
the  daughters  of  Circassia,  and  he  kindled  the  cold  bosoms  of  the  beauties  of  the  North, 
and  he  ungered  in  dalliance  with  the  ivory-fingered  women  of  Europe;  and  he  did  not 
forget  the  Vine,  that  waited  for  him  the  white  in  the  cellar  of  the  old  homestead.  But 
this  morning,  the  chariot  and  horses  of  Pd(ebus  waited  without,  while  he  descended 
the  damp  and  slippery  steps,  and  left  a  smile  for  the  vine  that  will  last  it  all  day  and  all 
Dight,  and  until  he  comes  again  in  his  glory.' 


HiSTORT  OF  THE  Captivitt  OP  Napoleon  AT  Saint  Helena.  From  the  Letters  and 
Journals  of  the  late  Lieut.-Gen.  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  original  Documents.  By 
William  Forstth,  M.A.  In  two  volumes:  pp.  1307.  New-York:  Harper  and 
Bbothjcrs. 

This  is  a  work  of  rare  and  painful  interest.  It  is  the  most  minute  and  va- 
rious account  that  has  yet  been  given  of  the  *  Great  Captain's  exile.  It  will 
have  the  eflfect,  we  think,  to  remove  many  of  the  prejudices  which  have  grown 
up  in  the  minds  of  thousands  against  the  Governor  of  Saint  Helena,  for  his 
alleged  ill-treatment  of  his  illustrious  prisoner.  Hi^  task  was  a  thankless  one 
at  best ;  and  he  was  constantly  abused  for  doing  that  which  his  secret  instruc- 
tions from  Earl  Bathurst,  of  the  Home  Government,  rendered  it  impossible  for 
him  to  omit  doing.  Not  a  few  of  these  instructions,  to  our  conception,  were 
unnecessary,  if  not  positively  insulting.  What  possible  harm,  for  example, 
could  Napoleon  have  done  in  speaking  to  the  islanders  whom  he  chanced  to 
meet  in  his  horse-back  rides  around  his  rock-bound  *  watery  prison '  ?  There 
was  at  no  one  time  of  his  captivity  the  slightest  chance  of  his  escape  from 
the  island.  Guarded  as  he  was,  he  might  as  well  have  attempted  to  take  the 
fortress  of  Gibraltar  with  an  elder  pop-gun  and  tow-balls,  as  to  get  away.  Say 
what  they  will,  Napoleon  was  a  *  smart '  man,  if  he  was  timid  ;  he  had  *  seen 
the  time,  too,  when  he  was  *  as  good  as  ever  he  was,'  and  had  considerable  in- 
fluence. Seriously,  it  was  but  too  evident  that  his  keepers  were  afraid  of  him, 
although  chained  to  a  rock  in  the  midst  of  the  sea.  They  could  not  but  be 
exasperated,  moreover,  by  the  conduct  of  certain  of  his  followers  and  depend* 
ents,  who  assisted  his  imagination  to  exaggerate  the  evils  and  annoyances  of 
his  position.  Napoleon  did  not  '  bear  himself  stifiSy  up '  against  his  adverse 
fete :  he  was  minimis  in  minimis  —  little  in  little  things ;  and  it  is  pitiful  to 
read  of  his  peevish,  querulous  complaints  about  petty  grievances  which  a  truly 
great  mind  would  have  overlooked,  or  borne  uncomplainingly. 

The  materials  of  the  work  are  most  ample,  and  they  have  been  collected  and 
arranged  with  great  care  and  good  judgment  by  the  editor.  Many  of  the  facts 
and  documents,  which  have  never  until  now  appeared  in  print,  give  a  greatly 
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added  interest  to  the  volumes.    We  find  these  eloquent  remarks  of  the  edite 
upon  the  character  and  '  lesson '  of  Napoleon  : 

'  No  one  can  study  the  character  of  Napoleon  without  beine  struck  bjone  prerufiagr 
feature  —  hU  intense  selfishness.  This  was  caused  partly,  no  doubt,  bj  the  unparallelea 
success  which  had  for  twenty  years  attended  bis  career,  and  which  made  him  took  upon 
himself  as  a  beinr  bom  under  a  star,  and  as  one  whose  destiny  it  was  to  rule,  while  it 
was  the  destiny  of  others  to  obey.  Under  the  chariot-wheels  of  his  ambition  he  was 
ready  to  crush  every  thinj^  that  opposed  his  path,  without  compunction  or  remorse. 
He  re^rded  others  merely  as  instruments  to  be  used  by  him,  and  to  be  flung  aside  when 
he  had  no  longer  occasion  for  them.  A  memorable  example  of  this  occurs  in  his  treat' . 
ment  of  the  noble-minded  Josepbinb.  Because  she  gave  no  promise  of  an  heir  to  ^e 
throne,  be  snapped  the  cord  of  affection  in  a  moment.  The  ties  of  duty  and  of  love 
were  nothing  m  his  eyes  when  he  found  that  his  wish  for  a  son  was  not  likely  to  be 
gratified.  Ilow  little  feeling  did  be  show  when  he  beard  of  the  death  on  the  'battle- 
field of  any  of  the  Generals  and  Marshals  to  whom  he  seemed  to  be  most  attached ! 
Indeed,  as  has  been  already  mentioned,  he  said  of  himself  that  his  soul  was  of  marble, 
and  it  was  thus  insensible  to  some  of  the  finest  feelings  of  our  nature.  Not  that  Na- 
poleon was  without  gentleness  aud  even  playfulness  in  his  disposition.  When  pleased 
and  unopposed,  there  was  a  charming  yivacity  in  his  manner  which  irresistibly  won 
all  hearts.  He  was  fond  of  ej*piegl*'ne  even  with  prown-up  people ;  and  in  the  owe  of 
(Children,  who  were  always  favorites  with  him,  there  was  no  limit  to  his  good  humor. 
But  he  could  not  brook  contradiction  or  opposition,  and  bad  not  the  slightest  considera- 
tion for  others  when  they  stood  in  the  way  of  his  caj^rice.  He  was  the  sun  round  which 
others  were  to  revolve;  but  though  attracted  by  his  influence,  they  were  kept  at  too 
great  a  distance  to  feel  the  warmth  of  his  friendship  or  affection.' 

•  ••••• 

*Whex  we  turn  from  his  character  to  his  actions,  and  ask  in  what  respect  he  bene- 
fited mankind,  the  answer  is  most  unsatisfactory.  Perhaps  no  man  ever,  for  the  sake  of 
his  own  restless  ambition,  inflicted  so  much  positive  misery  upon  his  species.  His  path 
was  that  of  the  destroyer.  Kingdoms  were  trodden  down  under  the  iron  heel  of  conquest, 
and  wherever  he  appeared  with  his  armies,  bliH)d  was  poured  upon  the  ground  like 
water.  A  fierce  soldiery  was  let  loose  upon  the  countries  of  Europe,  which  spoiled 
the  inhabitants,  ravaged  the  fields,  and  swept  away  as  with  a  whirl-wind  the  accumu- 
lations of  years  of  industry  and  peace.  A  military  despotism  on  a  scale  of  unparalleled 
magnitude  was  establfshed,  which  abrogated  all  political  rights,  and  strove  to  trample 
out  all  national  distinctions.  If  the  sttrrows  of  a  single  hero  or  heroine  in  a  tale  of 
fiction  can  move  our  hearts  and  powerfully  awake  our  sympathies,  let  us  think  for  a 
moment  on  the  amount  of  human  suffering  caused  by  the  career  of  Napoleox.  It  is 
hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say  that  the  land  was  as  the  Garden  of  Eden  before  him,  and 
behind  him  a  desolate  wilderness.  Tears  did  nut  fail  to  flow  for  each  homestead  burned, 
each  family  outraged,  each  peasant  and  each  soldier  slain,  in  that  long  scries  of  years 
during  which  he  niled  the  destinies  of  France.  And  what  did  France  gain  under  his 
sway?  A  code  of  laws  which  is  his  best  title  to  her  gratitude,  and  that  which  she  va- 
lues more  —  military  glory.  But  at  what  a  price  T\*as  that  glory  purchased !  The  bravest 
and  the  best  of  her  sons  died  in  distant  fields  of  battle,  amidst  the  sands  of  Egypt  fut 
the  snows  of  Russia.  A  ruthless  conscription  depopulated  the  villages,  and  at  last 
reached,  in  its  downward  course,  youths  who  were  just  emerging  into  manhood,  but 
who  were  still  rather  bovs  than  men.  Her  treasure  was  exhausted;  her  liberties  were 
gone.  A  system  of  ejtpumnafr*'  betrayed  family-secrets  to  the  minister  of  police,  whose 
agents  were  every  where,  and  whose  omnipresence  no  one  could  escape.  And  at  last 
came  bitter  retribution  for  the  long-continued  and  daring  attempt  against  the  rights  of 
nations.  Her  soil  was  invaded ;  her  capital  was  taken ;  and  Pandours  and  Cossacks 
bivouacked  in  the  Champ-de-Mars,  while  English  soldiers  kept  guard  at  the  Louvre, 
and  foreign  bayonets  brought  back  the  King  whom  she  had  driven  into  exile  jand  pro- 
claimed an  outlaw. 

'  Of  his  merits  as  a  great  Captain  we  need  not  speak.  Such  a  World-Conqueror  will 
perhaps  never  be  seen  again.  But  we  may  hope  the  time  is  coming,  if,  indeed,  it  has 
not  already  come,  when  men  will  sit  in  stern  judgment  upon  those  who,  without  ade- 
quate and  just  cause,  and  for  the  sake  of  their  own  aggrandizement,  involve  nations  in 
strife.  War  is  in  itself  an  unmitigated  curse.  It  is  indeed  the  abomination  of  dcsoli^ 
tion.  It  may  impose  upon  the  imagination  with  all  its  proud  pomp  and  circumstanee ; 
and  few  siglits  can  be  conceived  of  more  thrilling  interest  than  toe  march  of  a  ffreat 
army  in  compact  array.  But  follow  that  army  to  the  battle-field.  See  it  aAer  the  uiodt 
of  conflict,  when  the  clash  of  swords  is  over,  and  the  artillery  has  cea.sed  to  thunder. 
Listen  to  the  cries  of  the  wounded  and  the  groans  of  the  dying :  follow  the  suigeon, 
and  observe  what  his  mission  is  when  the  battle  is  won,  and  acres  of  Goo's  fair  earth 
are  strewed  with  corpses,  and  converted  into  a  vast  charnel-house.    And  what  sorrow 
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accompanies  tb»  tidings  of  every  Tictor j !  The  child  is  fatherless,  and  the  wife  a  widow ; 
and  the  wail  of  mourning  for  those  who  have  fallen,  mingles  with  the  shout  with  which 
the  nation  exults  in  its  success.  War  may  be  a  necessity  in  defence  of  outraged  rights^ 
and  to  repel  aggression,  but  it  ought  ever  to  be  looked  upon  as  a  miserable  calamity ; 
and  he  who  wantonly  provokes  it  is  one  of  the  worst  enemies  of  his  race.' 

There  are  two  good  engravings  in  the  first  volume,  representing  the  old  resi- 
dence of  Napolbon  and  his  suite  at  Longwood,  and  the  new  and  more  capa- 
cious edifice,  built  for  the  illustrious  prisoner  and  his  companions  in  exile,  just 
l;>efore  his  death. 


Thb  Blooo^tons.   By  Dokald  MacCeod,  Author  of  *  Pynnshurst,'  *  Life  of  Sir  Wal- 
IBB  Scott,*  etc.    New- York :  Charles  Scbibner. 

Mb.  MacLeod  is  the  author  of  a  life  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  published  about 
a  year  ago ;  a  judicious  and  very  charming  specimen  in  a  difficult  department 
of  literature,  presenting,  within  the  short  compass  of  a  single  volume,  every 
material  fact  in  the  domestic  and  literary  life  of  the  author,  lucidly  arranged, 
and  written  with  a  glowing  warmth  and  sincerity,  proceeding  not  more  from 
a  clannish  feeling,  than  from  a  thorough  appreciation  of  that  great  genius, 
right-minded,  and  noble  hearted  man.  There  is  no  other  work  which  supplies 
the  place  of  it;  for,  although  confessedly  gathering  its  materials  from  tlie 
cumbersoBie  biography  of  Lockhart,  as  well  as  from  every  other  available 
source,  it  is  in  style  and  composition  purely  original,  portraying,  in  every  phase, 
and  on  many  pages,  with  exceeding  eloquence,  those  traits,  revealed  in  the 
reverses  of  fortune,  which  made  Sir  Walter's  moraL  life  outshme  his  intel- 
lectual ;  a  heart  which  was  the  very  fount  of  every  kindly  and  generous  affec- 
tion, a  pride  and  independence  which  never  kneeled,  an  honesty  sincere  and 
incorrupted,  which  nerved  him  to  those  gigantic  struggles  in  the  midst  of 
which  he  died  victorious.  From  the  time  of  liis  earliest  years  until  the  pen 
dropped  from  Sir  Walter's  fingers,  Mr.  MacLeod  has  portrayed  this  life 
faithfully  and  beautifully. 

The  present  work,  by  its  title,  will  be  apt  to  excite  the  curiosity  of  the 
reader,  nor  will  that  curiosity  be  disappointed.  It  combines  the  charm  of  cm 
autobiography  with  the  high- wrought  interest  of  a  tale,  gradually  increasing 
in  excitement  as  the  denouement  draws  nigh,  nor  will  the  most  ingenious  and 
scrutinizing  reader  be  likely  to  divine  what  the  end  will  be.  When  we  say 
this,  it  is  accoading  the  highest  compliment  to  a  romance  or  tale.  There  is^ 
moreover,  a  truth  to  nature  in  the  scenes  and  personages  described,  which  im- 
presses you  with  the  idea  that  the  story  is  not  fictitious,  but  real ;  and  this  we 
are  inclined  to  think,  so  far  as  the  general  outline  is  concerned.  Indeed,  this 
professes  to  be  a  life-historjr,  '  a  story  of  the  passions,  joys,  sorrows,  accidents, 
incidents,  observations,  and  circumstances,  which  have  concurred  in  making 
up  an  existence,'  and  that  drop  in  the  ocean  of  eternity.'  '  Shall  I  not  touch 
your  heart,*  says  the  author,  *  when  I  play  upon  the  strings  of  my  own  ?  When 
I  say,  0  friend,  I  too  have  loved,  and  acted,  and  sorrowed,  and  eryoyed  ?  For 
it  is  true.  I  have  experienced  most  of  the  feelings  which  we  know  to  be 
human :  smiles  have  beamed  brightly  upon  my  face  ;  and  big  tears  also  have 
rolled  heavily,  in  deep  mournfulness,  over  my  cheek,  while  the  strong  painful 
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throbs  of  my  heart  k^pt  time  to  them,  as  the  tap  of  the  muffled  dram  keeps 
time  to  the  falling  drops  when  they  bury  a  soldier  in  the  rain/  And  farther 
on  in  his  prefatial  essay,  he  remarks :  '  I  find  my  heart  full,  and  wish  to  write. 
A  human  life,  even  the  humblest  one,  is  a  solemn  thing,  and  cannot  be  nnin- 
fitructive.  We  know  Who  gave  it ;  to  Whom  it  shall  be  rendered ;  and  there 
is  a  deep  and  holy  lesson  in  every  life-history,  from  that  which  hath  endured  in 
its  strong  grandeur,  like  a  centenary  oak,  to  that  which  only  blossomed  and 
vanished  like  a  lily  of  the  valley  by  the  side  of  a  brook/ 

So  then  the  biography  begins,  and  the  reminiscences  of  early  days,  the  '  Old 
House '  at  Greenwich,  the  *  long  lane  full  of  sweet-briers  and  wild  rose-bushes, 
which  ran  through  the  orchard,'  the  cedar-rows  *  where  sentimental  Love-Lane 
extended,'  the  '  tall  old  willows  and  low  white  stones  which  studded  that  fieki 
and  acre  of  our  God,  where  so  many  loved  ones  slept — loved  ones  who  had 
grown  weary,  and  were  lying  there  at  rest ; '  the  historical  brook  rising  in 
Green  Hill,  which  flowed  through  Greenwich  and  emptied  into  the  Hudson, 
'abounding  in  eels,  mud-turtles,  and  garter-snakes,  its  banks  illustrious  for 
elder-berries  and  wild-cherries ; '  and  Cedar-Creek,  where  you  could  ^  skate  for 
leagues  through  the  thick,  low  evergreens ;  Cedar-Creek,  the  battle-field  where 
was  waged  a  relentless  war  with  Bowery-Boys : '  these,  and  a  multitude  of 
kindred  things,  are  sketched  with  exceeding  sweetness  and  grapliic  power  of 
description.  This  par(  of  the  book  cannot  fail  to  bring  back  a  vivid  memory 
to  the  old  inhabitant  of  Gotham,  of  the  Stuyvesant  meadows,  where  perhaps 
he  skated  in  the  days  of  his  youth,  and  of  places  where  country-seats  were 
once  built,  and  pastoral  scenes  were  once  enacted ;  but  now  the  hills  are  levelled, 
and  the  sewers  are  constructed  underground,  and  the  gas-pipes  are  carried,  and 
you  see,  where  the  briers  and  honey-suckles  grew  a  few  years  since,  nothing 
but  *  streets  of  palaces,  and  walks  of  state.' 

And  the  portraits  of  characters  who  figured  in  that  c(miparative  antiquity, 
will  not  less  strike  tlie  reader ;  the  father  and  the  mother  who  graced  the  man- 
sion ;  Mrs.  Broze,  '  an  old  lady  who  smelled  of  peppermint,'  and  who  had  a 
wonderful  penchant  for  that  pungent  confection  ;  the  '  brown-eyed,  black-haired 
Sister  Flora,  who  strengthened  me  when  I  was  alone,  supported  me  when  I 
suffered,  won  me  back  when  I  strayed,  defended  me  when  attacked,  loved  me 
through  all  my  fortunes,  and  partly  for  whom  I  now  write  this  book  ; '  Mar- 
tha, and  Old  Soo.,  who,  though  last,  figures  not  least  in  the  history  of  one 
whose  character  and  bias  appear  to  be  partly  derived  from  parentage,  partly 
from  associations,  and  largely  from  the  reading  of  romantic  story.  This  last 
element  has  much  to  do  in  the  construction  of  the  latter  half  of  the  volume, 
and  causes  it  to  stand  in  a  very  painful  contrast  with  the  first.  When  the 
Ocean  is  once  crossed,  it  does  not  separate  continents  more  widely  than  it  does, 
by  a  change  of  views,  that  period  of  life  which  is  between  youtli  and  confirmed 
manhood.  In  this,  however,  we  shall  not  anticipate  the  reader,  nor  give  any 
hint,  but  rather  leave  him  to  derive  the  same  enjoyment  from  the  perusal  of 
the  story  which  we  have  done.  A  tinge  is  given  to  the  whole  work  by  the 
strong  imbibition  which  the  author  has  evidently  taken  from  German  literature, 
in  which  he  appears  to  be  well  read-up ;  but  we  prefer  to  recur  rather  to  those 
healthful  passages  which  have  been  drawn  from  Nature  herself,  than  from 
^oee  which  accord  with  the  romances  of  Ds  la  Moftb  Fouqu^,  or  are  even 


1854.]  Literary  Notices,  75 

derived  from  the  spirit  of  the  music  of  Mendelssohn,  Weber,  Beethoven,  and 
Master  Mozart.  Here  is  one  genuine  and  natural  picture,  out  of  many  with 
which  the  book  abounds : 

'Akd  then,  at  the  end  of  the  year,  there  came  the  greatest  baby  ever  revealed  to 
mankiDd,  with  the  roundest  and  openest  eyes,  and  the  most  hair  on  its  head,  of  any 
neoligos  upon  record.  Viewed  merely  as  a  baby  to  poke  your  finger  at  in  order  to 
make  it  crow,  that  baby  was  unsurpassed ;  its  manner  of  nestling  its  head  in  the  mater- 
nal bosom,  and  its  powers  of  looking  cautiously  over  one  shoulder  and  ducking  suddenly 
back  again,  were  positively  sublime.  Then  the  child's  supernatural  intelligence!  It 
actually  knew,  as  its  mother  asseverated,  when  it  was  hungry.  I  became  alarmed,  and 
bought  it  a  skipping-rope,  a  hoop,  and  three  different  descriptions  of  go-carts,  when  it 
was  but  three  weeks  old,  lest  its  intellectual  development  snould  pruvfe  too  rapid  for 
its  physical  health.* 

And  not  inferior  to  this,  is  the  account  of  Trudchen,  *  poor,  honest,  un- 
handy, imperious  Trudchen.'  We  have  perhaps  hinted  enough  to  excite  a 
desire  to  read  this  charming  volume,  the  freshness  of  which  will  serve  to  wile 
away  a  few  hours  most  gratefully  at  the  winter  fire-side.  There  is,  running 
through  all  the  writings  of  Mr.  MacLeod,  and  especially  tljrough  his  '  Pynns- 
hurst,'  a  vigor  of  thought,  a  neatness  and  handiwork  in  authorship,  a  delicacy 
of  limning,  a  fervid  and  energetic  style  and  fancy,  which  mark  him  as  a  scholar 
and  a  poet 


Lswm  OF  Bbnjamin  Robkrt  Hatdon,  Historical  Painter :  from  his  Autobiofi^phy  aijd 
Journals.  Edited  and  compiled  by  Tom  Taylor,  Esq.,  of  the  Inner  Temple.  In  two 
volumes :  pp.  1064.    New-York :  HAapBa  and  Brothers.  \ 

Seldom  have  we  taken  up,  in  modern  days,  two  more  attractive  volumes  than 
these.  Their  interest  is  various.  In  the  first  place,  it  is  a  sad  thing  to  trace 
a  sensitive  man  of  genius  through  a  life  of  wonderful  vicissitude,  through  early 
struggles  to  ultimate  triumph,  final  despair,  and,  at  last,  death  by  his  own  hand. 
And  in  tracing  his  course  through  these  intervals,  we  are  brought  into  immedi- 
ate communication  with  scores  of  men,  of  literary,  military,  and  artistic  cele- 
brity ;  men  who  left  their  mark  upon  the  age  in  which  they  flourished.  The 
editor,  who  has  performed  his  own  part  of  the  work  with  great  good  judgment 
and  taste,  has  permitted  him  to  write  his  life  himself,  so  that  it  is  not  a  biography, 
but  an  autobiography.  It  was  the  editor's  task  *  only  to  clean,  varnish,  and  set 
in  the  best  light  the  portrait  of  himself  which  the  autobiographer  left  behind 
him ; '  occasionally,  he  hints,  *  wiping  away  chills  or  mildew,  stopping  a  hole  or 
repairing  a  crack  ;  removing  impurities  or  bringing  obscure  parts  into  sight,' 
but  never  re-painting  or  *  improving.'  IIaydon,  affirms  Mr.  Taylor,  (•  of  the 
Inner  Temple,  Esq.,'  according  to  the  title-page,)  *  is  presented  in  these  volumes, 
if  not  *  in  his  habit  as  he  lived,'  at  least  as  he  thought,  or  wished,  at  any  rate, 
the  world  to  believe  he  lived.  The  portrait  is,  therefore,  better  than  any  other 
man  could  draw.  The  vainest  human  being  knows  himself  better  than  the 
mofct  clear-sighted  observer  knows  him,  and  his  own  description  of  himself  will 
always  be  the  best  we  can  obtain  ;  for  even  his  mis-statements,  exaggerations, 
and  perversions,  are  characteristic,  and  like  no  other  man's.'  This  is  perfectly 
true  ;  and  *  by  consequence,'  while  you  sympathize  with  his  subject,  when  sor- 
row weighs  4iim  down,  when  he  lies  prostrated  by  the  *  slings  and  arrows  of 
outrageous  fortune,'  you  do  not  altoc^ether  overlook,  nor  fail  to  condemn,  the 
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repining  spirit,  the  querulons,  petulant  npbraidings,  which,were  but  too  maniM^ 
even  in  his  better  days.  We  would  like  the  reader  to  contrast,  in  this  regai^ 
the  life  and  character  of  our  great  landscape-artist,  Cole,  with  that  of  Hatdov. 
One  word,  before  we  proceed  to  sudi  extracts  as  we  can  find  room  fin; 
touching  the  study  of  his  art,  as  practised  by  Haydon.  What  a  lesson  to 
young  artists  is  his  laborious  preparation !  Taking  casts  from  living  sabjeda, 
attending  dissections  of  men  and  animals,  and  making  elaborate  drawings,  even 
to  minute  '  articulations,'  of  all  that  he  saw,  so  that  he  might  perfect  himself 
in  his  noble  art.  Apropos  of  casts ;  here  is  a  passage  we  have  thnmlHmiledt 
which  struck  us  forcibly  in  the  perusal ;  for  it  took  us  back  to  the  time  when 
we  lay  down  in  the  coffin-like  box  in  which  Mr.  Fowlbr,  the  Phrenolc^^iaOy 
takes  his  plaster-casts,  and  permitted  our  face  and  head  to  be  covered  with  a 
species  of  warm  hasty-pudding ;  and  when  we  tried  to  laugh,  as  the  operator 
was  apparently  trying  to  feed  us  with  a  spoonful  of  the  compound,  we  fooiid 
that  the  plaster  had  set,  and  the  muscles  would  n't  ^  act ! '  That  was  a  pleasant 
fix !    But  to  our  extract : 

*  Pushed  to  enthusiasm  bj  the  beauty  of  this  man's  fornij  I  cast  him,  drew  bink,  and 
naiated  him  till  I  had  mastered  every  part.  I  had  all  his  jomts  moulded  in  ereir  stage, 
from  their  greatest  possible  flexion  to  their  greatest  possible  extension.  The  man  hims^ 
and  the  moulders  took  fire  at  my  eagerness ;  and  af^er  having  two  whole  figures  moulded, 
he  said  he  thought  he  could  bear  another  to  be  done  if  I  wished  it ;  of  course  I  wishea 
it,  so  we  set  to  again.  In  moulding  from  nature  great  care  is  rcauired,  because  the 
various  little  movements  of  the  skin  produce  perpetual  cracks ;  ana  if  the  man's  back 
is  moulded  first,  by  the  time  you  come  to  his  cnest  he  labors  to  breathe  greatly,  k>  that 
you  must  then  have  the  plaster  rubbed  up  and  down  with  great  rapidity  till  it  aeta. 
We  had  been  repeatedly  bafiled  in  oar  attempt  at  this  stage,  and  I  therefore  thoagbt  of 
a  plan  to  prevent  the  difficulty  —  to  build  a  wall  round  him,  so  that  plaster  mignt  be 
poured  in,  and  set  all  around  him  equally  and  at  once.  This  was  agreed  u^n.  The 
man  was  put  into  a  position,  extremely  happy  at  the  promise  of  success,  as  he  was  verr 

Sroud  of  nis  figure.  Seven  bushels  of  plaster  were  mixed  at  once  and  poured  in  till  it 
oated  up  to  the  neck.  The  moment  it  set,  it  pressed  so  equally  upon  him  that  hia  ribs 
had  no  room  to  expand  for  his  lungs  to  play,  and  he  gasped  out,  *  I  —  I  —  I  die  I ' 
Terrified  at  his  appearance,  for  he  had  actuaUy  droppea  his  head,  I  seized  with  the 
workmen  the  front  part  of  the  mould,  and  by  one  supernatural  effort  split  it  in  three 
large  pieces,  and  pulled  the  man  out,  who,  almost  gone,  lay  on  the  ground  senseleee 
ana  steaming  witn  perspiration.  By  degrees  we  recovered  him,  and  then  looking  at 
the  hinder  part  of  the  mould,  which  had  not  been  injured,  I  saw  the  moat  beautifii] 
aight  on  earth.  It  had  taken  the  impression  of  his  figure  with  all  the  purity  of  a  shell, 
and  when  it  was  joined  to  the  three  front-pieces,  there  appeared  the  most  beautiful  caat 
ever  tdken  from  nature ;  one  which  I  will  defy  any  one  m  the  world  to  equal,  unless  he 
will  risk,  as  I  unthinkingly  did,  the  killing  of  the  man  be  is  moulding.  I  was  ao 
alarmed  when  I  reflected  on  what  I  had  nearly  done,  that  I  moulded  no  more  whole 
figures.  The  fellow  himself  was  quite  as  eager  as  ever,  though  very  weak  for  a  day  or 
two.  The  surgeons  said  he  would  have  died  in  a  second  or  two  longer.  I  rewarded 
the  man  well  for  his  sufleriugs,  and  before  three  days,  he  came,  after  having  been  up  all 
night  drinking,  quite  tipsy,  and  begged  to  know,  with  his  eyes  fixed,  if  I  should  wuit 
to  Kill  him  any  more.' 

Tlie  following,  taken  from  an  account  of  a  visit  which  Haydon  paid  to 
Shakspe.\rk's  birth-place  at  Stratford,  is  in  a  very  picasant  and  graphic  de- 
scriptive vein : 

*  The  house-keeper  of  Washington  Irvino's  time  was  married.  I  saw  the  saine 
pictures  as  he  saw,  and  am  convinced  the  hall  is  nearlv  the  same  as  when  Shakspbarb 
was  brought  to  it.  I  saw  the  old  stair-case,  and  a  collection  of  pictures,  with  a  good 
one  or  two  among  them  —  one  a  genuine  Teniers  of  his  marriage — a  fine  Hondekoeter } 


ahowingtheai- 
o«.*«»  <»  tt.«  vi«ov«uu«»u.o  ^^.  ...^  loiisy'  Luct:  that  satire  sticks  to  them,  and  ever 
must,  as  long  as  the  earth  is  undestroycd.  They  sent  for  my  card,  but  nothing  came 
of  it    Perhaps  they  never  heard  of  my  name. 
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' '  This  is  the  hall,*  said  tha  Mnisbley  good-humored  house-keeper,  '  where  Sir  THOMAg 
tried  Sbakspbark/ 

'  This  is  evidentlj  the  way  the  family-pride  alludes  to  the  fact,  and  I  dare  say  ser- 
Tants  and  all  think  Shakspbarb  a  profligate,  dissolute  fellow,  who  ought  to  hare  been 
transported. 

'In  the  great  hall-window  were  the  Luct  arms — three  luces.  I  lefk  the  ill-bred, 
inhospitable  house,  my  respect  for  the  Lucibs  by  no  means  much  higher  than  Shaks- 
pbarb a;  but  the  park  amply  compensated  me,  for  a  nobler,  more  ancient,  and  more 
poetical  forest  I  never  saw. 

'  F«lbrook  I  could  not  stay  to  see :  but  if  I  live,  I  will  spend  a  week  at  Stratford,  and 
ransdbk  every  hole  and  stream,  and  no  doubt  shall  find  the  very  place  where  JAgcBS 
soliloquised  upon  the  wounded  deer. 

*  Just  as  I  came  again  among  the  venerable  trees,  it  be^an  to  rain  with  a  jubilee 
vigor,  but  the  invuln^itble  foliage  completelv  secured  me.  I  sat  down  on  the  roots  of 
an  ancient  lime,  and  mused  on  the  house  before  me.  A  misshapen,  moss-grown  statue 
of  IhAKA,  on  a  pedestid,  as  old  as  the  house,  was  at  the  end  of  the  large  trees ;  and  as 
I  sat  in  thought,  a  beautiful  speckled  doe  and  her  young  one,  after  regarding  me  for  a 
moment,  sprang  off  with  a  light  spring,  as  if  their  feet  were  feathered.  A^in  they 
stopped,  and  again  stared,  and  a^m  thev  were  off,  and  dashed  behind  some  mclosure. 
Weary  of  the  rain,  I  sallied  forth,  and  after  crossing  the  meadow,  came  into  the  road ; 
but,  (fisdainine  the  beaten  track,  I  plunged  into  a  by-path,  which  brought  me  to  the 
river,  of  which  I  caught  a  long,  placid,  and  billowed  stretch,  as  lucid  as  a  mirror,  re- 
flecting earth  and  sky  in  sleepy  splendor.  I  mounted  the  bank  again,  and  scrambling 
throu^  a  damp,  soaKing  path,  came  out  on  the  road,  drenched. 

'  I  could  not  help  remarking  how  short  a  road  is  when  in  pursuit  of  any  object,  and 
how  tedious  after  tne  object  is  gained. 

'  Wet  to  the  knees,  I  passed,  as  I  approached  the  old  bridge,  an  humble  sign  of  the 
Plough  and  Harrow.  In  I  walked,  ana  found  an  old  dame  mowing  a  wood-nre  —  the 
room  and  chimney  of  the  same  age  as  Shakspbarb.  On  a  form  with  a  back,  sat  a  coun- 
tryman smoking,  and  by  the  window  a  decent  girl  making  a  gown.  On  the  table  by 
the  door  was  a  Dundle  of  pipes,  inclosed  in  three  rings,  the  two  end-rings  resting  on 
two  feet.  A  clock  made  by  sharp,  (who  bought  Shakspbare's  mulberry-tree,)  a  cnest 
of  drawers  on  three  legs,  the  old  furniture,  and  the  whole  room  looking  clean,  humble, 
and  honest.  I  orderea  ale,  which  was  excellent,  and  giving  the  smoker  a  pint,  asked 
him  if  he  ever  heard  of  Shakspbarb. 

'  *  To  be  sure,'  said  he ;  *  but  he  was  not  bom  in  Henley  street' 

*  *  Where  was  he  bom  ? ' 

*  *  Bv  the  water-side,  to  be  sure.* 

*  *  Why,*  said  I,  'how  do  you  know  that?  * 

*  *  Why  John  Cooper,  in  the  alms-houses.* 
«'Who*she?*  said  I. 

' '  What  does  he  know  about  it  ?  *  siud  the  old  hostess. 

' '  Nonsense !  *  said  the  ^oung  girl. 

'  My  pot  companion,  giving  a  mrious  smoke  at  being  thus  floored  at  his  first  attempt 
to  put  forth  a  new  theory  of  Shakspeare's  birth-place,  looked  at  me  very  grave,  and 
prepared  to  overwhelm  me  at  once.    He  puffed  away,  and  after  taking  a  sip,  said : 

*  *  Ah,  Sir,  there 's  another  wonderful  fellow.' 

'  'Who? '  said  I,  imagining  some  genius  of  Stratford  who  might  contest  the  palm. 

*  'Why,'  said  he,  with  more  gravity  than  ever,  'why,  John  Cooper.* 
'  'John  Coopbr!  '  said  I;  'why,  what  has  he  doner' 

' '  Why,  Zur,  I  '11  teH  'ee ; '  and  then  laying  his  pipe  down,  and  leaning  on  his  elbow, 
and  lookmg  right  into  my  eyes  under  his  old  weather-beaten,  embrowned  hat, '  I  '11  tell 
*ee.  He  *s  lived  ninetv  years  in  this  here  town,  man  and  boy,  and  has  never  had  ihe 
tooth-ache,  and  never  lost  wan.* 

'  He  then  took  up  his  pipe,  letting  the  smoke  ooze  from  the  sides  of  his  mouth  instead 
of  puffing  it  out  horizontally,  till  it  ascended  in  curls  of  conscious  victory  to  the  ceiling 
of  the  apartment,  while  my  companion  leaned  back  his  head  and  crossed  his  legs  with 
an  air  or  superior  intelligence,  as  if  this  conversation  must  now  conclude.' 

In  the  ensuing  passage  from  the  autobiographic  journal  of  the  artist,  while 
he  was  at  WaJmer  Castle,  taking  the  portrait  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  the 
reader  will  find  '  His  Grace '  in  a  somewhat  new  and  pleasing  character,  the 
play-fellow  of  little  children  : 

'  The  Duke  talked  of  the  want  of  fuel  in  Spain  ;  of  what  the  troops  suffered,  and  how 
whole  houses,  so  many  to  a  division,  were  pulled  down  regularly  and  paid  fur  to  serve 
as  fuel.  He  said  every  Englishman  who  has  a  home  goes  to  bed  at  night.  He  found 
bivouacking  was  not  suitable  to  the  character  of  the  English  soldier.    He  got  drunk. 
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and  lay  down  under  any  hedge.  Discipline  was  destroyed.  But  when  he  introcluoed 
tents,  every  soldier  belonged  to  his  tent,  and,  drunk  or  sober,  he  got  to  it  before  he 
went  to  sleep.    I  said : 

*  *  Your  Grace,  the  French  always  biTouac.' 

' '  Yes/  he  replied,  *  because  French,  Spanish,  and  all  other  nations,  lie  any  whera. 
It  is  their  habit.    They  hare  no  homes.' 

'  The  Duke  said  the  natural  state  of  man  was  plunder.  Society  was  based  on  the 
security  of  property  alone.  It  was  for  that  object  men  associated ;  and  he  thought  we 
were  coming  to  the  natural  state  of  society  very  fast. 

'  I  studledhis  fine  head  intensely.  Aubithxot  had  begun  to  doze.  I  was  like  a  hunp 
newly-trimmed,  and  could  have  listened  all  night.  The  Duke  gave  a  tremendous  jAwn, 
and  said : 

'  '  It  is  time  to  go  to  bed.' 

*  Candles  were  rung  for.  He  took  two,  and  lighted  them  himself.  The  rest  lighted 
their  own.  The  Duke  took  one,  and  garc  me  (being  the  stranger)  the  other,  and  led  the 
way.  At  an  old  view  of  Dover  in  the  hall,  he  stopped  and  explained  about  the  eDcroadh> 
ments  of  the  sea.  I  studied  him  again  —  we  all  held  up  onr  candles.  Sir  Astlbt  went 
to  Mr.  Pitt's  bed-room,  and  said : 

*  *  God  bless  your  Grace.* 

*  They  dropped  off;  His  Graccf,  I,  and  the  valet  going  on.  I  came  to  my  room,  and 
aaid : 

*  *  Ck)D  bless  your  Grace.* 

'  I  saw  him  gt)  into  his.  When  I  got  to  bed  I  could  not  sleep.  Good  Goo !  I  thought, 
here  am  I  tftt-j^ttfe  with  the  greatest  man  on  earth,  and  the  noblest  —  the  conqueror 
of  Napoleon  —  sitting  with  him,  talking  to  him,  sleeping  near  him !  His  mind  is  un- 
impaired; his  conversation  powerful,  humorous^  witty,  argumentative,  sound,  moraL 
Would  he  throw  his  stories,  fresh  from  nature,  mto  his  speeches,  the  effect  would  be 
prodigious.  Ue  would  double  their  impression.  I  am  deeply  interested,  and  passion- 
ately affected.    Goi>  bless  his  Grace,  I  repeat. 

•i2TH.  At  ten  we  breakfasted  —  the  Duke,  Sir  Astlkt,  Mr.  Booth,  and  myself.  He 
put  me  on  his  right. 

*  *  Which  will  ye  have,  black  tea  or  green  ?  * 

*  *  Black,  your  Grace.* 
"Bring  black.' 

'  Black  was  brought,  and  I  ate  a  hearty  breakfast.    In  the  midst,  six  dear,  healthy, 
noisy  children  were  brought  to  the  windows. 
'  'Let  them  in,'  said  the  Duke;  and  in  they  came,  and  rushed  over  to  him,  saying: 

*  *  How  d'ye  do,  Duke  ?  how  d'ye  do,  Duke  ?  * 
'One  boy,  young  Grey,  roared : 

*  *  1  want  some  tea,  Duke ! ' 

'  *  You  shall  have  it,  if  you  promise  not  to  slop  it  over  me,  as  you  did  yesterday.' 
'  Toast  and  tea  were  then  in  demand.    Three  got  on  one  side  and  three  on  the  other, 

and  he  hugged  'em  all.    Tea  was  poured  out,  and  I  saw  little  Grct  try  to  slop  it  over 

the  Duke's  frock-coat.    Sir  Astley  said : 

*  *  You  did  not  expect  to  see  this.' 

'  They  all  then  rushed  out  on  the  leads,  by  the  cannon,  and  after  breakfast  I  saw  the 
Duke  romping  with  the  whole  of  them ;  and  one  of  them  gave  his  Grace  a  devil  of  a 
thump.  I  went  round  to  my  bed-room.  The  children  came  to  the  window,  and  a  deur 
little  ulack-eved  girl  began  romping.     I  put  my  head  out  and  said : 

*  *  I'll  catch  you.' 

'Just  as  I  did  this,  the  Duke,  who  did  not  see  me,  put  his  head  out  at  the  door  close 
to  my  room.  Number  ten,  which  leads  to  the  leads,  and  sjiid: 

*  'I'll  catch  ye!  ha!  ha!  I've  got  ye!'  at  which  they  all  ran  away.  He  looked  at 
Ihcm  and  laugHed,  and  went  in. 

*  He  then  told  me  to  choose  my  room  and  get  my  light  in  order,  and  after  hunting,  he 
Krould  sit.  I  did  so,  and  about  two,  he  gave  nio  an  nour  and  a  half  I  hit  his  grand, 
Rpright,  manly  expression.  He  looked  like  an  eagle  of  the  gods  who  had  put  on  human 
shape,  and  had  got  silver}'  with  age  and  .<(ervice.  At  first  I  was  a  little  affected,  but  I 
hit  his  features,  and  all  went  off.  Riding  hard  made  him  rosy  and  dozy.  His  color 
was  fresh.    All  the  portraits  are  too  pale. 

Very  graphic  is  the  sketch  of  IIaydon  before  the  Insolvent  Court.  It  is 
evident,  says  his  editor,  that  he  attitudinized  a  great  deal  too  consciously  on 
the  occasion : 

'  There  is  something  in  a  court  of  justice  deeply  affecting.  The  grave,  good  look  of 
the  robed  judges ;  the  pertinacious,  ferreting  air  of  the  counsel ;  the  ^ger,  listening 
faces  of  the  spectators ;  the  prisoner  standing  up  like  a  soul  in  Purgatory.  At  last,  np 
rose  a  grave,  olack-robed  man,  and  said  in  a  loud  voice : 
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' '  Benjamin  Robbrt  Hatdon I  Does  any  one  appear?  Benjamin  Robert  Hat'don  1 
'  No  body  came,  and  I  mounted.  My  heart  beat  violently.  I  put  my  clinched  hand 
on  the  platform  where  the  judges  sat,  and  bun?  the  other  over  my  hat.  There  was  a 
dead  silence ;  then  I  heard  pens  moving :  then  there  was  a  great  buzz.  I  feared  to  look 
about.  At  last  I  turned  my  head  right  facing  the  spectators.  First,  the  whole  row  of 
counsellors  were  looking  liKe  ferrets,  knitting  their  orows,  and  turning  their  legal  faces 
up  to  me  with  a  half-piercing,  half-rousing  stare.  I  saw  nothing  behind  but  faces,  front 
and  profile,  staring  with  all  their  soul.  Startled  a  little,  I  turned,  and  caught  both 
judges  with  their  glasses  off,  darting  their  eyes  with  a  sort  of  interest.  I  felt  extremely 
agitated.  My  heart  swelled.  My  chest  hove  up,  and  I  gave  a  sigh  from  my  very  soul. 
I  was  honorably  acquitted,  bowea  low,  and  retired.' 

Here  our  extracts  must  eod ;  but  we  cannot  close  the  volumes  without  again 
commending  them  to  the  reader  as  replete  with  instruction  and  entertainment 
the  most  varied.    The  work  is  well  put  before  the  public,  by  the  publishers. 


MacLaurin's  Ststbm  of  Writing.    In  twelve  Parts.    Published  by  Charles  B.  Nor- 
TON,  Number  71,  Chamber^street,  laviNG-House. 

While  all  other  brandies  of  education  have  kept  pace  with  the  progress 
of  the  age,  the  art  of  writing  alone  seems  to  have  lagged  behind  :  it  is  pre- 
cisely where  it  was  forty  years  ago,  when  Carstairs  promulgated  his  method 
in  England.  From  that  time  to  the  present,  system  after  system,  method  after 
method,  have  shot,  like  meteors,  before  the  public  gaze,  and,  after  an  evanes- 
cent popularity,  sunk  below  the  horizon,  into  perpetual  darkness  and  oblivion. 
Indeed,  our  educational  institutions,  public  and  private,  have  been,  and  still 
are,  flooded  with  writing-books  of  every  imaginable  character  and  pretension. 
They  are,  however,  one  and  all,  but  the  crude,  ill-digested  productions  of  unre- 
flecting, inefficient  persons ;  mere  abortive  attempts,  necessarily  so  from  the 
total  absence  of  any  leading  principle,  and  merely  ringing  the  changes  on 
shades  of  difference  scarcely  perceptible;  so  much  so,  that  the  term  '\*ri ting- 
master  '  has  become  a  synonym  for  intellectual  weakness  and  imbecility,  for 
brains  of  the  size  and  organization  of  an  ostrich's ;  in  short,  for  a  word  which 
is  its  own  most  comprehensive  definition  —  a  writing-master !  In  view  of  these 
circumstances,  it  may  well  be  imagined  in  what  frame  of  mind  we  approached 
the  examination  of  another  system  of  writing.  That  examination,  however, 
reluctantly  undertaken,  has  succeeded  in  convincing  us  that  the  present  is  the 
best,  and,  indeed,  the  only  system  of  writing  that  deserves  that  appellation. 
It  is  philosophical  in  its  principles,  and  logical  and  rational  in  its  deductions : 
it  must  accomplish,  in  every  instance,  the  object  it  proposes  to  eflfect.  The 
work  embraces  twelve  books,  which  are  regularly  progressive  in  their  chnrac- 
ter.  In  all  the  systems  hitherto  in  use,  the  faculty  of  imitation  is  entirely  relied 
upon,  to  enable  the  pupil  to  produce,  as  nearly  as  possible,  a  fac-simile  of  the 
copy  before  him.  Now,  it  would  be  equally  rational  to  set  before  the  pupil  a 
picture  of  Raphael,  furnish  him  paints  and  brushes,  and  bid  him  copy  it. 
There  are  those  who  have  a  natural  talent  or  faculty  of  imitation :  such  will 
become  good  writers  under  any  system,  or  no  system  at  all.  But  the  great 
mass  of  scholars  require  some  contrivance  by  which  to  make  amends  for  the 
absence  of  the  imitative  faculty.  The  work  in  question  professes  to  give,  and 
we  believe  does  give,  the  necessary  assistance.  All  previous  systems  propose 
to  enable  the  pupil  to  write  well,  first,  and,  at  some  indefinitely-subsequent 
period,  to  superadd  the  ability  to  write  fast.    The  experience  of  the  world,  up 
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to  the  present  moment,  proves  this  method  to  be  an  entire  failure.  A  lad  who 
has  learned  at  school  to  write  weUy  slowly,  will  find  himself  utterly  unable  to 
increase  the  speed  of  his  writing,  and  at  the  same  time  to  retain  its  elegance. 
The  moment  he  attempts  to  write  faster  than  he  is  accustomed  to,  he  writes  ao 
entirely  different  hand,  having  no  connection  ¥rith,  or  similarity  to,  his  original 
slow  hand.  MacLaurin's  system  combines  the  two  elements,  rapidity  of  exe- 
cut  ion,  and  correctness  of  form,  from  the  very  first  lesson.  The  work  consists  of  a 
series  of  models,  enlarged  to  several  times  the  ordinary  size,  which  are  to  be  over- 
run fifty  or  sixty  times  each.  This  practice  is  intended  to  produce  the  greatest 
possible  freedom  in  the  motion  of  the  whole  arm  and  hand.  In  a  more  advanced 
stage,  the  motion  of  the  fingess  Ls  added,  thereby  combining  the  two  distinct 
movements,  viz. :  that  of  the  whole  arm  and  hand,  and  that  of  the  fingers  alone. 
Indeed;  this  division  of  the  work  may  be  denominated  a  system  of  gymnastic 
exercises,  intended  to  train  the  hand  and  arm,  so  that  the  hand  may  be  carried, 
with  unerring  accuracy,  to  any  part  of  the  page,  while  the  fingers  are  trained 
to  do,  with  equal  rapidity,  the  small  part  of  producing  the  letters.  All  this  is 
efifected  with  the  utmost  rapidity,  from  the  very  first  lesson,  combining,  at  the 
same  time,  the  most  perfect  correctness  of  form.  The  author  assures  us,  that 
pupils,  varymg  in  age  from  eight  to  fifty  years,  by  going  over  this  course  of 
practice,  are  enabled  to  write,  easily  and  handsomely,  at  the  rate  of  twentj 
folios  per  hour ;  a  degree  of  rapidity  which  has  never  been  attained  by  anj 
other  process,  the  ordinary  rate  for  an  accomplished  penman  being  ten  to 
twelve  folios  per  hour. 

Independently  of  its  intrinsic  merits,  this  system  has  received  the  sanction 
of  some  of  the  most  distinguished  teachers  and  educationalists  in  the  country. 
Madame  Cheoaray,  whose  celebrated  school  for  young  ladies  has,  for  so  many 
years,  been  one  of  the  ornaments  of  our  city ;  Jas.  N.  MacElligott,  LL.  D., 
one  of  our  most  successful  and  scientific  teachers ;  Mr.  Brbtram  Harrisoit, 
Principal  of  the  Bancroft  Institute ;  Mr.  Chas.  Coudkrt,  Principal,  for  the 
last  thirty  years,  of  the  Lyceum  bearing  his  name,  together  with  others,  equally 
favorably  known  to  the  community,  have  given  the  most  flattering  testimonials 
of  the  system,  after  witne.«!sing  its  success  in  their  resi)ective  establishments. 
This  system  is  now  in  successful  operation  in  more  than  fifty  of  the  public  and 
private  schools  of  New  -York  and  vicinity.  In  France,  it  has  been  submitted 
to  the  Minister  of  Public  Instruction,  and  we  have  seen  a  report  thereon,  pub- 
lished in  the  official  paper,  the  'Journal  General  de  V Instruction  Puhlique,*  of 
October  22,  1853,  in  which  the  system  is  highly  praised,  and  recoomiended  for 
adoption. 

We  consider  this  the  first  step  in  the  right  direction,  in  reference  to  th« 
teach  trig  of  writing,  and  cordially  recommend  the  work  to  teachers  and  aU 
those  interested  in  the  subject  of  education,  as  well  as  to  all  commercial  men: 
In  all  that  has  been  above  said,  we  do  not  wish  to  detract  from  the  merit  op 
ability  of  any  persons  now  engaged  in  the  business  of  writing.  Many  of  them 
we  know  to  be  elegant  penmen  j  but  it  has  not  been  sufficiently  considered, 
that  the  ability  to  write,  and  the  ability  to  teach  writing,  are  entirely  distinct 
qnalifi(*ation8.  A  man  may  be  a  splendid  writer,  and  yet  unable  to  teach  others 
to  write.  MacLaurin's  system  teaches  writing,  by  a  process  equally  applicable 
to  those  possessing  a  remarkable  faculty  of  imitation,  and  to  those  devoid  of 
any  such  faculty. 


gnnitenti  |«sliW  if  Siint  f  it^tlu. 

RioiiT  grateTuI  are  we  to  our  umqwbile  brother- 
stcwanl,  who,  more  fortunate  than  ourselves,  wot 
able  to  be  jw^seut  at  the  recent  annivereary  conven- 
tion of  the  Sons  of  Saint  Nicholas,  for  tbefollow- 
n  ^  ing  succinct  report  of  the '  savings  and  doings '  on 
-ft''"  that  always  delectable  occasbn :  '  For  the  first 
time  since  the  opening  of  the  splendid  atructnte 
whjcli  bears  his  vcierated  name,  the  Sona  of  Saint 
Nicholas  assembled  withinila  wails,  to  celebrate 
tlie  Festival  of  their  Patron  Saint,  on  the  day  nhich  history  has  assigned  as 
his  birth,  the  siith  of  December.  The  occaMon,  therefore,  beicg  one  of  more 
tiiao  nsual  intm^t,  a  formal  dedication,  as  it  were,  of  the  edifice  to  its  illustri- 
ous Saint,  drew  together  a  very  large  concourse  of  the  members.  The  Society 
convened  at  six  o'clock,  p.  h.,  for  the  transaction  of  business,  which  closed 
with  the  installation  of  the  officers  elect.  This  ceremony  was  performed  in  a 
most  graceful  and  iiiterestingnianner  by  the 'Committee  of  Inslalmenls.'Messra. 
J.  Db  Peister  Ooden  and  Aucusrua  Scuell,  when  the  following  gentlemen, 
'  tdected  at  the  special  meeting  held  November  fourteenth,  entered  upon  their 
duties  as  officers  of  the  S*ikt  NicnoLAs  Society  for  the  ensaing  year ; 
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Rev.  Thomas  E.  Vermilte,  D.D.,  \  fjHAPLAiNa. 
Rev.  William  M.  Johnson,  D.D.,  ) 

Benjamin  Drak^  M.D.,  )  Physicians. 

Abram  Dubois,  M.D.,  ) 

John  C.  Chessman,  M.D.,  )  ^ 

Richard  S.  Kissam,  M.D.  }  Consulting  Phtsicians. 

8- TEW    ARD8. 

^   Oerrit  G.  Van  Wagenen,  William  Dumont, 

Benjamin  H.  Field,  Adrian  B.  Holmes, 

John  Van  Buren,  Peter  H»  Vandervoort, 

Edward  Slosson.        ^ 

'  Between  seven  and  eight  o'clock,  the  Society  and  its  invited  gncsts  moved, 
to  the  inspiriting  sounds  of  a  most  excellent  Band,  to  the  new  dining-hall  of 
the  Hotel.  This  splendid  apartment,  by  far  the  most  elegant  in  the  city,  with 
its  superb  chandeliers,  elegantly-frescoed  ceiling,  and  very  tasteful  arrangement 
of  tables,  presented  a  coxijHVaiil  of  the  most  attractive  character.  The  flags 
of  Holland  and  the  United  States  meeting  in  graceful  folds  over  the  immenae 
mirrors  and  the  Society's  picture  of  New- Amsterdam  in  its  infancy,  were  the 
only  additional  decorations  of  the  room.  A  ddvi  was  elevated  at  the  sonthem 
extremity  of  the  hall,  in  the  centre  of  which  presided  the  newly-elected  Presi- 
dent, supported  on  either  side  by  the  in\ited  guests  of  the  Society.  Four  tables, 
profusely  decorated,  extended  at  right  angles,  and  received  the  members.  A 
temple,  immediately  in  front  of  the  President,  surmounted  by  a  beautifully- 
executed  figure  of  the  Patron  Saint  in  full  robes,  crozier  in  hand,  was  deserv- 
edly very  much  admired,  while  many  of  the  ornaments  of  the  other  tables  weD 
attested  the  skill  and  ingenuity  of  the  *  artists '  of  the  establishment  Grace 
was  appropriately  said,  and  thanks  returned  by  the  Chaplains  of  the  Society. 
Nearly  two  hours  were  consumed  in  discussing  the  admirable  bill  of  fare,  when 
the  appearance  of  the  venerable  cock6d-hat  on  the  brow  of  the  President,  and 
the  ever-watchful  Cock  that  always  is  found  at  the  festivities  of  the  Society, 
keeping  a  sharp  look-out  to  the  north-east  from  his  elevated  pedestal,  called  the 
attention  of  the  members  to  the  intellectual  feast  that  was  to  follow. 

*  Mr.  De  Peyster,  arose  amidst  cordial  greetings  on  every  side,  and  after  mak« 
ingliis  acknowledgments  to  the  Society  for  the  honor  which  they  had  conferred 
upon  him  by  electing  him  as  their  President,  and  assuring  them  of  his  devou 
tion  to  their  best  interests,  continued  : 

'  'He  was  not  unmindful  of  the  qualifications  of  those  who  had  presided  theretofore 
at  tbcir  festive  gatherings,  nor  of  his  immediate  predecessor,  in  whose  foot-steps  he  fun 
would  follow.  But  how  could  he,  unless  this  venerable  hat  retained  some  of  the  virtues 
attributed  to  the  '  winged  cap '  of  Mercury  ?  He  said  they  all  remembered  how,  on  a 
certain  occasion,  a  giant  statesman  of  the  Union  —  now,  alas !  no  more  I  —  was  wel- 
comed among  them  by  that  gentleman.  In  his  eloquent  allusions  to  this  Koh-i'tioor  of 
New-England,  all  witnessed  the  coruscations  of  wit  and  radiant  humor,  which  then,  as 
at  all  times,  showed  our  own  Hoffman  to  be  '  a  diamond  of  the  first  water.'  There  sat,' 
the  President  proceeded  to  saj,  *  at  our  board  last  year,  a  former  President,  venerable 
in  age  and  standing,  Who  addressed  them  with  the  warmth  of  younger  days.  In 
Samuel  Jones  were  united  profound  juridical  learning  and  eminent  professional  skilL 
To  the  graces  of  the  Christian  he  added  the  social  qualities  which  embalm  his  memory. 
They  ever  welcomed  his  venerated  form  among  them,  for  the  deep  interest  he  took  in 
■  the  Society,  and  for  his  companionable  disposition.    Like  the  ripened  fruit  of  Autumn, 
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touched  by  its  troBtj  finger,  he  had  gently  fallen  to  his  mother  earth,  to  rise,  he  trusted, 
in  a  happier  worid/ 

*  From  this  brief  tribute  to  departed  worth,  he  turned  to  the  active  duties  compre- 
tiraded  in  the  design  of  their  incorporation.  The  Society  seemed  to  have  lost  sight  of 
the  important  ends  it  had  in  view,  beside  their  social  fellowship.  It  was  made  incum- 
bent on  them  to  collect  and  preserve  information  respecting  the  early  settlement  and 
manners  of  our  City,  not  in  a  Pichwickian  sense,  nor  as  delineated  by  the  racy  humor 
of  their  own  Irving,  whose  playful  pen,  on  the  gossamer  tissues  of  his  weaving,  had 
represented  the  ancient  Knickerbockers  with  scenic  effect,  in  characters  as  fantastic 
as  were  some  of  the  legends,  (saving  his  Reverence,)  of  their  Patron  Saint  himself! 

'  *  The  beacon>Iights,  earliest  erected  at  Jamestown  and  New- York,  needed  rekindling 
for  wider  illumination ;  or  the  patent  magnifying  reflectors  in  the  "*  Light '  on  Plymouth 
Rock  would  so  dazzle  by  their  glare  as  to  make  theirs  loom  up  feebly  in  the  distance  I 
It  was  due  to  themselves  and  their  Fatherland,  not  to  let  the  memory  of  the  past  grow 
dim.  While  subject  to  the  sway  of  Holland,  the  foundations  of  this  City  and  State  had 
been  laid  broad  and  deep,  resting  on  the  simple  but  solid  virtues  and  sterling  principtes 
which  characterized  the  government  of  that  extraordinary  people. 

*  *  The  disregard,'  the  President  said,  *  of  these  unpretending  virtues  has  led  some 
of  our  City  Fathers  sadly  into  temptation.  Grown  bold  by  unchecked  extravagance 
mnd  public  indifference,  when  they  extended  their  open  palms,  it  was  not,  like  their 
predecessors,  for  an  honest  grasp,  but  to  obtain  the  price  of  their  self-estimated  influ- 
ence. Beyond  these  delinquencies,'  he  farther  remarked,  *  how  pleasant  it  is  to  trace, 
in  ttie  dawn  of  our  City,  the  operation  of  sound  principles  thus  early  inculcated.  Un- 
checked emigration,  good  faith,  and  fair  dealing,  gave  impulse  to  that  career  which 
New- York  had  steadily  pursued,  and  which  has  showered  upon  her  unexampled  prospe- 
rity. 

*  'What  had  produced  this  mighty  result,  in  connection  with  her  favored  position? 
Was  it  the  *Saxon  element,^  solely,  of  modern  boast  ?  Were  the  Anglo-Saxons  more 
Saxon  in  Mood  than  the  original  inhabitants  of  Holland  ?  Both  belonged  to  the  same 
great  hive,  only  the  former  swarmed  at  a  distance  from  home,  and  made  their  honey  in 
other  men's  possessions.  The  HoRander,  clinging  to  his  paternal  estate  by  manly 
perseverance,  had  added  to  it  a  great  domain,  rescued  from  old  Ocean.  Both,  in  fact, 
belonged  to  the  same  spatulorfingertd  race  —  the  peculiar  mark  of  the  pure  Saxon 
wherever  found. 

'  *  But  the  Archimbdian  lever,  which  was  to  move  with  resistless  energy  the  *public 
mind  of  this  country,  bad  for  its  fulcrum,  not  the  singular  merits  solely  of  this  great 
race,  but  those  also  of  that  other  great  race,  the  Celtic,  whose  blended  qualities  will 
give  to  a  future  era  in  our  history  '  its  form  and  pressure.' 

'  The  Prbsident  went  on  to  say  that  in  the  successive  multitudes  seeking  on  our 
shores  the  means  of  improving  their  condition,  this  process  of  amalgamatwn  was  con- 
tinually going  on.  By  intermarriage,  the  Saxon  and  cognate  Batavian  or  Hollander, 
(the  original  stocks,)  mmgling  in  blood  with  the  Celt,  will  pour  their  united  stream 
throvgh  the  great  arteries  of  this  Republic,  and  animate  its  noble  heart.  It  is  this 
homogeneous  character  of  the  population  which  is  to  give  to  these  United  States  their 
crowning  *  solidarity? 

*fLe  exemplified  his  views  by  a  characteristic  anecdote,  told  to  him  (he  remarked)  by 
%  distinguished  authoress  of  our  country,  who  observed  that  she  never  heard  the  word 
*  homogeneous '  without  its  recalling  the  following  incident  of  her  childhood.  Her  father 
had  invited  ^me  friends  to  dine  with  him,  and  had  set  aside  a  decanter  of  choice  wine 
for  its  ^tting  introduction  after  dinner.  Before  the  company  were  ushered  into  the 
dining-room,  she,  unobserved,  found  her  way  there,  to  look  at  the  arrangements  of 
the  table.  At  a  glance  she  saw  that  the  decanters  on  the  table  and  that  on  the  side- 
board were  not  equally  full :  so  at  once  she  went  to  work  to  make  the  desired  level  by 
pouring  from  one  into  the  other  until  she  had  attained  her  object.  This  done,  she  stole 
away,  nnperoeived,  just  as  the  company  came  into  the  room.  The  doth  being  removed, 
and  the  social  conve/sation  resumed,  the  reserved  decanter  was  introduced  and  passed 
round.    An  eminent  statesman  present,  was  asked  what  he  thought  of  this  wine.    He 
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tasted  it,  eyed  it  in  yaried  lights,  re-tasted  it,  beutated,  aod,  after  a  pause,  pronooiloed 
it  to  be,  in  his  opinion,  *quiU  h&mo^eneous  / ' 

'  Such,  the  pRBsiDENT  went  on  to  say,  would  be  the  future  con<£tioik  of  our  peoplK 
This  process  of  filling  up  and  loTcUing  is  progressing  steadily.  The  result  will  prodooe 
a  race  Promethean  in  spirit,  IIerculean  in  strength,  impulsive  in  its  enei^es,  spPHidr- 
ing  from  sea  to  sea ;  from  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North,  to  the  sunny  shores  of  the 
Rio-Grande. 

*  He  concluded  by  saying  that,  in  this  march  to  national  greatness,  onr  Metropolitait 
City  was  destined  to  become  the  centre  of  commercial  and  fiscal  operations.  That  it 
was  Dutch  by  discovery  and  early  possession ;  Dutch  by  ancient  lineage  and  the  love 
of  home  of  her  children's  children ;  and  that  it  was  the  duty  of  the  sods  of  Saint 
Nicholas  to  preserve  the  truthfulness  of  the  record  which  should  convey  to  posterity 
the  veritable  details  of  her  origin,  settlement,  and  customs ;  and  by  adherence  to  her 
primitive  faith  and  principles,  to  push  forward  the  glorious  reform,  whereby  she  might 
in  time  become,  not  only  one  of  the  greatest,  but  one  of  the  hest-^ovemed  eities  in  the* 
world  1  * 

*  Having  concluded  his  remarks  amidst  the  same  hearty  applause  that  had 
welcomed  him  on  rising,  the  Fresidext  addressed  himself  to  the  duties  of  (lie 
evening,  and  called  upon  the  members  to  fill  to  the  first  regular  toast : 

1 .  ' '  Saixt  Nicholas  :  The  genial  patron  of  cosmopolitan- New- York.  Music :  *2iytk' 
heer  Van  JM)ncl\*  ' 

The  *  genial  Patron  '  received  a  hearty  acknowledgment  of  the  love  of  hkr 
Sous  in  an  enthusiastic  and  prolonged  cheering  : 

2.  *  *  Tub  President  of  the  United  States.    Music:  *PrfsUenV«  March,^ ' 

3.  ' '  The  Governor  of  the  State  of  New-York.    Music :  *  Governor's  March.'* 

*  Both  of  these  toasts  received  such  acknowledgments  as  Americans  know 
how  to  give  when  honoring  their  public  servants. 

4.  *  *  The  Armt  aud  Navy  ;  The  land  attests  the  eallantry  of  the  one ;  the  ocean  ha» 
been  illumined  by  the  achievements  of  the  other.    Music:  *  ffail  Columbia  and  Yankti 

"lliis  toast  was  responded  to  with  spirit  by  Major  Spragck,  of  the  Army; 
who  returned  his  thanks  for  the  compliment,  and  in  a  brief  review  of  the  ch** 
racter  and  virtues  of  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  the  City,  expressed  hispleasarer 
and  gratification  in  being  able  to  meet,  as  on  the  present  occasion,  with  their 
lineal  descendants.  It  was  farther  appropriately  responded  to  by  Captaio 
Hudson,  of  the  Navv. 

5.  '  *  Our  City:  Practising  the  precepts  of  her  mother.  Old  Amsterdam,  she  has  be* 
come  the  mart  of  nations  —  the  exchange  of  the  world.    Music :  ^Hvme^  Sweet  BomeJ  ' 

'  His  Honor  Mayor  WtsTKRVELT,  a  member  of  the  Societyr  responded 
follows : 


t  ( 


Mr.  President  and  Gentlemen:  The  position  in  which  I  have  been  phoed  by-tha 
saflfrages  of  my  fellow-citizens,  will  justify  me  in  responding  to  the  sentiment  just  p«K 
posed. 

'  *  I  am  happy  to  be  present  on  this  occasion,  in  an  assembfagc  where  arc  so  many  of 
the  descendants  of  those  whose  energy,  enterprise,  and  perseverance,  laid  the  fouudatioifc. 
of  our  City's  greatness  and  prosperity  —  a  greatness  of  which  wo  may  be  justly 
proud  —  a  prosperity  in  which  we  all  rejoice. 

' '  Gentlemen,  it  is  scarcely  to  be  realized  that  we  are  now  the  residents  of  the  great* 
est  commercial  mart  of  the  Western  Hemisphere ;  with  a  population  of  nx  hundrti 
thousand  souhf,  which  fifty  years  ago  contained  only  about  sixty  thousand.  In  1658» 
there  was  but  one  wharf  in  the  City  of  New- York ;  and  in  1749,  the  whole  number  of 
vessels  belonging  to  the  port  registered  only  about  six  thousand  tons. 
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'  *  C^entlemen,  is  there  an  instance  in  the  whole  era  of  civilization  of  an  advancement 
in  arts  and  sciences,  in  manufactures  and  commerce,  like  that  which  our  noble  Citj  pre> 
•eats  for  the  admiration  of  the  world  f  Doubtless  there  arc  those  present  who,  with 
me,  can  cast  retrospective  glances  over  the  events  of  the  past  thirty  or  forty  years : 
and  what  a  contrast  does  the  present  offer  to  the  past !  The  enterprise,  the  energy, 
the  skill,  the  science,  the  genius  of  our  citizens,  have  left  their  lasting  mark  on  every 
year.  The  broad  Atlantic  has  been  converted  by  the  power  of  steam  into  a  ferry,  and 
Ihe  leviathans  of  the  age  traverse  it  almost  with  the  regularity  and  punctuality  of  Time 
itselt 

'  'The  far,  far  West  has  been  brought  into  close  proximity  by  the  iron  links  which 
Uare  bound  its  agriculture  to  our  commerce.  Time  and  space  are  annihilated  by  the 
ma^c  power  of  the  trained  lightning ;  and  the  genius  of  New-Yoilc  enterprise  stretches 
its  giant  arm  from  one  extent  of  our  wide-spread  country  to  the  other.  The  product 
of  every  nation  acd  every  clime  are  poured  into  its  lap,  and  the  flags  of  our  ships  float 
on  every  sea. 

' '  Qentlemea,  I  trust  we  shall  not  be  forgetful  of  those  to  whom  so  much  is  due.  All 
honor  to  those  jaoterprising  merchants  of  Old  Amsterdam,  whose  world-wide  reputation, 
earned  and  acknowledged  from  age  to  age,  have  been  transmitted  untarnished  to  their 
descendants  in  the  city  of  their  adoption.  All  honor  to  the  stolid,  sturdy  Hollanders, 
whose  enterprise,  as  proveK>ial  as  their  industry  and  honesty,  has  been  nourished  and 
cherished  by  their  descendants,  until,  like  a  giant^  it  grasps  th£  world  in  its  embrace ! 

*  *  But,  Gentlemen,  I  wiU  not  occupy  your  time  longer,  for  I  know  you  expect  to  heur 
from  eloquent  lips  now  present,  *  thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn.'  I  shall 
close  with  thanking  you  for  the  honor  you  have  done  me  in  calling  upon  me  to  respond 
io  the  last  sentiment.' 

*  The  Chair  then  gave  the  next  Tpgular  toast : 

6.  '  'The  Fatherland:  Which  taught  our  people  the  right  to  revolt,  and  ciive  them 
MAcient  ud  in  the  estadbiishment  of  National  Independence.  Music :  *JJe  niUidmut 
(MM  JfasaawMfi,^ ' 

'  The  senior  Chaplain  of  the  Society,  Rev.  Dr.  Vermilye,  who  had  bat  re- 
cently returned  from  a  visit  to  Holland,  replied  most  appropriately,  and  (as  he 
ttlways  does)  most  eloquently,  too.  to  this  toast.  He  expressed  the  great  grati- 
fication that  he  had  received  in  his  visit  to  the  Fatheriand  —  a  term  the  very 
meotion  of  which  to  him  was  suggestive  of  the  liolicst  thoughts  and  associa- 
tions ;  described  graphically  some  incidents  of  his  travels ;  advocated  briefly 
and  earnestly  *  tiie  right  to  revolt,'  and  eulogized,  in  fitting  terms,  those  who 
had  taught  as  the  lesson,  and  given  us  *  efficient  aid '  in  our  day  of  trouble. 
He  recommended  and  urged  warmly  upon  the  Society  the  propriety  of  provid- 
ing some  suitable  place  in  which  to  preserve  the  memorials  of  ttie  past,  in  a 
manner  similar  to  an  institution  that  he  had  visited  abroad,  and  expressed  his 
hopes  that  the  old  Dutch  Church  —  the  oldest  building  in  the  city,;with  whose 
bistory  was  interwoven  so  much  of  the  history  of  the  City  and  State — might 
hereafter  be  selected  by  them  for  such  a  purpose.  In  conclusion,  he  paid  a 
merited  compliment  to  the  Vice-President  Historian,  Mr.  John  Romkyn  Brod- 
HBAD,  who  had  opened  the  way  in  his  admirable  history  of  the  State. 

7«  ''Ebxdsaqt  maaxt  Magt:  the  motto  of  the  United  Provinces  of  the  Nether- 
lands—  bidding  us  ever  remember  that '  Union  is  Might.*  Music:  '  Wien  Neerlandsch 
Bloed:  ' 

g.  '  'Ths  Dacooters  or  Manhattan.    Music:  ^Jlere '«  a  Health  to  all  Good  Ladies.*  * 

*  To  whom,  said  the  President, 'could  he  so  appropriateUlook  for  a  response 
to  this  toast  as  to  one  of  the  gallant  brotherhood  of  bachelors,  always  ready 
to  protect  the  sex;  and  to  whom  more  appropriately  than  to  the  worthy 
ex-President,  Jau es  De  Pbtster  Oqde^  2 
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*Mr.  Ogdbn  replied  with  great  humor  ;  and  while  defending  the  cause  of  the 
brotherhood  of  which  he  is  a  distinguished  and  valuable  member,  showed  a  fall 
appreciation  of  the  charms  of  the  sex,  and  left  them  nothing  to  r^ret  in  the 
choice  of  a  champion. 

9.  * '  Our  Sister  Societies  :  ever  welcome  to  share  the  kospitalitj  ttf  our  Patron 
Saint.    Music :  *  We  're  a  Band  of  Brothers:  * 

*  The  cheers  that  announced  a  hearty  welcome  to  the  sister  Societies  having- 
subsided,  the  President  introduced,  as  first  in  honor  and  dignity,  the  President 
of  St.  George's.  Doctor  Bsales  returnc<l  his  thanks  for  the  compliment  in  & 
brief  speech,  full  of  humor  and  well-pointed  wit.  He  observed,  he  said,  that 
the  stewards  had,  in  their  wisdom,  placed  the  Saints  behind  and  after  the  ladies. 
His  friend  Saint  Patrick  suggested  to  him  that  they  woold  rather  have  fomicl 
themselves  placed  before  them  :  however,  he  supposed  that  the  stewards  had 
good  reasons  for  what  they  had  done.  Alluding  to  his  professional  duties,  axid 
the  love  and  pride  he  always  felt  in  this  great  city,  but  which,  (turning  to  hia 
Honor  the  Mayor,)  in  his  necessary  perambulations  through  its  streets,  he  fomad 
very,  very  dirty,  he  said  reminded  him  of  a  very  pretty  woman  with  a  very 
dirty  face.  You  could  not  help  admiring  her  beauty,  while  you  would  be  very 
unwilling  to  kiss  her.  With  several  other  humorous  and  playful  allnsioDS  to 
the  misgovemment  of  the  City,  and  which  told  well  upon  his  audience,  he  gave 
as  a  toast : 


( < 


Knickerbocker  Hospitalitt  :  ^nial  and  cordial :  its  guests  are  ever  ready  to 
again: 

*  Mr.  Adam  Norrie,  President  of  the  Saint  Andrew's  Society,  responded 
briefly,  and  gave  as  a  toast : 

' '  The  Harbor  op  New- York  :  The  magnificent  receptacle  of  her  commerce,  aii4  a 
standing  attestation  to  the  ^gacity  of  tbe  early  settlers.' 

Mr.  Bell,  acting,  as  he  said,  in  behalf  of  the  President  of  the  Friendly  Sona 
of  Saint  Patrick,  who  had  but  that  morning  arrived  in  the  steam-ship  from 
Europe,  and  had  not  yet  got  his  '  laud-legs '  on,  responded  for  that  association^ 
and  gave  as  a  toaf<t :  'Washington  Irving.*  It  is  needless  to  say  that  tbe 
name  of  their  distinguished  fellow-member  was  received  with  the  utmost  enthu- 
siasm. Mr.  Curtis  responded  eloquently  for  the  New-England  Society,  eulo- 
gizing the  Dutch  nation,  its  religious  toleration  and  hospitality,  as  exemplified 
in  its  reception  and  kind  treatment  of  those  who  fled  from  the  persecntioas 
of  other  countries,  and  more  particularly  of  that  pious  band  which  landed  on 
Plymouth  Rock,  and  whose  beacon-light  was  seen  far  and  wide  over  the  whofe> 
country.  Mr.  Ludewio  responded  in  behalf  of  the  President  of  tbe  Glerman 
Benevolent  Society,  Mr.  Zimmerman,  and  gave  the  subjoined  toast : 

* '  Saxcta  Libertas  :  may  the  Sons  of  Saint  Nicholas  long  enjoy  and  spread  her 
heavenly  blessings.* 

*  Mr.  J.  C.  Zimmerman,  Consul-General  of  the  Netherlands,  hailing,  as  he- 
always  did,  the  day  with  delight  as  giving  him  renewed  proofs  of  the  attachment 
of  the  members  of  the  Society  to  the  land  of  their  forefathers,  which  attachment, 
he  assured  them,  was  duly  appreciated  in  his  native  country,  by  the  head  of 
the  nation  and  its  aost  intelligent  sul)jects,  gave  as  a  toast : 


( <i 


The  Memory  of  our  Patron  Saint  — Saint  Nicholas:  mav  his  spirit  alwaja 
watch  orer  you,  and  be  the  advocate  of  your  continued  prosperity. 
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'After  the  several  Presidents  of  the  National  Societies  represented  at  the 
table,  had  responded  to  the  toast  welcoming  them  to  the  hospitalities  of  Saint 
Nicholas,  Hon.  Gulian  C.  Verplanck  rose  and  remarked  that  he  claimed  his 
right,  as  the  senior  surviving  Ex-President,  of  briefly  addressing  the  company ; 
and  he  would  do  this  noir,  to  supply  the  absence  of  one  other  national  voice, 
which  he  had  hoped  and  expected  to  hear  on  this  occasion : 

*  *  We  hare  just  before,  be  said,  heard  the  voice  of  our  beloved  and  honored  Father- 
land  through  one  of  its  diplomatic  representatives,  in  response  to  the  last  sentiment; 
we  have  listened  to  the  voice  of  that  race  '  who  speak  the  tongue  that  Shakspeabb 
tpitke,'  and  imparted  it  to  us ;  of  that  kindred  race  whose  accent  recalls  the  idiom  of 
BoBRB  aodiof  Scott  ;  and  then,  again,  of  that  other  land  whose  utterance  gave  its  tones 
to  the  eloquence  of  Burkb,  of  Curban,  and  of  our  own  Emmet.  Then  came  the  voice 
of  learned  Germany,  high  in  speculation  and  invention,  profound  in  science.  There 
was  yet  one  other  voice  of  our  several  ancestral  races  wanting  to  fill  up  this  choral  re- 
sponse of  nations.  It  was  that  of  France  —  La  Belle  France  —  the  mother  of  no  incon- 
siderable portion  of  the  ancient  founders  of  our  City  and  State,  and  whom  I  am  proud 
to  be  entitled  to  represent  on  this  occasion,  (in  the  absence  of  any  one  specially  delegated 
to  this  honor,)  as  in  part  inheriting  that  old  blood.  I  speak  now  of  the  Huguenot  exiles, 
who  fled  to  our  shores  about  the  beginning  of  the  lost  century  and  the  close  of  the  one 
preceding.  These  venerable  exiles  were  remarkable  for  the  union  of  the  faith  and  per- 
severance of  the  Puritans,  with  much  of  the  spirit,  and  tastes,  and  bearing  of  the  Cava- 
liers. They  were  scattered  by  the  blind  intolerance  of  Louis  XIV.,  throughout  Europe ; 
and  wherever  they  rested,  in  Russia,  Prussia,  England,  Ireland,  they  spread  arts,  manu- 
Ibctares,  and  science  around  them.  In  Ilolland,  especially,  which  first  received  the 
largest  proportion  of  them,  the  pulpits  echoed  with  the  eloquence  of  their  pastors ;  the 
press  groaned  under  the  learned  labors  of  their  scholars ;  whilst  manufacturing  skill, 
high  commerce  and  finance,  opened  to  them  sources  of  wealth,  and  founded  those  firms 
of  commercial  nobility  which  have  lasted  unshaken  for  nearly  two  centuries,  through 
wars,  revolutions,  and  all  the  reverses,  and  storms,  and  panics  of  trade.  In  this  country, 
they  were  widely  scattered  from  east  to  south,  and  their  seed  was  blessed  to  the  fourth 
and  fifth  generation.  Thence  came  the  Qcixcys  and  Bowdoins  of  New-England,  the 
Dsssadscbbs,  Pbiolbaus,  Hugbbs,  and  Legares  of  Carolina.  But  it  was  in  this  City 
and  its  vicinity  that  they  found  their  favorite  location ;  and  here  their  blood  minglbd 
with  thatpf  old  Holland,  so  that  there  is  scarce  a  family  of  the  old  Dutch  stock  which 
has  not,  through  some  such  ancestor,  its  share  of  Huguenot  descent.  In  the  direct  line, 
we  trace  it  in  many  honored  names,  amongst  which  shines,  with  steady  and  unclouded 
lighty'the  great  name—  clarum  venerabile  —  of  John  Jay.  In  all  that  has  added  great- 
ness, or  wealth,  or  dignity  to  our  City  or  State ;  in  all  that  has  contributed  to  the  hap- 
piness or  the  virtue  of  private  life,  may  be  traced  the  direct  influence  of  that  race. 
Those  venerable  fathers,  as  unvarying  tradition  tells  us,  whilst  they  suffered  under  the 
mtolerance  of  the  ancient  rulers  of  France,  never  vented  their  wrongs  in  resentment 
to  their  country,  which  they  still  continued  —  *Quand  tn^rjie* — in  their  phrase  —  to 
love  and  honor.    I  ask  you,  in  accordance  with  that  feeling,  to  join  in  drinking : 

*  *  *  Fbancb,  La  Bellb  Fbancb  :  whether  the  Drapeau  sans  Tache  of  the  Bourbons,  or 
(be  Tricolor  banner  of  the  Republic  and  Napoleon,  floated  over  its  soil,  always  the  land 
of  valor,  genius,  and  glory.' 

*  The  Hon.  Ooden  Hoffman,  the  immediate  predecessor  of  the  President, 
being  loudly  called  for,  responded  at  length  in  a  speech  replete  with  wit  and 
doqacnce,  and  in  those  peculiar  tones  that  have  so  often  charmed  and  spell- 
bound  his  auditory.  In  a  vein  of  playful  wit  he  addressed  himself  to  the  Pre- 
sident of  the  Society,  admonishing  him  of  the  dignit^  of  his  position,  the 
awful  authority  vested  in  that  venerable  cocked-hat,  and* the  necessity  for  a 
thorough  and  vigorous  administration  of  the  government  at  the  head  of  which 
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he  was  now  placed.  He  alluilotl  to  the  great  part  which  the  Saint  Nicholas 
Society  had  always  taken  in  the  affairs  of  the  State,  embracing,  as  it  does, 
Governors,  Senators,  Judges,  Mayors,  Sub-Treasurers,  Naval-officers,  and  other 
dignities  with  which  the  community  had  invested  its  members  —  a  marked  testi- 
monial of  the  integrity,  honor  and  capacity  of  those  who  boasted  a  descent  from 
Dutcli  ancestry.  He  concluded  by  reading  the  following  correspondence,  re- 
ceived by  him  while  President  of  the  Society,  but  which  circumstances  hail 
heretofore  prevented  his  layincr  before  them  : 

^  "^     °  ' 'The  Hagut,  Jxdy  t)itUty\^%. 

*  *  Sir  :  I  have  been  especially  directed  to  express  to  the  Saint  Nicholas  Society,  of 
the  City  of  New-York,  the  thanks  of  the  King  for  the  copy  presented  to  His  Majesty, 
of  the  official  account  of  the  Banquet  given  in  May,  1852,  by  the  Society  to  (he  officers 
of  the  Netherland's  Frigate,  De  Prlns  van  Oranje. 

*  *  The  King  has  perused  it  with  great  interest,  looking  upon  it  as  a  new  testimonial 
of  the  kind  feelings  entertained  by  the  descendants  of  the  old  inhabitants  of  New- 
Amsterdam  for  Uolland. 

*  *  Begging  you  to  transmit  said  thanks  to  the  honorable  Society,  I  hare  the  honor 
to  be,  With  g^eat  regard, 

*  *  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

'  *  F.  Testa, 
*  *  Charg6  d'Affaires  of  His  Majesty,  the  King  of  the  Netherhmds, 

' '  to  the  United  States  of  North  America. 

*  *  Ogdbk  IIoffman,  Esq.,  President  of  the  Saint  Nicholas  Society,  New- York.* 

*  Mr.  Hoffman  then  proposotl  the  health  of  Baron  Testa,  Charge  d'Affiures 
of  His  Majesty,  the  Kixo  of  the  Netherlands,  to  the  United  States. 

'  Dr.  Francis,  Second  Yice-Prcifident,  responded  in  obedience  to  a  call  from 
the  chair,  in  his  usual  entertaining  and  desultory  manner.  Judge  Rooskvelt, 
Third  Vice-President,  being  called  upon,  excused  himself  from  responding,  but 
having  heard  the  name  of  Mr.  Van  Burkn  loudly  called,  contented  himself  with 
issuiiig,  in  his  legal  capacity,  a  •  mandamus '  upon  that  gentleman  to  obey  the 
call.  Mr.  JouN  Homeyn  Brodhkad,  Fourth  Vice-President,  responded  aii 
follows : 

'  '  Ix  rising  to  obey  the  Chair,  he  said  that  at  this  late  hour  of  the  evening,  the 
best  return  that  he  could  make  for  the  courtesy  of  the  company  was  to  avoid  trespassing 
upon  their  patience  by  a  long  speech.  A  thought  had  occurred  to  him,  however,  during 
the  day,  which  he  would  venture  to  express.  It  had  been  often  charged,  and,  he  feared, 
too  truly  charged,  that  the  people  of  New-York  had  heretofore  been  strangely  regard- 
less of  their  histor}',  and  of  the  honest  fame  of  their  ancestors.  While  our  neighbors, 
north  and  south,  take  a  just  pride  in  perpetuating  the  memory  of  preat  events  which 
have  occurred  within  their  borders,  we  have  been  singularly  indifferent  to  our  own 
antecedents.  Yet,  these  are  as  honorable  and  as  worthy  of  fame  as  those  of  any  other 
people.  Jamestown  is  venerated  by  the  descendants  of  the  Cavaliers,  as  the  cradle  of 
the  'Ancient  Dominion  *  of  Virpjinia ;  while  a  prateful  posterity  almost  worships  the 
Rock  on  which  the  Fathers  of  New-Enp:land  landed  at  Plymouth.  But  the  occupation 
of  Manhattan,  by  the  enterprising  sons  of  Republican  Holland,  seven  years  ({fter 
Jamestown  was  founded,  and  seven  years  before  the  first  Pilgrim  Saw  the  shores  of 
Cape  Cod,  has  hitherto  been  too  generally  regarded  as  an  event  of  comparatively  trifling 
importance.  He,  (Mr.  Brodhead,)  however,  was  happy  to  believe  that  a  better  day  was 
coming.  A  couple  of  months  ago,  he  was  present  at  Tarrjtown,  when  Governor  Set- 
MorR  dedicated  the  monument  which  the  patriotic  young  men  of  Westchester  had  erected 
to  commemorate  the  capture  of  Major  Andre.  On  that  interesting  occasion  he  had 
been  especially  impressed  by  the  eloquent  manner  in  which  the  Governor  alluded  to 
what  he  happily  termed  the  commencement  of  the  '  Monumental  History  of  NiW- 
York.'    That  monumental  history  should  go  on. 
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*  *  This  afternoon,  while  strolling  on  the  Battery  —  that  beautiful  spot  where  the  com- 
merce of  the  world  may  be  watched  from  shady  walks  —  his  thoughts  went  back  some 
two  hundred  years  and  more.  He  called  to  mind  the  autumn  of  1613 ;  the  arrival  from 
HoUand  of  Adrian  Block,  and  his  adventurous  Dutch  comrades ;  the  burning  of  their 
ship,  *  The  Tiger,*  just  as  they  were  about  to  return  to  Fatherland ;  the  erection  of  the 
first  few  cabins  —  the  germ  of  New- York  — at  the  extreme  point  of  Manhattan  Island ; 
the  long  winter  that  the  earliest  Europeans  spent  here,  cheered  in  their  solitude,  and  fed 
in  their  distress,  by  the  kindness  of  the  aboriginal  savages.  He  thought  of  the  energy 
with  which  Block  and  his  companions  set  about  building  a  new  vessel  of  some  sixteen 
tons ;  and  how  they  launched  her,  and  called  her  the  *  Restless,'  as  if  to  foreshadow  and 
^rpify  the  enterprising  commerce  which  was  destined  to  follow  her  from  here,  and  whiten 
every  sea;  and  how  Block  sailed  in  the  *  Restless,*  through  Hell-gate,  and  up  the  Fresh 
or  Connecticut  River,  and  gave  his  immortal  name  to  Block-Island,  and  discovered  that 
Long-Island  was  divided  from  the  Continent  by  the  Sound.  And  when  he  thought  of 
all  this  —  of  the  humble  beginning  and  the  mighty  result  —  it  seemed  to  him  that,  as 
New-Yorkers,  we  should  no  longer  suffer  the  merited  reproach  of  indifference  to  the 
early  enterprise  of  our  own  first  settlers,  while  the  piety  of  our  eastern  friends  is  about 
to  erect  a  fitting  memorial  to  commemorate  the  more  recent  landing  of  their  forefathers 
on  the  sands  of  New  Plymouth.' 

*  Mr.  Brodhrad  concluded  by  offering  as  a  sentiment  the  following  resolu- 
tion, which  was  unanimously  adopted  with  all  the  honors  of  a  toast : 

*  *  Rbsoltbd  :  That  a  monument  should  be  erected  on  the  Battery,  to  commemorate 
the  first  occupation  of  this  City  by  the  Dutch,  in  the  year  1613,  and  the  building  of  its 
first  vessel,  'The  Restless,'  by  Adriaex  Block;  and  that  this  Society  will  take  proper 
steps  to  give  effect  to  this  resolution.' ' 

*  Mr.  John  Van  Bdren,  in  replying  to  a  complimentary  notice  of  the  stew- 
ards— humorously  alluding  to  the  presence  of  a  namesake,  Mr.  John  D.  Van 
Beuren,  who,  he  supposed,  was  the  person  figuring  so  largely  in  the  public 
prints,  and  for  whose  misdoings  here  and  elsewhere  he  had  found  himself  ame- 
nable, though  perfectly  innocent,  and  all  the  time  attending  to  his  business  at 
home  —  succeeded  in  arousing  a  war  of  wit  and  humor,  which,  on  the  part  of 
both  gentlemen,  was  carried  on  with  a  spirit  and  energy  that  afforded  the  most 
unbounded  delight ;  the  Parthian  arrows  being  aimed  with  a  precision  that 
never  failed  to  tell. 

*  During  the  evening,  the  President  read  the  following  elegant  letter  from 
the  Hon.  Edward  Everett,  in  reply  to  an  invitation  from  the  stewards  to  be 
present  on  the  occasion  : 

'  ^Waahingtoriy  2  December^  1853. 

*  *  Gentlemen  :  Your  obliging  note  of  the  twenty-third  of  November  reached  me  a 
day  or  two  since.  I  am  greatly  indebted  to  the  stewards  for  their  kind  invitation  to 
attend  the  anniversary-festival  of  the  Saint  Nicholas  Society,  of  New- York.  I  much 
regret  that  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  be  present  on  an  occasion  of  so  much  interest,  not 
merely  to  the  members  of  the  Society,  but  to  all  who  appreciate  as  they  ought  that 
sterling  element  of  our  aggregate  American  character  which  is  derived  from  the  land 
of  your  forefathers. 

'  *  That  country  stands  in  no  need  of  holiday-compliments.  In  the  very  physical 
structure  of  considerable  portions  of  it,  it  is  one  of  the  noblest  creations  of  human 
energy  and  perseverance.  It  contests  with  Germany,  on  plausible  grounds,  the  honor 
of  the  invention  of  printing ;  it  is  certainly  entitled  to  that  of  the  invention  of  pami- 
ing  in  oils.  It  led  the  great  contest  of  Teutonic  freedom  against  the  absolutism  of  the 
Latin  races  before  either  England  or  Sweden  took  the  field.  The  Declaration  of  the 
Independence  of  the  seven  United  Provinces,  in  1581,  was  the  model  of  the  Declaration 
of  1776.    The  government  of  the  Netherlands  was  the  first  that  sent  out  a  well-organized 
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and  well-fought  navj ;  it  was,  in  fact,  the  first  example,  in  the  modern  world,  of  a  power- 
ful though  ill-compacted  Republic.  In  Erasmus,  the  Netherlands  produced  one  of  the 
earliest  and  most  efficient  restorers  of  the  lost  literature  of  the  ancient  world ;  and  in 
Grotius,  the  great  legislator  of  the  International  Code.  They  received  and  sheltered 
the  fugitive  founders  of  New-England ;  they  colonized  New- York ;  they  gave  to  Great 
Britain  the  liberal  and  politic  prince  who  rescued  her  from  the  tyranny  of  the  Stdasts. 
'  <  The  country  that  can  show  such  titles  to  the  admiration  and  gratitude  of  mankind, 
may  be  content  with  her  place  in  history.  Her  descendants,  in  whatever  region,  will 
have  no  occasion  to  be  ashamed  of  their  origin. 

*  *  I  remain.  Gentlemen, 

*  *  With  much  respect, 

*  'Faithfully  yours, 

'Edward  Eyrbbr. 

*  *  Messrs.  G.  G.  Van  "Wagenbw, 

John  Van  Burkn, 

William  Dcmont, 

Benjamin  H.  Field,  )  Stewards.* 

Peter  H.  Vakdervoort, 

Adrian  B.  Holmes, 

Edward  Slosson, 

*  He  then  proposed  the  health  of  Mr.  Everett,  which  was  responded  to  in  a 
manner  that  showed  the  high  appreciation,  entertaineil  by  the  members,  of  the 
letter  and  its  distinguished  author.  He  next  read  the  following  toast,  sent,  he 
remarked,  by  that  faithful  and  true  Son  of  Saint  Nicnoi.AS,  Mr.  Louis  Gatlorp 
Clark,  of  the  Knickerbocker,  who,  being  under  the  pleasant  necessity  of  ex- 
ercising a  Knickerbocker  virtue,  in  extending  hospitality  to  others,  was  com- 
pelled to  absent  himself  from  the  feast : 


*  *  The  Knickerbocker  '  Platform  : '  Old  Times,  Old  Friends,  and  Old  Associations. 
Air:  '  Ulicn  this  Old  Gip  icas  3f7r.'  * 

'The  health  of  the  hospitable  and  energetic  proprietors  of  the  Hotel, 
Messrs.  Treadwell  and  Acker,  having  been  proposed,  Mr.  Hoffman  responded 
in  their  behalf,  and  by  their  request,  in  appropriate  and  merited  terms. 

*  The  President  took  occasion,  during  the  evening,  to  exhibit  a  glass  jar 
of  preserved  pears,  a  present  from  Mi*s.  Jane  M.  Macneven,  *  gathered  from 
an  old  Dutch  tree  on  the  farm  of  her  brother,  Mr.  J.  L.  Riker.'  This  appro- 
priate token  of  the  remembrance  of  a  venerable  Knickerbocker  lady,  was  an 
agreeable  and  interesting  incident  of  the  evening.  The  pleasures  of  this  *  era 
of  good  feeling '  were  greatly  enhanced  by  the  presence  of  the  celebrated  troupe, 
*  Buckley's  Serenaders,'  who,  from  time  to  time,  sung  some  very  fine  glees,  ac- 
companied by  the  piano.  There  was  a  misty  halo  of  *  social  glory  *  about  the 
scene  at  this  time,  which,  as  the  novelists  say,  can  '  better  be  imagined  than 
described.'  Seated  with  their  long  pijjes  and  cheerful  glasses  before  them,  each 
member  and  guest  seemed  the  very  embodiment  of  true  enjoyment. 

'At  a  very  late,  or  rather  early  hour,  (about  two  o'clock,)  the  President 
called  to  his  chair  Mr.  Vice-President  Brodhead,  who,  reorganizing  his  now- 
thinning  ranks,  commenced  a  new  era  of  pleasure.  Speeches  and  merriment 
prolonged  the  hours  of  festivity,  until  tlie  words  of  thp  chorus, 

*  *  We  won't  go  home  till  morning,  till  day-light  doth  appear,' 

came  very  near  receiving  a  practical  demonstration.' 


\ 
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GossiPPiNO  Letter  from  a  Schoolmaster  in  Minnesota.  —  In  the  ab- 
sence of  any  posHdve  information  upon  the  subject,  we  shall  venture  to  attribute 
the  following  letter  to  the  pen  of  the  editor  of  the  'Bunkum  Flag-Staff:  We 
had  heard  that  that  journal  had  been  suspended  for  lack  of  adequate  patronage^ 
and  that  its  '  talented '  and  versatile  editor  had  '  moved  out  west.'  Finding 
*  how  hard  it  was  to  write  good '  for  his  paper,  and  how  unpleasant  the  memory 
of  having  his  nose  pulled  *  on  political  grounds,'  he  has  undoubtedly  *  gone  and 
located '  at  the  '  Old  North  Gulch,'  where  he  is  engaged  at  target-practice  with 
the  *  Young  Ideas  *  of  that  neighborhood.  His  *  style, 'remarkable  as  it  always 
Was,  seems  even  improved  in  the  present  epistle : 

^Waccolby  Station^  Minnesota:  at  the  Old  North  Gulchy  October  1st j  1853. 

'  Dbab  Sir  :  In  order  that  I  may  give  you  the  earliest  ideas  of  our  Territory,  I  sit 
down  to  inform  you  of  what  is  doing  at  present  at  the  Old  North  Gulch.  You  may,, 
perhaps,  be  at  this  time  somewhat  engrossed  in  your  Crystal  Palace,  and  Ethiopian 
minstrels,  of  which  we  have  received  extravagant  plaudits  in  these  parts :  while  not 
over  one  man  in  fifty,  in  your  community,  is  probably  examining  the  western  papers  in 
order  to  be  informed  of  the  doings  at  our  Gulch.  Minnesota  Territory  is  gradually 
rising  in  the  scale  of  the  States,  and  if  you  do  not  hear  oftener  from  as,  it  is  not  because 
we  are  unaware  of  the  interest  which  may  be  excited  among  you  with  reference  to  our 
doings,  but  because  we  are  engaged  in  manufactories.  Your  Magazine  circulates  to  a 
oonsiderable  extent  among  us,  and  common-schools  abound ;  which,  I  think,  may  lead 
your  citizens  to  judge  us  as  not  behind  the  age.  Whatever  may  be  said  of  the  rest  of 
Minnesota,  the  people'bf  the  Gulch,  could  you  see  them,  (more  especially  I  now  refer  to 
those  who  live  near  the  saw-mill,  and  by  Mr.  Pitchin's  fulling- works,)  are  really  up  to 
thejage,  if  not  beyond  it,  in  intelligence;  and  some  of  the  operatives  quite  transcen- 
dental. I  am  a  common-school  teacher  myself,  and  only  testify  to  what  I  do  know. 
Could  the  people  of  New- York  come  out  here,  they  would  see  that  which  would  asto- 
nish them.  I  refer  not  only  to  the  trade  on  the  canals,  but  to  the  general  progress  of 
the  inhabitants.  Lyceums  are  by  no  means  of  rare  occurrence,  while,  in  the  vrinter 
season,  lectures  may  be  heard  in  our  school-houses  which  would  probably  do  credit  to 
any  Hope*Chapel  in  your  thickly-populated  community.  In  fact,  our  lectures  have 
become  so  abundant,  that  we  think  of  abolishing  them  altogether,  and  substituting 
Encyclopedias  in  their  stead. 

'At  the  Gnlch,  all  is  life.  By  noon,  the  stage  comes  in,  and  brings  the  newspapers  from 
the  East.  This  is  an  exciting  time  with  us,  as  we  are  anxious  to  know  what  the  Zar  is 
going  to  do.  Will  the  war  go  on  between  Turkey  and  Russia?  —  that  is  the  great 
point.  We  of  the  Gulch  think  that  the  Ottoman  is  a  Mahometan  genleman,  while  the 
Zar  is  a  barbaric  despot.  Could  our  people  conveniently  turn  out  a  regiment,  we  would 
do  so  with  much  pleasure,  as  an  auxiliary  corp ;  in  which  case,  we  would  give  some  of 
those  Dbmbinskts  a  thrash.  As  it  is,  we  can  but  wish  well  to  the  Ottoman  Port.  This, 
however,  is  conducting  me,  step  by  step,  fk)m  matters  which  may  be  of  more  immediate 
^interest  to  your  citizens. 

'A  very  delicate  trial  has  been  for  a  long  time  pending,  and  lately  eliminated,  in  our 
midst,  one  of  the  parties  of  which  was  considered  as  one  of  our  hitherto  most  respected 
and  respectable  citizens.  Mr.  Gimblin  had  long  resided  among  us,  an  individual  whom 
no  man  could  shake  a  stick  at  with  impunity ;  a  kind  father,  a  good  husband,  an  afRK>* 
tionate  brother,  a  voter  at  our  polls,  member  of  a  fire-company,  a  payer  of  taxes,  a 
Bubflcriber  to  the  Tract  Society,  master  of  the  village-pound,  a  valetudinarian,  and  a 
ehnrch-member,  all  of  which  was  so  much  prlma-faeie  evidence  in  his  favor. 

'  Of  a  sudden t,  it  was  hinted  that  he  had  become  flagrantly  derelinquent  in  a  matter 
which  concerned  the  peace  and  well-doing  (pecuniary)  of  this  community.  It  gave  a 
shock  which,  as  it  was  not  anticipated,  was  correspondingly  awfuL    He  was  a  man  whom 
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we  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting  every  day  at  our  post-oflBce,  and  on  the  coniera  of 
our  principal  streets,  in  the  store,  in  the  blacksmith's  shop,. and  in  the  grocery,  where^ 
sitting  npon  the  counter,  we  were  in  the  habit  of  knocking  our  heels  against  the  boards^ 
smoking  pipes,  and  discussing  politics;  in  which  Mr.  Gimblix  seemed  to  have  mora 
Insight  than  any  of  us,  finding  most  faiult  of  all  with  our  Postmaster-General,  because 
he  did  not  dispatch  the  mails  to  the  Gulch  so  speedily  as  he  hud  ought  to  do.  Some 
property  was  suddenly  missing.  Mr.  Gimbltn*  was  taken  up  on  this  suspicion,  and  it 
made  a  most  tremendous  noise,  as  you  may  rest  assured.  I  do  n't  bplieve  that  there  is 
one  Tillage  this  side  of  the  Rocky  mountains  where  this  affair  of  Gimblin  was  not 
talked  about,  to  which  the  wings  of  the  electric-telegraph  lent  their  aid.  That  the 
character  of  so  prominent  a  man  should  be  blasted,  and  that  in  the  bud,  seemed  to  be 
like  the  off-shots  of  fiction,  rather  than  a  mere,  simple,  disingenuous  fact ;  and  it  wag 
essentially  discredited  by  nearly  all  individuals  of  a  respectable  cast  who  became  cogk*' 
nizant  of  the  same.  For,  what  object,  it  was  remarked,  and  that  exceedingly  judiciously, 
could  he  have,  so  to  render  himself  amenable  and  obnoxious  to  the  courts  of  justice, 
when  it  was  supposed  that  he  had  large  property  at  stake  in  the  iron-mines,  to  saj 
nothing  of  the  oflBces  which  he  held,  and  his  responsibility  as  a  father  of  a  family?  It 
looked  like  a  figment  in  the  very  face  of  it :  a  nightmare,  an  incubus,  and  a  substratum 
of  mere  folly,  to  which  there  could  be  appended  not  one  single  justifying  circumstance. 
For  my  own  part,  I  resolved  to  remain  neutral  in  the  matter  until  more  positive  material 
should  be  added  to  superincumbent  weight,  and  give  a  semblance  of  the  crime  speci- 
fied :  (for,  to  be  frank  with  you,)  Mr.  Gimblin  wius  charged  with  stealing  a  watch,  an 
ever-pointed  pencil,  and  the  half  of  a  hog.  As  to  the  pencil,  it  was  stated  to  have  been 
found  onto  his  person,  but  he  could  find  justifying  circumstance  for  the  same. 

*  When  the  trial  drew  near,  Mr.  Gimblix  sent  a  polite  note  to  all  his  friends  and 
acquaintances,  both  at  the  Gulch  and  elsewhere,  not  by  any  manner  of  means  to  omit 
being  present  at  his  trial,  in  order  that  they  might  be  the  witnesses  and  spectators  of 
his  substantial  vindication  from  this  infamous  and  flagitious  charge.  He  asked  it  as  a 
particular  favor  of  his  friends,  to  come  as  if  they  were  coming  to  his  wedding,  and 
bring  fJirir  friends;  while,  in  the  intervening  junction  of  time,  he  smiled  a  still  smile, 
placed  his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  said  he  did  not  steal  the  spare-ribs  or  the  watch,  so 
help  him  God.    He  wrote  to  me,  under  date  of  the  fifteenth : 

* '  My  Dear  Friend  :  I  am  as  cheerfUl  as  a  wood-sawyer.  Drop  in  and  see  me ;  and  by  no 
means  —  if  you  have  to  fthut  up  yonr  school  and  give  the  scholars  a  vacation  —  fail  to  attend 
my  trial,  and  bring  the  first  class  in  grammar  with  you.  I  want  the  rising  generation  to  see 
how  innocence  cnn  stajid  on  its  pedestal ;  for  I  never  stole  the  hog,  and  as  to  the  watch  it  waa 
ray  grand-father's  ;  while  the  pencil  is  too  trifling  a  matter  to  discuss  at  this  present. 

*  '  P.  S.  If  you  should  see  friend  Jones,  tell  him  to  come.* 

'In  consequence  of  all  this,  we  proceeded  to  the  court-house  on  the  appointed  day: 
and  now  I  am  going  to  report  to  you  the  most  singular  part  of  the  matter.  Mr.  Gim- 
blin never  looked  better  in  his  life.  Ilis  face  shone  like  a  razor  with  a  sort  of  satisfacy 
lion,  and  he  looked  all  round,  like  an  eagle  on  a  pole.  He  shook  hands  with  me,  and 
he  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Ebexezkr  Elliot,  and  he  asked  how  all  the  children  were, 
and  he  went  up  to  the  first  class  in  Mi'ruay's  English  grammar,  which  I  had  brought 
into  the  court-room  to  gratify  him,  and  he  smiled  patronizingly  onto  them,  and  said  to 
them :  *  IJoys,  be  virtuous,  and  you  will  be  happy  I  *  When  the  question  was  put  to 
him,  he  plead  *  not  guilty,'  with  a  voice  like  the  thunder  of  a  cataract,  and  he  repeated 
it  over  two  or  three  times,  striking  his  chest  and  nodding  his  head,  and  asseverating, 
'  Not  guilty !  not  guilty !  *  We  all  nodded  back  to  him  approvingly,  and  whispered  to 
one  another :  *  Here  is  a  case  of  gross  conspiracy ;  Mr.  Gimblix  is  safe ! '  and  he  nodded 
back  to  us,  as  much  as  to  say :  *  Wait  a  few  moments :  I  am  safe !  * 

'Well,  the  judge  sot,  and  the  jury  sot,  and  the  witnesses  were  brought  on  and  ex- 
amined ;  and  though  you  may  scarcely  find  it  possible  to  credit  what  I  may  now  state 
to  you,  I  declare  upon  my  word  and  honor,  that  the  charge  was  fastened  on  him  by  the 
most  abundant  testimony,  clear  as  day,  bright  as  a  beam  of  sun-light,  and  not  the  least 
mistake.  He  stole  the  watch,  he  stole  the  half-hog,  and  he  stole  the  ever-pointed  pen- 
cil— all  three.    We  looked  upon  one  another,  and  were  dumbfoundercd,  and  could 
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scarcely  cfedit  our  ears.  We  then  looked  upon  Mr.  Gimblin  ;  and,  his  countenance 
lighting  up  suddently,  like  a  ray  of  light  which  had  slanted  down  from  the  Alleghahies^ 
gave  us  renewed  hope  that  there  might  be  some  kink  in  the  testimony,  and  some  loop- 
hole  through  which,  by  some  possible  manner  of  means,  an  insulted  innocence  might 
squeedge  itself.  Standing  firmly  onto  his  legs,  and  surveying  the  learned  counsel, 
casting  a  forgiving  look  on  thoser  v^ho  had  testified  against  him,  folding  his  arms  on  his 
breast,  and  hacking  and  coughing  two  or  three  times,  in  order  to  clear  his  throat  —  a£» 
he  was  at  the  time  afflicted  very  severely  with  the  influenza  —  he  spoke  (altogether  ex* 
temporany)  in  a  fluent  voice,  and  addressed  the  Court  thus : 

' '  May  it  please  the  €ourt :  I  came  here,  convicted  of  my  innocence,  and  could  not 
entertain  a  doubt  upon  a  matter  of  so  vital  an  interest;  and  I  doo  feel,  now,  an  indispo* 
sition  to  chauge  my  views ;  being  far  more  willing  to  have  a  good  opinion  of  this  depo- 
nent.  But,  gentlemen,  I  am  compelled  to  do  it,  constrained  by  the  force  of  the  testi- 
mony, which  appears  to  be  irrefragable,  unequivocal,  and  much  stronger  than  I  deemed 
any  way  possible,  to  acknowledge  that  the  guilt  of  this  deponent  has  been  very  circum- 
stantially and  fully  made  out.  I  am  afraid  you  will  have  to  send  me  to  jail.  I  guess 
that  will  be  the  shortest  road  of  squaring^  up  accounts ;  and  after  that,  I  shall  be  a 
wiser  and  better  man.    I  have  no  doubt  but  what  I  shall  be  a  wiser  and  a  better  man.* 

'  With  that,  he  nmde  as  handsome  a  bow  as  any  gentleman  could  make,  and  smiled 
quite  in  good  spirits.    We  are  dumbfoundered  at  the  Clulch.     Yours,  'T.z.' 


'  Uncle  Reuben  : '  a  *  Down-East  *  Sketch.  —  We  know  not  how  it  may  ber 
with  others,  but  we  do  like  to  *  scan '  such  home-pictures  as  the  following  of 
*Unde  ReubeUj'  a  *  down-east '  wag  of  the  first  water.     No  one  can  doubt  that 
the  sketch  describes  a  real  character,  and  that  he  was  a  '  marked  man  ^  in 
his  day  and  generation : 

*  I  NBVBR  knew  such  a  general  favorite  as  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  was.  He  was  not  one  of 
your  universal  *  uncles '  —  uncle  to  every  body  —  but  my  own  great-uncle  —  my  grand- 
mother's brother.  Bte  is  not  a  fictitious,  but  a  real  character,  as  many  a  man  in  the  Old 
Colony  has  had  abundant  reason  to  believe.  It  was  a  great  treat  to  have  him  come  in 
to  spend  an  evening,  whether  he  talked  of  politics,  or,  as  he  used  to  express  it,  '  small, 
like  a  woman.*  My  mother  never  stopped  her  spinning-wheel  for  any  man  but  him; 
and  when  he  took  off  his  hat,  (a  sure  indication  that  he  intended  to  spend  the  evening,) 
her  face  would  gradually  brighten  into  a  t)RUMMOND-light.  While  he  tarried,  she  seemed 
to  ache  with  delight,  and  for  days  after,  she  would  continually  break  out  laughing,  and 
laugh  till  she  cried.  I  was  a  chicken  then,  and  wondered  why  she  cried  and  laughed 
so;  but  I  was  comforted  to  find  that  every  body  did  the  like.  Yet  *  Uncle  Reuben' 
was  hardly  ever  known  to  laugh,  and  but  seldom  to  smile.  The  women  and  children 
all  loved  him  —  a  sure  indication  of  a  good  heart ;  and  Tie  loved  every  body. 

'There  was  Corporal  Standish,  that  every  body  else  hated,  for  he  was  always  doing 
disagreeable  things :  slandering  his  neighbors,  and  even  the  parson ;  continually  poking 
that  ugly  pug-nose  of  his  where  it  had  no  business  to  be ;  and  apparently  for  the  express 
purpose  of  having  it  pulled.  But '  Uncle  Reuben  *  was  always  kind  to  7u>n,  and  Mr.  Stan- 
dish  liked  *  Uncle  Reuben  *  as  well  as  he  did  any  body,  until  one  rainy  Saturday  evening, 
when  the  neighbors  were  all  over  to  Mr.  Mouse's  '  shoemaker-shop '  talking  politics. 
Mr.  Morse  had  just  taken  from  off  the  fire  a  kettle  of  wax,  and  set  it  asfde  to  cooL 
While  it  was  still  warm  and  shining,  Mr.  Standish  came  in.  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  remarked, 
incidentally,  that  powder  for  the  hair  had  all  gone  out  of  fashion.  '  The  General  As- 
sembly have  recommended  not  to  use  it,  and  at  the  last  court  none  of  the  judges  wore 
wigs.  Hair-oil  is  all  the  rage,  and  *  Government,*  in  order  to  do  the  handsome  thing 
for  Gen.  Lafayette,  havie  given  him  the  exclusive  right  to  make  it.'  '  Uncle  Reuben  ' 
then  read  from  a  newspaper  quite  a  long  article  to  that  effect,  and  although  I  tried  io 
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find  it  in  the  same  paper  all  the  next  day,  I  could  not.    It  wound  up  bj  saying  that 

*Hr.  RoDOLPHCTs  Morse,  of  H ,  was  sole  agent  for  said  town.' 

'  Mr.  Stakmsd,  spying  the  kettle,  cried  out :  *Ah,  ha !  what  you  got  in  that  kittle,  Mr. 

MOBSK?' 

* '  Only  just  trying  this  receipt,'  replied  Mobsb. 

' '  Now,  Mr.  Mobsb,'  said  Uncle  Rkubex,  '  Corporal  Stan-dish  is  an  old  neighbor,  ani 
although  he  is  not  on  the  lest  terms  with  you  all,  perhaps  it  is  as  much  your  fiiult  as  Au^ 
What  is  the  use  of  an  eternal  grumble  ?  Now,  I  propose  a  truce :  instead  of  the  hair- 
oil  you  was  going  to  give  me,  to  fix  vnj  hair  for  to-morrow,  let  Mr.  Staxdish  hare  i^ 
and  shake  hands  all  around.    WTiat  do  you  say  ?   Shall  by-gones  be  by-gones?* 

'  Mr.  MoBSE  held  out  his  hand,  and  all  in  turn  shook  hands. 

* '  Then,'  said  Uncle  Reuben,  *  set  right  up  here,  Mr.  Standish,  and  FU  fix  it  mjadl^ 
just  as  General  Bradford  had  ^m  at  the  Republican  Convention.' 

*  So  Mr.  Staxdish  took  the  chair,  and  '  Uncle  Reubbx  '  put  on  a  thick  coat  of  the  waz^ 
with  a  direction  that  he  must  not  touch  it,  even  with  his  hat,  for  two  hours,  lest  il 
should  take  ofif  the  gloss.  In  about  half  an  hour,  the  victim  went  home,  feeling  Yttj 
grand ;  but,  just  before  he  went,  he  stepped  up  to  a  little  piece  of  looking-glass,  tacked 
up  with  nails  to  a  post,  and  took  a  view  of  himself:  the  only  expression  he  made  was, 
*I  roicney!  what  a  gloss  I '  Although  the  evening  was  rainy,  yet  he  touched  not  his 
head  with  his  hat. 

'After  he  was  gone,  that  old  shop  broke  out  into  a  fit  of  hysterics ;  and,  although 
they  certainly  did  laugh,  yet  they  all  agreed,  it  *  was  no  laughing  matter.' 

'  Staxdish  was  not  seen  out  of  his  door-yard  for  a  long  while.  *  Then  had  the 
neighbors  rest  throughout  that  region,  and  were  not  a  little  comforted.'  Some  said 
Staxdish  and  his  wife  had  a  quarrel,  when  he  went  home  that  night,  because  she  said 
he  was  *  a  fool ; '  but  certain  it  was  that  there  was  great  excitement,  for  a  candle  was 
burning  until  almost  morning. 

*  When  his  hair  had  grown  again,  *  Uncle  RErssx '  went  to  see  him,  and  congratulated 
him  upon  his  recovery  from  his  fever,  and  behaved  in  so  kind  a  manner,  that  the  Cor* 
poral  refused  to  believe  that  <  Uncle  Reubex  *  knew  that  he  had  not  been  sick,  and  that 
the  wax  was  not  hair-oil ;  '  for,'  said  be,  *  how  did  he  know  what  it  was,  till  Mr.  Morsb 
told  him?  —  and,  besides,  if  I  asled  him  to  put  it  on,  what  right  have  /  to  find  fiiultf 
and  why  did  I  let  him  put  it  on,  if  I  did  not  want  it  on?    Come,  now! ' 

*Then  there  was  Paul ,  who  shot  pigeons  on  *  Uncle  Recpbx's' pigeon-buah; 

and,  although  he  might  have  prosecuted  him  for  it,  he  never  did,  nor  did  he  'hold  any 
hardness  against  him ; '  for  '  Uncle  Reubex  '  wa«  a  kind  man.  lie  even  went,  one  rainy 
morning,  before  Paul  was  up,  to  borrow  his  gun,  which  Paul  refused  to  lend,  but  was 
very  anxious  to  know  what  he  wanted  it  for ;  and  '  Uncle  Reuben  '  generously  told 
him  he  wanted  to  shoot  into  a  flock  of  wild  geese  that  had  lighted  on  the  big  maple^ 
down  in  the  swamp.  Paul  was  up  in  a  minute,  and  although  apparently  '  Uncle  I^Bi> 
BBN '  was  trying  to  borrow  somebody's  else  gun,  yet  Paul  was  off  before  him.  He 
crept  a  long  way  on  his  hands  and  knees,  through  the  mud  and  rain,  so  as  not  to  frighten 
the  geese. 

'  But  in  an  hour  he  returned,  without  having  seen  the  first  feather,  with  his  pant»> 
loons  wet  and  dirty,  and  his  jacket  badly  torn.  Mr.  Standish  twitted  him  Aout  it, 
and  said  he  was  a  '  ninkum '  to  beliete  that  a  goose,  that  can  hardly  stand  on  the  ground, 
could,  with  his  web-feet,  hold  on  to  a  tree  I  The  only  reply  was,  */  vowney,  tchat  a 
gloss f 

'  Macadlat  observes  that  '  a  taste  for  severe  practical  jokes,  hi  a  man  of  mature 
years  and  strong  understanding,  when  habitually  indulged  in,  is  ahnost  invariably  the 
sign  of  a  bad  heart.'  But  I  feel  bound  to  say,  as  a  true  biographer,  that  no  man,  living  or 
dead,  ever  had  a  kinder  heart  than  '  Uncle  Reubex,'  nor  more  generosity  and  disinteiv 
estedness.  He  never  played  a  practical  joke  unless  it  was  deserved  by  the  unlu(^ 
wight  upon  whom  it  fell.    He  was  never  known  to  be  in  a  rage ;  and  when  he  caught 

Calvin  E firing  his  stuck  of  hay,  he  was  not  even  angry.    Calvin  expected  to 

answer  his  offence  before  a  legal  tribunal :  but '  Uncle  Reuben  '  never  called  upon  tht 


1864.]  Editor's  TaUe.  96 

lawyer  for  assistance  to  punish  those  that  sinned  a^inst  him.  Some  months  after, 
early  one  February  morning,  Calvin  was  seen  coming  down  the  road,  with  a  pair  of 
ox-bows  in  one  hand,  a  bunch  of  whip-handles  in  the  other,  and  any  number  of  birch' 
brooms  dangling  from  his  shoulders.  These  were  the  work  of  his  winter-evenings,* 
and  with  them  he  was  bound  to  market.  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  was  at  breakfast.  When 
Calvin  had  passed  the  house,  'Uncle  Reuben,'  without  his  hat,  rushed  out,  and 
shouted :  *  Which  way,  Mr.  E ? ' 

*  *  To  Barrington,*  was  the  reply. 

*  *  I  thought  as  much,'  said  *  Uncle  Reuben.'  *  Bless  your  soul !  did  n't  you  know 
the  windmill-dam  was  broken  up,  and  that  there  has  been  no  passing  this  way  these 
two  days  ?  You  must  either  give  up  your  journey,  or  go  around  through  Centreville.' 
*  Uncle  Reuben'  then  went  back  to  finish  his  breakfast,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Calvin  retrace  his  steps,  and  take  the  Centreville  road. 

*At  eleven  o'clock,  Calvin  had  passed  Centreville,  and  entered  the  high-road  between 

M and  Barrington,  when  he  met  Paul,  and  they  stopped  to  *  take  something ' 

together. 

* '  I  've  had  a  hard  jaunt,'  said  Calvin,  *  and  this  does  me  good,  for  I  was  almost 
jaded  out.' 

*  *A  three-mile  heat  tucker  y<w,  Calvin  ?  ' 

*  *  No,  indeed,'  rejoined  Calvin  ;  *  but  I  have  had  to  travel  around  by  Centreville, 
which  *is  a  hard  road  to  travel,  I  believe.' ' 

*  *  Why,  what  on  airth  sent  you  way  around  there  ? ' 

*  *  Why,  the  windmill-dam  has  given  way,  you  know,  and ' 

**Hal  ha!  ha!    Windmill-dam!    Ha!  ha!  ha!    Windmill-dam!    Je-r<w-salem !    If 

Bbubbn has  n't  pulled  the  wool  over  yoiir  eyes,  then  I  'm  no  conjuror !  *    Just 

Ihen,  Paul  thought  of  the  wild-goose  chase  he  had  been  led,  and,  lest  he  should  be 
turned  upon,  drove  on  at  a  furious  rate,  shouting,  '  Windmill-dam !  0  Je-reM;-salem  ! ' 
till  he  was  out  of  sight. 

*Any  man  who  cheated  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  was  sure  to  lose  by  it.  If  time  elapsed 
before  the  debt  was  paid,  good  interest  was  certain  to  be  collected. 

*  Uncle  Reuben  '  was  a  carpenter,  and  Mr.  Burt  bargained  with  him  to  frame  his 
house  at  a  given  price.  The  frame  was  completed  according  to  contract,  but  Mr.  Buet 
refused  to  pay  till  the  cellar-stairs  were  made.  This  was  not  in  the  contract,  but  *  Uncle 
Biuben  '  Diade  the  stairs  and  took  his  money. 

*A  few  days  after,  the  people  came  from  far  and  near  to  the  raising.  A  *  raising,'  in 
those  days,  was  a  great  holiday.  Genuine  *  New-England,'  and  none  of  your  poisonous 
vitriol  rum  of  the  present  day,  was  the  customary  beverage.  The  head-carpenter  must 
take  the  first  drink,  and  the  shout  went  up  fur  '  Uncle  Reuben  ; '  but  he  was  no  where 
to  be  found.  *  Was  not  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  invited  ?  Why  is  he  not  here  ?  What  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this?'  Mr.  Burt  himself  at  last  took  the  place  of  the  head-carpenter, 
and  they  proceeded  to  lay  hold  of  the  timbers ;  but  no  tenon  and  mortice  had  the  same 
number,  and  by  way  of  clearing  up  the  difficulty,  they  took  another  'nipper.'  The 
afternoon  had  wasted  away,  and  the  first  timbers  were  not  put  together,  or,  at  least, 
put  together  wrong.  The  liquor  was  all  gone,  and  the  company  voted  to  adjourn  until 
ihe  next  day,  for  more  liquor.  The  day  following,  '  more  liquor '  was  obtained,  and  it 
being  noised  abroad  that  Reuben  P framed  the  building,  an  unusually  large  com- 
pany appeared,  to  see  the  fun. 

'  They  then  refused  to  move  a  timber  until  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  was  sent  for,  or  at  least, 
until  he  gave  them  some  instructions.  A  messenger  was  dispatched  for  him,  but  he 
refused  on  account  of  a  rheumatism.  He  said  he  could  hardly  be  induced  to  go  out 
for  a  ten^lollar  note ;  that  the  frame  was  perfect  enough,  but  it  was  ten  to  one  if  they 
oould  put  it  together.    The  excitement  was  intense,  and  increased  by  the  liquor.    The 

company  demanded  Mr.  P to  be  sent  for,  and  a  ten-dollar  note  by  the  messenger. 

Mr.  Burt  said  he  did  not  care  for  the  ten  dollars,  but  it  was  the  manner  in  which  it  was 

obtained.     TTiat  weighed  upon  him  like  a  mountain !    Mr.  B then  tried  him  with 

five  dollars,  but  it  was  of  no  use.    The  ten  dollars  were  forthcoming,  and  '  Uncle  B■l^• 
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BBN '  was  among  his  shouting  friends  in  an  instant.    'A  leotle  of  King  Jbbmks*  eje* 
water,  all  around  1  *  said  *  Uncle  Reuben/ 

*  *  What  is  the  matter  with  the  frame  ? '  said  Mr.  Buet. 

*  *  Nothing  at  all/  was  the  response.  'As  I  said  before,  the  frame  is  perfect,  but  it  is 
ten  to  one  if  you  can  put  it  together.  Look  at  this  tenon,  numbered  twelve;  now, 
where  does  it  go?  Why,  it  goes  into  the  mortise  number  two,  of  course.  And  where 
does  thus  tenon,  number  one,  go?  Why,  into  number  ten,  of  course ;  for,  as  I  said  in 
the  first  place,  and  always  told  you,  it  was  Un  to  one  if  you  could  put  it  together.' 

' '  Uncle  Recbb.v  '  hud  received  double  his  pay  for  the  stairs,  and  Mr.  Burt  receired 
notice  that  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  'Tradc'Siik  Cimipany.'' 


» > 


Gossip  with  Readers  akd  Correspondents.— *77<5  Mardi  of  the  Saxons* 
comes  to  us  from  a  friend  whose  contributions  have  more  tlian  once  delighted 
the  readers  of  these  pages  : 

*  You  remember,  don't  you,  that  touching  story  told  by  Dr.  Ri.-sh,  of  the  Swiss,  who 
left  his  land  and  his  language  behind  him,  and  sought  a  new  home  in  the  new  world? 

*  Years  went  on,  and  at  length  the  time  came  for  the  old  man  to  die.  He  lay  upon 
his  couch.  The  lights  grew  dim,  for  '  they  that  look  out  at  the  windows  were  darken- 
ed.' Loved  voices  were  hushed,  for  *  the  daughters  of  music  were  brought  low.*  His 
hands  were  folded  upon  his  breast ;  his  lips  moved ;  he  spoke.  His  old  wife  bent  over 
him,  but  the  accents  were  strange.  The  exile  was  a  child  again.  He  was  beneath  the 
sliadows  of  the  eternal  mountains  once  more.  The  rush  of  the  torrent  swelled  upon 
his  dying  ear ;  the  Alpine  *  glow  *  brightened  his  dying  eye.  The  song  of  his  sister 
floated  out  through  the  open  door,  from  *  the  cot  where  he  was  born,'  and  he  breathed 
his  last  prayer  in  the  language  of  other  days. 

'  The  world  is  full  of  words.  All  too  often,  they  fall  lightly  from  the  lip,  but  they 
nestle  in  the  heart  at  last.  The  wardrobe  of  thought  —  they  tremble  with  the  emotion 
they  cannot  hide ;  they  warm  with  the  fervor  they  cannot  chill. 

*  By  the  way,  do  you  not  bless  yourself  that  you  speak  a  dialect  rich  in  such  words  as 
home,  hope,  heart,  hearth,  happiness,  and  heaven  ?  That  your  *  lines  have  fallen  to  * 
you  in  A.vglo-Saxon  '  places '  ? 

*  For,  was  it  not  an  Axolo-Saxon  soul  that,  by  the  pillars  of  Hercules,  watched  the 
western  main,  as  the  dumb  waves  rolled  around  the  blue  walls  of  heaven  ?  An  Axolo- 
Saxon  hand  that  struck  off  the  first  word  of  the  inscription,  and  left  \i  plusultra,  more 
beyond  ;  and  whon  the  breeze  blew  free,  grasped  the  tiller,  and  went  down  like  the  sun 
in  the  dim  west?  An  Anglo-Saxon  eye,  to  whose  dazzled  sight  the  Andes*  fiery  flags 
were  unrolled  in  welcome  above  a  giant-world?  An  Anglo-Saxon  heart  that  throbbed 
triumphant  on  Plymouth's  rocky  threshold  ? 

*And  '  the  Genesee  country,'  that  used  to  be  at  the  end  of  the  world,  that  was  on  the 
rery  borders  of  people's  dreams  a  century  ago.  The  forest-coronals  have  trembled  to 
Anglo-Saxon  strokes ;  and  Anglo-Saxon  harvest-songs  float  melodiously  through  the 
rallev  of  the  Genesee. 

*  But  he  paused  not  yet.  Beyond  him  murmured  the  waters  of  the  beautiful  Ohio ; 
and  on  he  went ;  and  the  tangled  wilderness  he  made  vocal  with  Saxon  songs,  and 
blessed  with  Saxon  homes. 

*0n  he  went,  till  he  stood  entranced  upon  the  crystal  threshold  of  the  prairies;  m 
threshold  wherein  England,  with  its  great  heart  of  the  world  ;  with  its  Westminster, 
its  memories,  and  all  its  wealth  of  glories  and  of  graves,  could  be  merged,  like  some 
rare  gold  coin  of  the  olden  time,  and  there  still,  in  all  its  glorious  proportions,  would 
stand  the  West  ! 

*  On  he  went,  over  the  prairies,  damp  with  the  imprint  of  the  palm  of  Omnipotescb, 
till  a  long,  low  line,  something  like  a  cloud,  something  like  a  furrow,  loomed  up  in  bis 
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western  horizon.  And  it  tpoa  a  furrow  —  that  frosted  furrow  in  God's  fallow-field,  the 
Bockj  Range.  Undaunted  still,  he  paused  at  length,  at  the  Southern  Pass  —  that  gate- 
less  Gaza  of  the  farther  West.  Upon  the  everlasting  lintels  of  the  mountains,  he  traced 
the  words  he  had  borne  with  him  from  the  pillars  of  Gibraltar,  more  beyond,  wrapped 
his  robe  about  him,  and  passed  sublimely  through  and  on,  till  the  murmur  of  Pacific's 
gentle  waves  rose  on  his  quickened  ear. 

'  From  frozen  Onalaska,  whence  came,  but  now,  *  the  wolfs  long  howl,'  rolled  the 
music  of  Saxon  accents,  the  tread  of  Saxon  foot-steps,  the  strains  of  Saxon  song. 

'  Far  down  from  the  Cordilleras  and  old  volcanic  graves,  came  up  on  the  sweet  south- 
wind,  the  shout  of  Saxon  tongues,  the  carol  of  Saxon  children,  the  clink  of  Saxon 
hammers.  Onward  still,  until  the  wanderer  sat  down  and  bathed  his  weaiy  feet  in  the 
calm  waters  of  the  milder-main. 

'  He  looked  up,  and  the  porcelain  towers  of  the  Celestial  Empire  glittered  in  the  set- 
ting sun !  In  his  march  around  the  world,  the  Anglo-Saxon  had  wheeled  back  the 
globe  a  half  revolution,  but  he  launched  a  bark  that  lay  there  sunning  upon  the  shore, 
and  awaj  with  his  Saxon  greeting  for  '  the  Island  of  the  Sea ! ' ' 

If  any  creature  that  treads  the  earth  is  vilified  and  abused,  it  is  the  Jack  : 
every  body  that  is  stupid,  ignorant,  stubborn,  vile,  malicious,  or  what  ever  else 
that  is  repulsive,  is  invidiously  compared  to  *  a  jackass.*  A  correspondent, 
moved  by  pity,  believes  it  high  time  that  something  eulogistic  was  said  in 
favor  of  this  victim  of  persecution,  especially  as  he  happens  to  own  one  which 
he  regards  as  a  favorite  : 

'  Mr  darling  Jack,  I  must  contend. 

Has  enviable  ways : 
He  never  makes  a  boisterous  noise. 
Excepting  when  he  brays. 

'So  splendidly  his  virtues  shine, 

They  lead  me  to  adore  him ; 
He  never  halts  upon  the  road 
When  fodder  is  before  him. 

*  If  jrentle  meekness  merits  praise, 

This  grace  to  you  appeals ; 
He 's  never  yet  been  known  to  kick 
The  man  that  shunned  his  heels. 

* 

*  His  master's  word  should  he  refuse 

To  hear  with  all  his  strength, 
'Tis  plainly  not  because  his  ears 
Have  not  sufficient  length. 

*  In  fine,  if  all  his  powers  have  not 

Received  their  right  direction. 
His  Maker,  be  it  not  forgot. 
Ne'er  meant  him  for  perfection.'  b.  b^ 

Apropos  of  jack-asses :  we  never  heard  but  one  man  praise  their  music.  "We- 
did,  however,  once  hear  an  English  vocalist,  who  was  surprised  for  the  first 
time  by  the  sonorous  bray  of  a  'jack,'  exclaim :  *  Good  'evings !  w*at  a  horgan* 
he  *8  got!  — and  w'at  a  sostenuto  / '  The  mule  is  the  same  as  a  jackass,  save 
that  the  latter  is  *  more  so.'  The  *  organ '  of  the  former  lacks  the  *  compass  *" 
of  the  male  animal.  -  -  -  '  Time  is  money,'  Dr.  Franklin  says,  and  *  cor- 
rect time '  is  all-important.  If  our  town  or  transient  readers  would  see  something 
worth  seeing,  let  them  drop  in  at  the  new  and  magnificent  clock-establishment^ 
Number  Three  Hundred  and  Thirl^-Eight,  Broadway.    Soch  a  stock,  sach  ai 
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variety  of  styles,  patterns,  and  prices,  has  never  been  seen  in  America  before. 
Yoa  can  range  from  seventy-five  cents  to  two  thousand  dollars,  and  all  complete 
of  their  kind ;  clocks  for  church-spires,  railroad  depots,  banks,  large  balls,  in- 
surance-companies, watch-makers'  regulators,  etc.,  are  all  heard  at  once,  with 
a  noise  like  the  constant  patter  of  a  summer-shower.  These  are  sent  to  Oali- 
fomia,  Europe,  Australia,  indeed,  all  over  the  habitable  globe.  This  vast 
establishment,  considered  only  as  an .  architectural  structure,  is  one  of  the 
'  lions '  of  the  city.  The  large  regulator  in  front  of  tlie  store,  will  be  the  time- 
keeper for  New- York,  the  same  as  the  black-ball  clock  of  the  observatory  at 
Greenwich.  It  will  be  regulated,  every  clear  day,  by  the  sun.  -  -  -  Christ- 
mas Is  upon  us !  The  merry  days  have  returned  again :  the  days  of  sugar- 
plums, roast  beef,  aTid  plum-pudding ;  when  children  are  replete  with  drums, 
whistles,  dolls,  wooden-horses,  and  sweet-meats ;  and  w^hen  they  are  so  cra^ 
with  delight  they  don't  seem  to  know  any  thing  else  but  Christmas;  as 
though  the  world  was  one  long,  wild,  harum-scarum  holiday,  and  life  a  grand 
circle  of  frolic,  set  around  with  tin-trumpets  and  rattles.  Well  I  we  believe  in 
the  little  ones,  and  would  exclaim  to  them,  in  the  utmost  good  faith, '  Go  it 
while  you  're  young ! '  We  do  like  to  see  a  small  army  of  little  ones,  gathered 
round  the  Christmas-tree,  shouting  and  romping  like  so  many  tempestuous  young 
bulls  of  Bashan  :  hear  them  squeal ;  see  them  tumbling  about,  inflicting  fran- 
tic whacks  on  the  unoffending  floor ;  bumping  furniture  uncompromisingly,  and 
to  the  ruin  thereof.  We  have  often  thought  that  the  biography  of  children 
would  be.  something  highly  entertaining.  We  suppose  they  say  and  do  more 
amusing  things  than  all  the  men  in  the  world  ever  dreamed  of;  and  a  narrative 
devoted  to  the  faithful  record  of  their  lives  would  be  a  more  useful  and  enter- 
ing publication  than  all  that  Hume,  Gibbon,  and  kindred  *  old  fogies,'  ever  gave 
to  the  world.    And  so  thinks  a  most  welcome  correspondent : 

*  In  these  latter  days,  when  every  body  is  vindicating  every  body  else's  wrongs,  I 
would  respectfully  raise  the  banner  of  juvenility :  let  others  espouse  the  womjen  and 
their  cause ;  give  them  the  rights  of  which  they  have  always  been  so  unjustly  deprived ; 
let  them  have  all  they  ask ;  let  them  vote,  and  make  stump^peeches,  chew  tobacco,  and 
drink  whiskey;  let  them  lie,  swear,  and  steal,  and  get  put  in  the  calaboose  for  it,  as  we 
men  do :  these  arc  the  glorious  rights  and  inestimable  privileges  for  which  our  fathers 
fought,  bled,  and  died ;  and  women  ought  to  have  a  slice.  If  others  are  philanthropic 
about  man,  *  so  mote  it  be ; '  I  have  no  objection :  while  others  pursue  their  own  incli- 
nations, I  claim  a  similar  privilege,  and  am  *  strong  on  children,'  for  I  consider  them  a 
down-trodden,  abused,  snubbed  race. 

*  People  write  the  biography  of  men ;  why  do  n't  they  do  a  like  justice  to  the  younk- 
ers?  Men,  for  instance,  arc  proclaimed  to  be  great  financiers,  whereas  they  're  no  frao* 
tion  of  an  idea  to  children.  Did  you  ever  know  of  so  many  things  bought  with  one 
lone  quarter  of  a  dollar  as  a  seven-year-old  will  buy  on  Christmas  morning  ?  The 
quantity  of  sugar-plums  and  ginger-bread  that  such  an  investment  will  produce  is  per- 
fectly incredible ;  quite  sufficient  to  create  a  contagious  disease  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  originate  doctor's  bills  to  the  extent  of  a  year's  income.  Any  child  of  ordinary 
intelligenoe  can  make  itself  dangerously  ill  on  the  proceeds  of  three  cents ;  and  a  siz- 
;pence  is  invariably  fatal.  We  would  rather  set  a  reasonable  number  of  urchins,  with 
a  six-pence  a-piece,  to  furnish  supplies  for  an  invading-army,  than  all  the  Secretaries  of 
"War,  wearing  patches  on  their  unmentionables. 

'I  had  a  brother  —  he's  dead  now,  rest  his  soul! — that  my  father  made  a  living 
-profit  off  of,  up  to  the  time  he  was  eight  years  old,  such  was  the  inordinate  quantity  of 
.things  he  would  parchase  with  the  smallest  outlay.    He  was  purveyor^^eneral  to  the 
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household  about  CShriBtmas  times ;  and  I  hare  known  him  to  buy,  with  one  poor  hi^f- 
doUar,  two  drums  at  a  dollar  a>piece ;  dolls  for  his  five  sisters ;  whips,  tops,  and  marbles, 
without  number,  fbr  his  brothers ;  something  comfortable  for  his  parents ;  beside  figs, 
oranges,  candj,  and  a  large  piece  of  dog^meat;  and  then  he  would  try  to  lay  up  a  few 
ooppers  out  of  tJie  change. 

*  Men  pretend  to  be  very  shrewd  and  sharp  at  driving  bargains :  there  is  n't  a  child 
limg,  under  ten  years  of  age,  that  could  n't  cheat  them  out  of  their  eyes.  There  used 
to  be  a  little  store  up  town,  where  the  price  of  every  thing  appeared  to  be  fire  cents : 
it  didn't  seem  to  make  any  difference  what  the  article  was;  it  was  always  worth  just 
that  precise  sum :  and  I  suppose  if  we  had  asked  the  old  Italian  the  value  in  fee-simple 
of  his  house  and  lot,  he  would  have  put  it  to  us  at  the  universal  half-dime ;  and  yet,  all 
the  children  of  our  neighborhood  were  continually  buying  things  there,  and  none  of  us 
ever  had  more  than  two  or  three  cents  all  told ;  for  I  well  remember  that  we  never  held 
exclusive  ownership' over  the  sum  of  five  cents  at  once,  until  we  were  reading  C.«sab: 
I  know  we  used  to  think,  at  the  time,  that  we  were  defVauding  the  old  Italian  out  of 
itiillions  and  millions  of  money ;  and  we  often  went  up  there  expecting  to  see  him  break, 
though  I  do  n't  suppose  that  the  whole  amount  of  our  purchases,  in  a  series  of  years, 
came  to  a  dollar. 

'  This  week  1  was  at  this  very  store,  and  felt  my  youth  renewed  like  the  young  eagle's,  as 
I  watched  the  negotiations  going  on  between  the  shop-keeper  and  the  little  ones  for  toys : 
one  rosy-cheeked,  chubby  little  fellow,  about  four  years  old,  came  toddling  in,  and  per- 
formed an  escalade  on  a  bag  of  cofiee,  which  brought  him  within  grabbing^distance  of 
the  counter,  when  he  seised  the  first  thing  he  could  lay  hold  of,  which  proved  to  be  a 
wooden  Napoleon  crossing  the  Alps,  as  he  is  represented  in  the  primers,  with  his  horse 
standing  on  one  hind  leg,  and  his  toil,  varying  considerably  from  the  perpendicular, 
backward. 

'  'How  much  is  this?'  gasped  the  little  one. 

*  *  Five  cents,'  said  the  store-man. 

*  *  Well,  I  '11  take  it,'  was  the  response,  as  the  little  fellow  deposited  two  cents  on  the 
counter ;  and  take  it  he  did,  and  scrambled  down  off  of  the  coffee-sack  and  rolled  away, 
just  as  though  it  was  a  satisfactorily-completed  commercial  transaction.  Now,  there 's 
no  resisting  a  financial  operation  of  that  description ;  and  what  can  you  do  in  such  a 
case  ?  The  boy  doubtless  thought  it  was  all  right :  the  pricey  he  imagined,  was  a  mere 
nominal  thing,  not  worthy  of  material  consideration. 

'A  propensity  for  trading  and  financial  negotiations,  of  every  description,  is  one  of 
flie  earliest  traits  exhibited  in  childhood.  If  a  child  comes  into  possession  of  a  piece 
of  money  by  gift,  grant,  inheritance,  or  otherwise,  the  first  thing  is  to  spend  it :  the 
object  is  not  so  much  to  get  any  thing  in  return  ;  that  is  a  mere  secondary  consideration. 
To  get  rid  of  the  money  is  the  g^eat  thing.  All  children  manifest  a  most  stoical  indif- 
ference as  to  what  they  buy,  so  that  the  grand  result  is  obtained  —  immunity  from 
*  change ; '  a  child,  therefore,  always  buys  the  first  thing  it  sees,  no  matter  what  it  is ; 
unless,  indeed,  a  multiplicity  of  things  is  presented  at  once,  and  then  its  perplexity  is 
amusing.  Now,  we  suppose  no  one  would  think  of  Iniying  a  pickled,  cod-fish  as  a 
Christmas-present  for  a  young  lady,  save  a  child  six  years'old,  and  yet  I  have  known  that 
event  to  take  place. 

'  The  purchases  made  on  a  Christmas  day,  by  the  smaller  part  of  our  population,  are 
sometimes  highly  curious.  To  hear  the  deliberations,  discussions,  and  proposals  of  the 
little  ones,  is  more  than  funny.  If  they  saw  only  one  thing  at  once,  they  would  find 
DO  difficulty  in  a  speedy  purchase ;  but  when  they  get  into  a  shop,  which  is  a  vast  and 
illimitable  expanse  of  toys,  their  embarrassment  is  entirely  discomfiting :  they  always 
want  to  buy  sixty  different  things,  with  not  money  enough  for  any  one ;  and  then  the 
long^rawn  agony  is,  what  to  get  I  I  heard  one  little  girl  deliberate  herself  into  a  state  oS 
partial  derangement,  and  at  last,  in  despair  of  coming  to  a  conclusion,  tell  the  ven'*.er 
to  'send  the  store  home! ' 

'The  general  result,  however,  is,  to  buy  the  most  impracticable  things  for  the  most 
lldieulous  purposes :  they  most  frequently  get  for  a  sister  a  foot-ball,  or  pair  of  false 
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whiBkers ;  thej  g^ve  their  mother  a  pair  of  skates,  and  the  babj  a  kite ;  the  man  Jon* 
ia  remembered  with  an  ornamental  statuette ;  and  he  is  at  a  loss  to  know  whether  it  i» 
to  be  eaten  with  sugar,  or  wound  up  and  set  a-going ;  and  as  children,  in  the  goodotM» 
of  their  little  hearts,  are  especially  mindful  of  dumb  animals,  the  cat  it  dressed  op  ia  • 
new  flannel  waist-coat,  and  her  feet  put  into  boots  of  walnut-shells,  whereat  the  go— 
straight  into  fits,  while  the  chickens  are  constrained  to  eat  soft  molasses-caodj; 

*  In  all  these,  and  a  thousand  similar  things,  what  delight  do  children  experience  and 
how  does  Christmas  day  bring  them  all,  with  their  fun  and  fVolic,  before  us !  —  for  it  is 
the  day  of  children ;  His  day,  whose  kingdom  is  of  such ;  and  its  returning  san  renew* 
again  the  memories  of  childhood.  The  friends  of  youth  again  smile  on  us ;  Toioes  that 
hare  long  been  hushed,  float  upon  the  air ;  foot-steps  left  upon  the  sand,  the  waters  hairv 
long  been  wearing  away ;  but  the  prints  reviTe,  and  we  wander  by  the  shore  where  we 
gathered  flowers  long  ago.  Years  have  swept  noiselessly  by ;  and  we  start  when  we 
remember  that  it  is  so  long  since  they  lay  down  to  sleep ;  and  we*  reproach  ourselres 
to  think  that  their  images  had  so  nearly  fiwled  away.  Children  as  we  were,  we  had 
cried,  had  they  told  us  while  living,  that  in  a  few  months  aAcr  they  had  gone  we  wonld 
laugh  and  be  as  gay  as  ever ;  that  others  would  soon  take  their  places,  and  we*  dioald 
only  recall  the  loved  and  lost,  as  the  revolving  year  and  renewing  seasons  brought  to* 
mind  the  changes  in  our  own  lives.  But  the  memories  of  youth  are  not  forgotten.  In 
the  Battle  of  Life,  what  wearied  ones  drop  by  the  way-side !  —  how  do  they  £U1,  and 
are  borne  down  by  the  squadrons  as  they  roll  on  in  the  fight  I  Yet  the  valiant  soldier, 
wielding  his  blade  in  earnest  purpose,  stays  not  for  a  parting  look  at  the  comrade  who 
sinks  in  the  ranks  at  his  side ;  but  when  the  conflict  pauses,  when  the  victory  ia  woo, 
by  the  watch-fire  at  night,  stout  hearts  that  know  not  fear,  melt  in  sorrow ;  aiad  as  the 
trophies  lie  at  the  feet  of  the  conquerors,  they  cry : 

<  *  Rbmembrancb  saddening  o'er  each  brow. 
How  had  the  brave  who  fell  exalted  now!  * ' 

Let  US  hear  from  our  friend  again.  -  -  -  A  learxed  and  eloqaent  divine 
of  a  neighboring  city,  once  visited  New-IIaven,  on  some  public  collego-occasion, 
where  he  delivered  an  admirable  address  which  he  had  been  invited  to  prepare. 
Having  finished  it,  the  crowded  meeting  gradually  dispersed,  and  be  walkecf 
down  the  broad-aisle  almost  alone,  not  a  little  fatigued,  and  prodigionslj  in 
want  of  a  dinner.  But  no  one  seemed  to  think  of  that ;  until  a  distinguished 
'  professor '  approached  him,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  not  aceompany  hiii> 
home,  and  take  —  a  cup  of  t«i !  This  was  bad  enough }  but  a  New-Hamp- 
shire correspondent  somewhat  *  improves '  upon  it :  *  Our  worthy  Doctor  of 
Divinity  once  invited  the  seminary  students  to  tea  —  so  they  at  least  understood 
it.  Accordingly,  their  best  clothes  were  put  on,  and  their  usual  tea-tables 
vacated.  They  at  length  reached  the  house,  entered,  and  were  seated  in  the 
parlor,  llie  usual  amount  of  original  statements  in  regard  to  the  weather  folr 
lowed,  and  things  went  smoothly  on  till  the  •claims  of  Hungry*  manifested 
themselves,  by  an  ominous  stoppajre  of  the  '  flow  of  soul.'  Dr.  W  —  at 
length  broke  silence :  *  Gentlemen,'  said  he, '  I  have  called  you  together  to  con- 
sult you  as  to  the  best  means  of  promoting  piety  in  the  Institution/  Such  faces f 
'  Sech  wo ! '  At  lost,  one  of  tlieir  number  ventured  to  suggest,  as  the  besi 
means  that  occurred  to  him,  th0  appointment  of  a  *  season  of  fasting! '  The 
gentleman  who  made  Htm  suggestion,  in  his  own  '  settled  *  life,  was  asked  to  road 
the  notice  of  a  lecture  by  Miss  S .  He  stretched  out  his  hands,  pro- 
nounced the  benediction ;  then,  catching  up  the  piece  of  paper,  said  he  had 
forgotten  to  read  the  following  notice :  'At  half-past  six  to-night,  at  the  school- 
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faoose  Atl  the  first  district,  a  hen  will  attempt  to  crow ! '    He  never  had  any 

more  such  notices.    One  more  ecclesiastical  anecdote.    When  Bishop  S 

was  settled  at  P ,  (Maine,)  a  lady  was  in  his  church  at  the  communion- 

service,  »nd  saw  the  bread  and  wine  covered  with  a  cloth,  on  which  was  wrought 
-•  I.  H.  S.'    *  I.  H.  S.  ? '  said  she, '  what  does  the  /  stand  for  ?    I  did  n't  know 

that  Mr.  S had  any  name  beside  Horatio!^    -    -    -    A  party  of  our 

friends  stopped  one  day,  a  year  or  two  ago,  at  '  Barkis's  Hotel,'  somewhere 
'  out  west,'  and  asked  him  to  get  them  some  dinner.  *  Barkis  was  willing,'  and 
spread  before  them  the  foMowing  bill  of  fare ;  various,  *  that  the  tastes  of  desul- 
tory man,  studious  of  change,  and  pleased  with  novelty,  might  be  indulged : ' 


1Satlti5('  itotel. 
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THURSDAY,  MAY  15,  1861. 


ROASTED. 

Hog. 
rgs,                Ham. 

,               Biscuit. 

Roast — Swine, 
Pig, 
"        Pork, 
«'       Ham. 

Baked— Pig, 
Ham, 
"        Pork, 
"       Swine, 
"       Hog, 
**       Beans, 

Cake— Fruit, 
"       Sponge, 
*»       Cymbals. 

Pale  Brandy, 
Dark    do. 
Whisky  BUI. 

Pig,                        Pork,                        Ham, 

BOILED 

Ham,                   SggSf                   Ham  and  Ee 

BAKED. 

Beans,              Pork  and  Beans,              Bread 

COLD      DISHES. 

BoiLBi>— Ham, 
«        Pork, 

"        Pig, 
"       fiwine. 
Cooked — Animals, 
"        Injun, 
"        Pies, 
"        Cake, 
"       Biscuit, 
-**       Beans. 

PASTRY.    ETC. 

Pie — Mince, 
"      Berry, 
"      Apple, 

APPLES  AND  CHEESE. 

LIQUORS 

Jamaica  Itum, 
Monongaheel, 
McGuckin  Giu, 

One  of  our  friends  tells  us  that  he  ate  so  heartily  of  some  of  the  earlier 
dishes,  that  he  had  little  appetite  for  the  cold  *  courses ! '  -  -  -  *  Oh  !  that 
it  had  pleased  Pbovidence  to  give  us  *  much  moneys '  in  a  long  purse  I*  was  our 
inward  'exclamation,'  after  a  visit  to  Doughty' s  Pictures  of  the  Four  Sea- 
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tom*  at  the  ever-attractive  establishment  of  Messrs.  Williams,  Stevbns  ahi> 
Williams,  va  Broadway.  Never  has  this  fine  artist  done  better  justice  to  hi» 
reputation.  What  a  *■  rich  and  mellow  fruitfulness '  there  is  id  his  'Autumn  I ' 
and  his  '  Winter '  makes  you  actually  shiver  with  cold  I  '  Summer '  is  a  gor- 
geous picture ;  and  our  only  objection  to  the  two  pictures  of  *  Spring '  and 
*  Summer '  is,  that  there  seems  to  be  hardly  sufficient  differenu  between  them. 
But  what  of  that?  Both  are  beautiful,  and  both  painted  from  ISTaturer 
at  the  seasons  represented.  -  -  -  'Here  they  are  again,'  the  Littlb 
Folk  —  and  a  hearty  Ohristmas-welcome  to  them  all !  '  The  more,  the  mer- 
rier ! '  If  we  cannot  provide  for  them  all  at  one  time,  we  will  endeavor  to  do 
it  at  another.  By  the  bye,  it  has  been  well  said  by  one  who  read  the  thoughts 
and  open  hearts  of  children  as  one  reads  a  book,  that  <  grown  persons  are  apt 
to  put  a  lower  estimate  than  is  just  on  the  understandings  of  children.  They 
rate  them  by  what  they  know,  and  children  hww  very  little.  But  their  capa- 
city of  comprehension  is  great.  Hence  the  continual  wonder  of  those  who  are 
unaccustomed  to  them,  at  *  the  old-fashioned  ways '  of  some  lone  little  one  who 
has  no  play-fellows,  and  at  the  odd  mixture  of  folly  and  wisdom  in  its  sayings. 
A  continual  battle  goes  on  in  a  child's  mind,  between  what  it  knows  and  what 
it  comprehends.  Its  answers  are  foolish  from  partial  ignorance,  and  wise  from 
extreme  quickness  of  apprehension.'  The  great  art  of  education  is  so  to  train 
this  last  faculty,  as  neither  to  depress  nor  over-exert  it.  But  Met  the  childiai 
come  in,'  now : 

'A  LADY  one  day  observed  her  little  boy  of  some  six  summers,  who  was  playing  in 
the  garden,  showing  signs  of  anger :  she  said  nothing,  but  be  soon  came  in,  and  ap- 
proaching her,  said : 

' '  Ma,  do  the  phrenologists  say  we  have  a  swearing-bump  in  our  heads  ? ' 

'  His  mother  told  him  she  did  not  know  of  any ;  when  the  little  fellow  remarked  that 
his  head  felt  very  queer,  and  he  came  near  swearing:  and  he  added : 

' '  Grand-pa  has  got  a  large  bump  on  his  head,  and  he  swears  awfully  sometimes ! ' 

'A  LITTLE  girl  had  a  beautiful  head  of  hair,  which  hung  in  'clustering  curls'  down  in 
her  neck.  One  hot  summer  day,  she  went  up-stairs,  and  cut  all  the  curls  off.  Coming 
down,  she  met  her  mother,  who  exclaimed,  with  surprise : 

*  *  Why,  Mart  !  what  have  you  been  doing  to  your  hair?  * 

'  To  which  she  responded,  that  *  she  had  cut  it  off  and  laid  it  away  in  her  box,  but 
that  she  intended  to  put  it  on  again  to-morrow,  as  Aunt  Nanct  did  t '  * 

*  *  What  do  you  learn  at  school  ? '  said  I  to  my  little  boy,  four  years  of  age. 

*  *  Reading  and  spelling,  Papa,  if  you  please.' 

*  'And  what  do  the  other  boys  learn  ? ' 

*  *  Oh !  'rithmetic,  and  'gography,  and  Velocipede.* 
"What?  velocipede?' 

* '  Yes,  papa ;  but  not  about  wooden  horses,  but  about  other  things.' 
*Now,  what  do  you  suppose  he  meant?  —  PhUoaophy! 

*  *  Papa ! '  said  the  same  little  urchin  to  me,  when  he  was  but  three  years  old,  and 
had  just  begun  to  catch  the  phrases  of  older  children  —  it  was  the  pensive  hour  of 
twilight,  and  drawing  near  his  bed-time  —  *  Papa,  will  you  make  a  prayer  for  me,  before 
Igoto  bed?' 

*  *  Yes,  my  darling,  if  you  wish  it ;  but  why  not  let  your  mamma  say  your  prayers 
for  you,  as  she  does  on  other  nights  ? ' 

*  *0,  papa,  I  don't  want  you  to  say  those  prayers:  'Our  Fathbr,'  *Now  I  lay  me'; 
but  pray  yourself:  7nah€  a  prayer  to  God  for  me ! ' 

*  So  I  put  up,  with  all  my  heart,  a  serious  petition  to  his  Emvenly  Fathbb,  for  mjr 
little  son. 


1854.]  Editor's  Table.  103 

'  He  listened  ftttentiyelj,  and,  as  it  seemed,  most  seriously ;  but,  just  as  I  concluded, 
be  exclaimed,  with  eyes  sparkling  with  mirth : 

*  * Grood,  papa !  good !    Now  pray  again  —  pray  again !     GoU/^  * 

'Whbn  I  was  in  London,'  writes  an  esteemed  and  popular  correspondent,  'I  became 
much  interested  in  a  little  Quaker  boy,  a  child  of  remari^able  intellect,  but  of  a  peculiar, 
quaint  simplicity,  as  delicious  as  indescribable.  His  queer,  deep  sayings  used  now  to 
convulse  me  with  laughter,  now  melt  me  to  tears.  One  of  the  anecdotes  told  me  by  his 
&ther  is  brief  enough  to  relate  here,  and  may  amuse  you.  When  Charlie  was  about 
four  years  of  age,  his  grand-mother  died.  She  was  a  stately  and  elegant  woman ;  the 
▼ery  type  of  an  English  Quaker-lady.  Charlie  had  always  been  accustomed  to  see  her 
m  rich  silks,  golden  browns  or  silvery  greys,  with  kerchiefs  of  costly  muslin,  and  the 
most  recherche  of  lisse  caps ;  and  when  he  came  to  see  her  in  her  bed-dress,  he  eyed 
her  with  more  curiosity  than  sorrow.  The  good  old  lady  'took  his  hand,  and  said, 
solemnly : 

' '  Grand-mamma  must  bid  little  Charlie  good-bye,  for  she  is  going  away  to  Heaven, 
and  will  never  see  him  any  more  in  this  world.' 

'  Charlie,  in  return,  gave  her  a  look  of  simple  astonishment,  and  exclaimed : 

'  *  Why,  Graod-mamma,  thou  art  not  going  up  to  see  God,  in  that  night-cap,  art 
thou?" 

'  We  remember  an  anecdote  of  one  of  the  sweetest  and  most  simple-hearted  of  all  our 
little  friends.  Sitting  on  a  foot-stool  at  her  mother's  side,  she  had  been  recounting  her  list 
of  brothers,  sisters,  uncles,  aunts,  cousins,  and  the  like.  *  Now,'  said  she,  *  I  have  got 
all  the  relations  but  one ;  I  should  like  a  foot-mother.  I  have  n't  got  any,  have  I, 
Mother!' 

'  It  was  the  sad  fate  of  this  sweet  child,  in  after  years,  to  perish  in  that  compound  of 
calamity  and  infatuation  which  the  law  decides  to  be  no  crime  —  the  burning  of  the 
HsNRT  Clat.  She  passed  from  among  us,  radiant  in  youth  and  goodness,  leaving  four 
little  children,  one  an  infant,  to  prove  the  tender  mercies  of  those  that  may  come  after.' 

*  It  often  happens  in  Vermont,  that  the  very  tops  of  our  Green  Mountains  are  dotted 
with  little  villages,  affording  a  very  pleasant  retreat  from  the  sultry  heats  of  summer, 
and  a  secure  refuge  from  all  dog-day  epidemics.  But  if  in  summer  these  mountains 
are  pleasant,  and  not  inaptly  termed  '  Green,'  from  November  till  May  they  are  blue 
enough,  and  bleak  enough.  Here,  storm  after  storm  accumulates,  bedded  on  older 
storms,  until  you  might  fancy  Nature  wrapped  in  her  last  winding-sheet,  did  not  the 
pointed  crests  of  evergreen  remain  to  tell  that,  though  cold  and  stiff  in  its  wintry 
shroud,  the  heart  of  the  Green  Hills  yet  throbs  beneath. 

*  One  peculiarity  of  these  snows  is  their  extreme  lightness ;  being  hardened  by  frost 
till  they  are  as  movable  as  the  sun-dried  sands  of  Libya.  Here,  then,  the  winds,  howl- 
ing as  only  hill-top  winds  can  howl,  delight  to  hold  wild  dalliance  with  these  silent 
seas  of  ever-shifting  snow.  Valleys  are  unceremoniously  exalted,  and  hills  brought 
low ;  fences  are  covered,  the  roads  turned  out  of  their  courses ;  or,  again,  your  windows 
are  darkened,  or  your  doors  barricaded  by  some  huge  drift ;  till  *  shovelling  out '  becomes 
a  term  of  significant  import,  and  is  an  operation  only  exceeded  in  difficulty  by  that  of 
'  turning  out,'  if  you  venture  abroad  with  a  heavy  team. 

'  It  was  in  such  an  uncongenial  clime,  rendered  less  genial  even,  to  the  in-door  world, 
by  the  December  employment  of  butchering,  that  our  pet  Nanny  presented  herself  to 
her  father,  with  an  aggrieved  look,  as  if  suffering  from  some  recent  injustice. 

*  Would  n't  you  like  to  get  away  from  these  troubles,'  said  the  father;  *  would  n't  you 
like  to  go  to  Heaven,  where  there  is  no  trouble  ? ' 

'  Tes,'  said  Nannt  ;  '  I  would  go  in  a  minute,  if  Tommy  Hennsy  would  shovel  me  a 
path!' 

'  The  thought  seemed  to  us  quite  natural ;  for,  in  such  a  climate,  we  could  hardly 
help  thinking  ourselves,  the  way  to  Heaven  must  need  '  shovelling  out.' 

*A  little  son,  an  only  son  have  we  : 

God  bless  the  lad,  and  keep  him  night  and  day, 

And  lead  bim  softly  o'er  this  stormy  way.* 
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'  Some  of  his  notions  would  seem  to  be  original  enough  for  farther  mention  between 
ourselves  and  jour  readers,  confidential  It.  He  is  just  old  enough  to  appreciate  bootiy 
and  imbibe  elementary  principles  of  theology  at  his  mother's  knee.  One  Saturday 
evening,  not  long  since,  the  arrival  of  a  long-promised  pair  of  new  boots,  fresh  from 
the  shop,  made  him  particularly  happy  that  night,  in  his  dreams,  and  next  day,  in  his 
waking  hours.  On  a  Sabbath  evening,  he  went  up  to  the  nursery,  with  his  mother,  to 
go  to  bed ;  and  as  he  sat  in  his  little  chair,  with  one  boot  on,  and  the  other  in  hia  band, 
he  saw  her  get  her  bonnet  and  shawl. 

*  *  Where  are  you  going,  Mamma?  * 

*  *  I  *m  going  to  church.' 

*  *  What  you  go  to  church  for  ? ' 

*  *  To  worship  (Jod.' 

*  *  Is  God  in  the  church  ?  * 

*  *  Yes,  God  is  every  where,  and  sees  erery  ^hing.' 

*  *  God  see  me  ?  * 
**Yes.' 

*  ^See  my  new  hoots  f^  * 

* '  SoMB  years  ago,  when  the  ^re'sep^  Vh^rk  <if  the  House  at  Washington  was  domi- 
ciled in  the  Quaker  City,  his  young  sois  a  lud  of  some  six  years,  happened  to  be  at  his 
father's  office  one  morning,  when  the  '  batless  prophet,'  Gborgb  Mukdt,  made  his  ap* 
pearance,  and  getting  into  oouversation  with  the  child,  the  latter  asked  him,  in  the  course 
of  their  ch^t : 

* '  Why  do  n't  you  wear  a  hat,  Mr.  Mundy  ? ' 

'  *  Oh ! '  answcrtid  the  prophet,  '  because  there  is  no  use  in  it :  God's  creatures  are 
''S>i  so  furnished :  sheep,  and  other  animals,  do  n't  wear  hats.' 

*  Quick  as  lightning,  came  the  child's  philosophic  and  clinching  response : 

*  *vi7V  you  a  sheepy  Mr.  Mundy  t ' 

*  Cali-ixg,  the  other  day,  on  a  couple  of  friends,  after  an  interval  of  several  years,  I 
hund  them  in  the  happy  possession  of  an  only  daughter,  a  fairy  little  elf,  of  only  two 
rears  and  two  months'  sojourn  in  this  breathing  world,  but  sprightly  and  observing, 
frith  rather  more  of  wide-awake  brain  than  justly  belonged  to  her  petite  frame,  and  a 
precise,  deliberate,  musical  enunciation,  that  added  greatly  to  the  piquancy  of  her 
childish  prattle.  I  took  her  on  my  lap  on  her  knees,  facing  me,  and  hod  an  entertain- 
ing chat  of  some  minutes,  when  she  suddenly  looked  me  steadily  in  the  lace,  and  in  a 
moment  exclaimed :  ^Mls-Ur  John-fon  !  you  got  babies  in  your  eyes .' '  —  a  remark  that 
took  her  parents  as  much  by  surprise  as  it  did  me ;  for  I  did  not  expect  such  a  di8C0> 
very  to  be  made,  nor  Tom  Moore's  poetry  to  be  quoted,  by  a  child  of  her  age.* 

*A  TorNQ  lad  in  one  of  the  *  Dutch '  districts  of  the  Key-stone  State,  had  progressed 
with  his  *  eddykation,'  under  the  guidance  of  a  Yankee  school-master,  as  far  as  words 
of  five  letters.    While  under  drill,  one  day,  he  came  upon  the  word  'pipe.* 

'  *  What  does  that  spell  ? '  said  the  Dominie. 

"Could n't  tell.' 

*  '  Try  it  again.' 

*  *  P-i-p-c.'    Still,  he  could  n't  pronounce  it. 

*  *  What  do  people  smoke  with  ? '  said  the  master.  ^ 

' '  The  boy  made  no  answer,  but,  with  a  brightened  countenance,  commenced  once 
more: 

*  P-i-p-e  —  cigar  ! ' ' 

*  Mt  little  cousin,  between  three  and  four,  seated  on  the  floor  of  the  parlor,  was  very 
quiet  by  himself,  while  his  mother  was  enjoying  a  call  from  an  esteemed  friend.  The 
fHend  had  the  misfortune  to  be  cross-eyed.  When  she  retired,  Frbd  stepped  to  his 
mother,  and  asked,  with  eyes  distended : 

*  'What  ails  her  eyes?' 

*  *  They  were  always  so.' 

'  *  How  came  they  to  be  always  so  ?  * 
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' '  God  made  them  8o/ 
'  After  a  brown  stadj,  Fred  said : 

"Well,  I  don't  see  what  Gk)D  made  *em  so  for:  what  did  he  make  them  90  for ^ 
mother  ?  * 

*  I  onoe  asked  mj  little  Sabbath-school  class : 

*  *  What  became  of  Lot's  wife  ? ' 

'  One  little  boj  of  six  years,  quicker  than  the  rest,  sang  out : 
'  'She  turned  into  a  bag  (/ salt/' * 

*  Mt  '  two-jear-and-a-half '  is  considered  *  some '  in  these  parts,  and  never  speaks  with- 
out  saying  something.  A  short  time  since,  his  cousin  from  the  country  came  to  pay 
him  a  visit,  the  first  Jie  had  received  from  him.  Our  cook  has  also  a  '  two-year-and-a- 
half ' —  so  black  that  you  can't  see  him  after  sun-down  —  who  rejoices  in  the  cognomen 
of  '  Tom/  And  Dick  has  an  insuperable  dislike  for  the  aforesaid  Tom.  During  the 
cousin's  visit,  we  were  endeavoring  to  explain  to  him  the  cousinly  relation,  and  called 
his  attention  to  the  color  of  his  eyes  and  hair,  and  his  purely  white  complexion ;  to  all 
of  which  he  listened  patiently,  and  for  a  moment  hung  down  his  head,  as  if  endeavoring 
to  comprehend  what  had  been  told  him.  Soon,  however,  he  raised  his  bright  blue  eyes, 
beaming  with  great  intelligence,  and  asked : 

*  *  Then  ain't  Tom  cousin  to  the  Devil  ?  —  they  he's  the  same  color ! ' 

*  Please  tell  your  last-month  correspondent  to  send  on  *  that  hat ! ' 

'A  LrrTLs  girl,  of  three  and  a  half  years,  not  long  since,  in  the  middle  of  a  moon-lit 
night,  awoke  her  mother,  who  was  sleeping  with  her,  very  carefully,  and  bade  her  look 
upon  the  floor,  saying,  at  the  same  time,  in  the  sweetest  voice  imaginable : 

*  *See  there,  Ma,  the  moon  is  smiling  on  the  carpet!* 

'Some  of  ALBXAin>BR  Smith's  moons  are  not  prettier,  or  pleasanter. 

*  A  dear  little  boy  *  we  wot  of,'  when  about  three  years  old,  was  very  much  impressed 
with  the  solemnity  of  a  preacher,  and  bis  talk  and  prayers.  He  was  one  day  found  in 
the  parlor,  every  chair  in  the  room  turned  down  upon  its  face,  in  regular  order,  with 
one  in  the  middle,  representing  the  preacher ;  and  when  asked  the  meaning  of  it,  said 
he  was  '  making  the  ^irspray  I ' ' 

'  Our  *  Del.,'  a  fair-haired  prattler  of  some  two  summers,  on  a  recent  visit  to  *  town,' 
saw,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  some  young  '  colored  folks '  at  play.  She  expressed 
a  wish  to  join  them,  and  left  us,  but  speedily  returned,  exclaiming: 

* '  I  won't  play  with  the  little  girls,  for  they  all  got  dirty  faces  I ' 

'At  the  close  of  a  lecture  the  other  evening,  as  the  lecturer  was  threading  his  way 
out  of  church,  he  received  the  foUon^nng  very  flattering  compliment  from  his  own 
youngster,  a  hopeful  *  four-year-old : ' 

*  *Say,  Pa,  wasn't  that  a  first-rate  lecture? ' ' 

*Thb  following  '  suckmstance,'  as  Yellowplush  would  say,  occurred  here  a  few  days 
since.  We  have  many  turkeys  and  chickens  about  the  premises.  Several  persons  were 
sitting  in  the  bar-room  talking  about  the  Turks  and  Rusmtr^  fighting.  A  little  boy, 
living  near  by,  had  been  listening  attentively.    He  ran  home  to  his  mother,  exclaiming : 

*  *Ma!  Ma!  the  Turkeys  and  Boosters  are  fighting  over  to  Mr.  Hyde's!  ' ' 

'A  LrrTLB  girl,  of  three  years,  on  being  taken  to  church  for  the  first  time,  was  asked, 
on  her  return,  what  she  had  seen,  and  replied : 
' '  I  see  Don  with  a  night-gown  on ! ' 

*  The  same  little  darling,  desiring  some  tomatoes  at  table,  which  she  had  heard  pro- 
nounced *  Tommy-toes^  in  sport,  being  puzzled  to  remember  the  name,  said  she  wanted 
some  'Ibrnmy-Iboties.* ' 

*  Your  'little  folk  '.amuse  us  much.  They  raise  smart  *  wee  things '  in  our  own  Fo- 
rest City.  The  Caravan  was  coming  through  our  streets  last  summer,  while  a  little  boy 
of  four  years,  with  his  mother,  stood  upon  the  side-walk  looking  at  the  show.  The  little 
fellow  looked  up  in  his  mother's'face  and  said: 

Oh,  Mother !  mother !  the  elephant  has  got  boots  on  !  * 
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'  Now  /remember  thinkiDg,  when  a  child,  that  the  elephant  worererir  coarse  cow-hide 
bootH,  and  that  leather-aprons  were  made  out  of  his  ears  I  These,  and  the  marrel  of  a 
man  in  the  brass-band,  drawing  a  couple  of  bright  rods  out  of  a  short  horn,  and  than  run- 
ning  them  back  into  his  throat  again,  were  the  most  wonderful  attractions  of  'Mj  First 
Menagerie ! ' ' 

'  The  feature  introduced  in  your  Magazine,  giving  infantile  gossip,  has  afforded  me 
much  gratification  and  interest.  The  artless  simplicity  of  childhood  is  there  so  graphic- 
ally delineated,  and  is  so  productive  of  beneficial  results,  that  I  am  constrained  to  give 
you  a  small  item  of  *  childish  prattle : ' 

'  Little  Harrt,  a  boy  of  some  four  years,  like  most  children,  possessed  a  sportiTe 
temperament,  and  was  very  desirous  of  being  in  the  street.  On  a  very  cold  and  windy 
day  in  December,  the  little  fellow  was  exceedingly  anxious  to  go  ifito  the  street '  to  play.' 
I  told  him  the  weather  was  too  cold,  and  that  he  would  freeze.  He  looked  me  bol^y 
in  the  face  and  said : 

*  *  It  *s  not  cold  here,  father ! ' 

'  I  explained  to  him  the  effect  a  heated  store  produced  upon  the  temperature  of  a 
room ;  and  after  a  few  moments  of  deliberation,  in  which  he  seemed  struggling  with 
some  unmanageable  problem,  he  quietly  looked  up,  with  a  smile  on  his  lips,  and  asked : 

*  *  Father,  why  do  v!t  God  place  stoves  in  the  streets^  to  Iceep  them  toarm  f  *  * 

*A  LITTLE  girl,  who  had  accompanied  her  mother  to  a  place  of  worship  where  the 
officiating  *  divine '  was  in  the  hiU)it  of  *  talking  forcibly '  to  the  sinners,  to  an  extent 
which  unconverted  *  out-siders '  considered  as  sometimes  almost  bordering  upon  pro- 
fanity, exclaimed,  on  her  return : 

*  •  Mamma,  I  do  n't  like  Mr.  F .' 

*  'Why,  my  dear?'  replied  her  mother,  anxious  to  know  the  cause  of  such  an  ex- 
pression of  childish  opinion. 

*  ^Because  he  talks  saucy  to  God  I ' 

'It  struck  me  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of  truthful  meaning  in  that  remark.' 

'  I  HAVE  a  little  *  tbrcc-ycar-old '  girl,  as  amusing  a  creature  as  one  need  wish  to  see; 
a  great  mimic  of  every  body,  and  especially  of  me,  when  in  the  act  of  sharing.  At  sudi 
times,  my  face  all  nicely  lathered,  she  invariably  comes  up  to  me  and  exclaims : 

' '  Kiss  me !  kiss  mo ! ' 

*■  Sometimes  I  make  the  attempt,  but  the  little  imp  hastens  away  with  a  boisterous 
laugh,  which  fairly  makes  the  house  ring.  The  other  day,  just  after  sharing  my  upper 
lip,  leaving,  as  is  my  wont,  the  rest  of  my  phiz  in  a  '  state  of  nature/  I  said  to  her, 
pointing  to  the  wide  margin  of  whiskers  which  adorns  my  face : 

*  *  MixNiE,  what  are  these  ? ' 

'  She  looked  at  me  for  a  few  seconds  without  saying  a  single  word,  but  at  length,  with 
the  greatest  seriousness,  answered  : 
*■  *  Why,  they  are  shaci-nfis.  Papa!  * 

*  I  WAS  one  day  at  the  house  of  a  friend,  and  while  we  were  sitting  at  the  dinner- 
table,  I  obscrred  one  of  his  little  boys  looking  thoughtfully  at  some  letters  on  the  bot- 
tom of  his  plate,  which  happened,  at  the  time,  to  be  up-side  downward.  In  a  moment, 
he  raised  up  his  head  and  exclaimed : 

' '  Father,  what  makes  some  people  always  read  this  (pointing  to  the  letters)  on  the 
bottom  of  their  plates  when  they  go  to  eat  ?  ' 

/  He  had  seen  some  of  his  father's  neighbors  *  saying  grace  *  before  eating,  and  sup- 
posed they  were  reading  something  on  the  bottom  of  their  plates. 

'One  more :  I  happened  in  a  school-room  one  day,  while  a  class  of  very  small  boys 
and  girls  were  reciting  a  lesson  in  arithmetic.     It  was  about  their  first  lesson. 

'  Five  from  five  leaves  how  many  ? '  asked  the  teacher,  of  a  little  girl  of  some  '  six 
years  of  old.'    After  a  moment's  reflection,  she  answered : 

*  *  Five.' 

*  *  How  do  you  make  that  out  ? '  said  the  teacher.    . 

*  Holding  her  little  hands  out  toward  him,  she  said : 
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' '  Here  are  five  fingers  on  mj  right  hand,  and  here  are  five  on  the  other.  Now,  if  I 
take  the  fire  fingers  on  my  left  hand  away  from  the  five  on  my  right  hand,  won't  five 
remain  ?' 

'The  teacher  was,  as  we  say  in  this  region,  'stumped,'  and  was  obliged  to  '  knock 
under/ 

'  LrrrLi  Bbk,  four  years  old,  is  the  only  child  of  Captain  T ^  a  well-known  Boston 

ship-master.  The  Captain  recently  arrived  from  India ;  and  one  evening,  soon  after  his 
•rrlTal,  it  happened  that  the  Whigs  of  the  town  were  celebrating  the  recent  victory  of 
t&eir  party  in  Massachusetts,  in  the  usual  way,  with  cannon,  rockets,  etc.    Captain 

T went  down  into  the  village  '  to  see  the  fun,'  leaving  little  Ben  at  the  window  with 

his  mother,  watching  the  rockets.  Soon  after  his  father's  departure,  the  boy  became 
suddenly  very  serious, 'and  said: 

' '  Mother,  I  am  afraid.' 

' '  Afraid  of  what  ? '  inquired  his  mother. 

'  *■  Why,'  he  replied^ '  I  am  afraid  the  guns  will  shoot  my  father;  and  I  think  the  rock- 
ets will  lum  my  Heavenly  Fa^er,  they  gonpso  high  ! ' 

*That  was  rather  a  'fast'  specimen  of  juvenile  'Toung  America,'  not  yet  inducted 
into  trowsers,  who  said  one  day,  recently,  to  his  father : 
* '  Father,  come  and  get  me  this  apple.' 
'  There  being  no  immediate  signs  of  compliance,  the  young  '  chip '  exclaimed : 

*  *  Father,  why  do  n't  you  start  I    1  always  start  when  you  tell  me !  * ' 

'Knowing  that  you  have  an  especial  fondness  for  the  originalities  and  comicalities  of 
children,  I  send  you  this  little  incident  for  your  '  Table.'  It  struck  me  as  one  of  the 
most  unique  explanations  of  electrical  phenomena  I  had  ever  heard.  A  little  girl,  the 
idol  of  a  friend  of  ours,  was  sitting  by  the  window,  one  evening,  during  a  violent  thun- 
der-storm, apparently  striving  to  grapple  some  proposition  too  strong  for  her  childish 
mind.    Presently,  however,  a  smile  of  triumph  lit  up  her  features  as  she  exclaimed : 

"  Oh !  I  know  what  makes  the  lightning :  it 's  God  lighting  hie  lamps  and  throwing 
the  matches  down  here  ! ' 

'Lighting  the  lamps  of  Heaven  to  'shine  by  night,' and  throwing  the  lightning- 
'  matches '  down  through  the  '  awful  void ! ' ' 

'A  BOT  was  going  along  the  street  carrying  a  pitcher  of  milk,  when  presently  he 
stumbled,  and  smash  went  the  pitcher,  and  away  ran  the  milk.    Another  boy,  across  the 
way,  saw  the  accident,  and  shouted : 
' '  Oh  I  won't  you  catch  it  when  you  go  home !  —  your  mother  *11  give  it  to  you 
' '  No,  she  won't  neither  ! '  screamed  the  other;  '  my  mother  always  says, '  Never  cry 
for  spilled  milk !  " 

'A  LADT-friend  of  mine  was,  a  few  evenings  ago,^ntertaining  our  little  one  with  some 
&ncy  tale,  a  bright,  jolly  boy,  of  about  four  years  old,  with  a  special  fondness  for  pic- 
tores  and  stories,  and  a  '  realizing  sense,'  such  as  only  children  have.  In  passionate 
glee  he  listened  to  the  end,  when  he  suddenly  broke  forth : 

'  'Mother,  was  I  bom  then? ' 

* '  No,  my  dear.' 

' '  Well,  I  wish  Gk)D  had  made  me  quicker,  so  I  might  have  been  there ! ' ' 

*  Here,  may  it  please  the  court,  we 'rest.* '  -  -  -  *  TTie  Pictorial  Times  j*  to 
be  published  by  Mr.  Alexander  Montgomery,  Number  Seventeen,  Spruce- 
street,  will  be  a  work  of  which  even  the  country  itself  may  be  proud.  We 
have  seen  some  of  the  illustrations,  which  are  superb ;  and  in  both  its  literary 
and  artistical  departments,  it  will  have  the  benefit  of  much  of  the  first  talent 
in  America.  We  shall  have  more  to  say  of  this  exceedingly  well-conceived 
enterprise  hereafter.  -  -  -  It  has  been  said,  and  by  a  *  strong-minded  woman,' 
t00|  that '  no  humanity  is  repulsive.'    Perhaps  not ;  but  we  should^ike  to  have 
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her  see  a  *  colored  person '  whom  we  encountered  the  other  day  in  Ganal-etreet. 
He  was  deformed  in  person,  with  an  ungainly  limp  and  a  sliding  shuffle  in  his 
walk.  His  face  was  a  miracle  of  ugliness.  He  was  horridly  pitted  with  the 
small-pox,  and  wore  a  pair  of  green  goggles.  A  dirty  piece  of  once-white 
cloth  dangled,  like  a  pocketrhandkerchief,  from  a  hole  in  his  pantaloons,  and 
his  verxf  old  and  tattered  coat  had  but  one  sleeve.  He  was  not  '  an  ornament 
to  society ' ;  and  we  must  say,  although  *■  human,'  he  was  *  repulsive  *  to  a  degree 
not  often  witnessed.  -  -  -  Here  is  a  lively  picture  in  verse  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, for  which  we  are  indebted  to  a  new  correspondent  in  that  wonderful  dty. 
The  measure  will  remind  the  reader  of  S  axe's  *  Riding  on  a  Rail: ' 

8AN      FRANCISCO. 


*  CiTT  full  of  people 

In  a  business  flurry ; 
Every  body's  motto, 

'  Ilurry  I  hurry !  hurry ! ' 
Eyery  nook  and  comer 

Filled  to  oyerflowing; 
Like  a  locomotive, 

Every  body  going! 

*  Every  body  active ; 

Fogyisni  dead : 
All  are  *  young  Americans/ 

Bound  to  *  go  ahead  I ' 
Dry  or  rainy  season. 

Cloudy  day  or  sunny, 
Citizens  all  ariving 

Bargains  to  make  money  I 

*  Englishmen  and  French, 

ucrmans,  Dutch,  and  Danish^ 
Chattering  Chinese, 

Portuguese  and  Spanish ; 
Men  of  every  nation  ; 

Birds  of  every  feather; 
Honest  men  ana  rogues 

Hustled  up  together. 

*  Heavy  wholesale  merchant 

Hurries  on  so  fast, 
Evidently  thinks 

Every  hour  his  last ; 
Dapper  little  Frenchman 

Makes  a  running  bow; 
Calculating  Yankee 

Cannot  stop  just  now. 

*  Fashionable  saloon, 

Liauors  and  ice-cream, 
Gentlemen  engaged 

Getting  up  the  steam ; 
Customers  in  black 

liOoking  very  blue, 
Evidently  soon 

Will 'collapse  a  flue!' 
*Sttn  Francisco f  October^  1853.' 


'Member  of  the  bar 

In  a  '  case '  of  liquor, 
Clearly  makes  it  out 

As  his  voice  grows  thicker; 
Gentlemanly  gambler. 

Wealthy  city-broker. 
Taking  '  brandy  smashers ' 

Ana  a  game  of  poker. 

'  Steamers  leave  to-day 
For  Atlantic  States ; 
Great  excitement  raises 

By  reducing  rates ; 
Miners  in  rea  shirts 

Shooting  home  like  rockets, 
'  Slugs '  and  bags  of  '  dust ' 
Lining  ragged  pockets  1 

'  On  the  opposition 

Nicaragua  Transit. 
Passengers  so  crowded 

Scarcely  can  a  man  sit; 
Re&rular  mail-steamer 

With  the  great  through-mail. 
Via  Panama, 

Goes  through  without  fail 

*  \^Tiarves  choked  up  with  mor^ds 

Close  as  they  can  hustle, 
Jamming  one  another 

In  a  business  bustle : 
Friends  shed  parting  tears; 

Hack  and  drayman  swear. 
Thinking  more  of  cab 

Than  of  friends'  well-fare. 

'City  of  the  West, 

liuilt  up  in  a  minute, 
Hurry  and  excitement 

Moving  all  within  it ; 
Like  steam-locomotives 

Citizens  all  going ; 
City  in  a  hurry, 

J^illed  to  overflowing !      j.  smttk. 


We  beg  to  say  again,  and  once  for  all,  that  we  cannot  return  all  manuscripts 
which  we  do  n't  accept,  nor  have  we  time  to  answer  letters  concerning  them. 
When  we  are  preparing  our  '  Table,*  and  five  compositors,  hungry  for  *  copy,' 
are  '  after  us  with  sharp  <  sticks,^  '  it  is  too  much  to  expect  that  we  can  *  drop 
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our  knitting/  and  indite  epistles  to  Thomas,  Richard,  and  Henry.    We 

*  can-ah  not-ah  do  it-ah  / '  -  -  -  We  have  had  the  pleasure  of  examining  a 
Btrperb  picture,  representing  a  convention  of  the  'New-York  Historical  Society 
and  its  GruestSy  to  whom  the  engraving  is  respectfully  dedicated  by  the  artis1» 
who  prepaid  it.  It  contains  fifty  portraits  of  eminent  lawyers,  physicianSr 
poets,  statesmen,  divines,  etc.,  all  (with  two  exceptions)  taken  from  life,  by 
J.  €U)LLMAy.  The  work  has  been  advancing  slowly  and  expensively  for  nearly 
three  years,  in  the  hands  of  the  designer  and  engraver,  and  is  now  admirably 
completed.  The  size  of  the  picture  is  twenty-two  by  thirty  inches ;  the  price 
twenty  dollars  for  the  proofe,  and  ten  dollars  for  the  copies.  It  will  very  soon 
be  issued  to  the  public.  -  -  -  The  following  pleasant  epistle,  from  a  west- 
em  friend,  involves  pregnant  satire  as  well  as  fun : 

'  One  sometimes  picks  up  a  good  thing  from  the  clerical  order,  in  which  I  have  found 
about  as  much  fun  and  waggery  as  we  see  among  other  people.  Ministers,  by  many, 
are  supposed  to  lead  a  very  quiet,  easy  sort  of  life,  somewhat  akin  to  the  '  good  time ' 
experienced  by  a  '  gentleman  of  African  extraction,'  who  used  to  display  his  grinning 
combination  of  ivory  and  ebonj  about  the  streets  of  Indianapolis. 

' '  How  old  are  you,  Sam  ? '  said  a  gentleman. 

'  *  Twenty-five,  Massa,'  was  the  reply :  *  but  ef  you  counts  by  de  fun  I  *s  seen,  jest  call 
me  seventy-five.* 

'A  friend  says  he  has  his  annoyances,  and  tells  of  one  on  this  wise :  After  an  absence 
from  home,  he  found  so  much  accumulated  on  his  hands,  that  when  Saturday  afternoon 
warned  him  of  the  labors  of  the  following  day,  he  was  without  any  *  note  of  prepant' 
tion '  for  the  pulpit.  He  seated  himself  at  his  table,  nerrous  and  tired,  opened  his  books, 
and  tried  to  force  his  mind  into  the  harness.  Hardly  settled,  a  voice  was  heard  at  his 
gate.  Down  went  pen,  concordance,  and  lexicon,  and  the  parson  walked  out.  His  cus- 
tomer was  a  greasy-looking  fellow,  known  in  the  community  by  the  graceful  name  of 

*  Bdttbrnut  '  —  a  man  who  rarely  darkened  the  doors  of  the  minister's  church.     In 

fiwst,  be  belonged  to  a  *  come-outer  *  organization  that  denounced  E 's  Church  as  *  a 

brotherhood  of  thieves.'  His  errand  was  two-fold :  first,  to  request  the  minister  to 
publish  an  appointment  for  a  come-out  proclaimer,  whose  special  errand  was  to  abuse 

the  Church ;  second,  to  obtain  the  use  of  the  church-edifice,  where  £ ofiiciated,  for 

a  TKMALB  PREACHER  —  a  Rcv.  Miss  Watt,  who  had  reached  the  Indian-summer  of  life ; 
was  *  fat  and  forty,'  and  with  a  voice  like  *  rolled  syllables  of  mid-night  thunder.'  (A 
trifling  alteration  would  have  made  her  a  first-rate  swine-driver.)  Butternut,  his  '  mis- 
sion '  accomplished,  went  on  his  way ;  while  E ,  tired  and  provoked,  went  to  bed. 

Sabbath  came,  and  he  renewed  his  efforts  to  '  prepare.'  The  text  was  selected ;  firstly 
was  arranged ;  and  secondli/  was  under  way,  when  a  buggy  appeared  at  the  gate,  and 
his  visitor  of  the  night  before  —  *  Butternut  '  —  came  to  the  door  and  remarked  that  a 
brother-minister  was  in  the  buggy,  and  wished  to  see  him.  Gut  went  the  parson,  when 
a  nondescript  specimen  of  the  genus  homo  sprang  out,  and  began  the  relation  of  his 

*  experience.'  He  had,  until  three  months  ago,  been  a  hard  case,  a  very  hard  case;  in 
fact,  one  of  the  hardest  hindf  (spoken  with  much  complacency.)  But  he  had  fallen  in 
with  *  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,'  and  the  reading  of  it  had  '  convicted  him  desputly.'  '  New 
light '  was  given  him,  and  he  was  convinced  he  had  a  great  work  to  do.  He  was,  there- 
fore, now  travelling  around  '  examining  the  churches '  and  '  instructing  them.'  He 
'iq[)08ed  there  would  be  a  chance  to  speak  here  to-day ;  ef  so,  he  would  stop ;  ef  not,  he 
would  go  on. 

*  E modestly  hinted  he  was  under  special  obligations  to  preach  on  that  day. 

*  'No  difference,'  said  the  nondescript;  *do  n't  make  a  particle  of  odds,  ef  I  can  only 
hev  the  privilege  of  follerin*.' 

'  It  was  suggested  that  exhortations  were  not  common  on  Sunday  mornings. 
' '  That 's  true,  as  a  gineral  rule ;  but  this  is  a  special  case.* 

*  E was  cornered,  and  demanded  the  traveller's  credentials. 
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'  *  License,  do  you  mean  f '  asked  Nondescript. 

*  *  YeS)  Sir;  I  ask  no  man  into  my  pulpit  who  has  not  clear  papers.* 

'  Non :  *  Oh  yes,  that  *s  right,  ginerally ;  but  you  know  this  is  a  iq)ecial  case ;  and  th* 
Apostle  he  had  n't  no  need  of  letters  of  commendation.' 

*£,:  'Tou  and  St.  Paul  are  diiOferent  persons,  most  decidedly;  unless  you  haTv  the 
documents,  you  can't  be  recognized.' 

*M>n :  *  But,  Sir,  you  ought  to  know  there  ift  special  cases.  My  call  is  n't  from  men. 
I  should  think  you  could  tell  by  talking  to  a  man  whether  he  had  the  spcrit  in  him.' 

*£:  *  So  I  can  tometimesy  with  the  help  of  my  nose.  But  I  can  waste  no  more  tioie» 
Unless  you  have  proper  vouchers,  you  can  travel.' 

'At  this  rebuff,  the  burdened  soul  slowly  and  reluctantly  employed  his  dirty  hands  in 
gathering  up  the  lines,  and,  asking  the  way  to  Hamilton,  drove  off.  As  the  rumbling 
of  the  wheels,  and  the  clatter  of  *  Buttbrxut's  '  boots  died  away  in  the  distance, 

E again  entered  his  study,  and  vainly  strove  to  gather  up  his  scattered  thoughts. 

They  were  effectually  distributed  in  a  most  miscellaneous  manner,  and  refused  to  sab> 
side  into  any  thing  like  order,  when  the  church-bell  rang,  and  the  sermon  had  to  be 

served  up,  cooked  or  uncooked.    E went  through,  and  in  his  afternoon  siesta, 

amidst  all  the  horrors  of  nightmare,  dreamed  that  a  man  in  an  unclean  shirt,  and  weai^ 
ing  a  *  shocking  bad  hat,'  was  trying  to  drive  a  bald-faced  horse  and  cov^^d  buggy  right 
■through  the  pulpit.'  .... 

'  '  I  LAUGHED  somewhat,  a  few  days  ago,  at  the  reply  of  a  fellow  who  had  long  been 
&miliar  with  '  building  materials,'  to  a  zealous  temperance  man  who  was  exhorting  him 
to  quit  drink. 

' '  It  'b  no  use,  Charley  ;  it 's  no  use.  I  shall  keep  on  drinkin'  till  me  or  whiskey  u 
a  corpse  I ' 

He  was  the  first  *  corpse.'  -  -  -  We  *  acknowledge  the  corn.*  Nothing 
raised  at  *  Old  Knick  Place,'  much  as  we  *  crowed '  concerning  it^  can  for  a 
moment  compare  with  some  ^Farley  Com '  sent  us  by  an  obliging  friend  and 
correspondent  from  the  town  of  Salem,  Roanoke  county,  Virginia.  Such  pon- 
derous ears !  —  and  after  all,  *  not  fully  up  to  the  mark,  the  summer  having  been 
very  dry ! '  Friends  who  *  behave  themselves '  shall  have  some  of  the  *  Farley 
com '  to  plant  -  -  -  An  annoying  influenza  deprived  us  of  the  pleasure  of 
attending  the  Ball  of  tJie  ^Bininger  Guards '  at  Nibfaj's,  on  the  evening  of  the 
twenty-second.  A  friend  who  was  present,  informs  us  that  this  fine  company 
was  honored  by  the  presence  of  as  many  lovely  women  as  the  most  ardent 
bachelor  could  desire  to  see ;  and  the  entire  entertainment  was  most  admira- 
bly managed.  -  -  -  Six  pages  of  *  Gossip,'  and  four  of  *  Notices  of  New 
Publications,'  are  unavoidably  driven  over  to  our  next  issue.  This  delay,  we 
may  now  assume,  will  not  again  occur.  The  first  number  of  a  new  volume  is 
always  a  crowded  one. 


Ji^tors    of    So^n    HUggt, 

Thb  first  chapter  of  Mr.  Irvikg's  New  Story,  'John  Bigos,'  commenced  in  our  Decem- 
ber number,  has  received  marked  attention  from  our  editorial  brethren  in  every  direo* 
lion.  Our  readers  will  find  the  Author  of  *Th€  Attorney''  and  ^Jlarry  Harmon  *  has  lost 
none  of  the  force  and  spirit  displayed  in  those  popular  works.  Four  thousand  copies 
of  *  The  Attorney '  have  been  sold,  and  the  demand  for  the  book  etill  continaes. 
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shadows,  and  lighting  up  in  bright  relief  each  tree,  each  stump,  and 
every  blade  of  grass. 

I  landed,  and  all  the  passengers  ran  ;  they  were  aU  in  haste  : 

'  Thbt  stood  not  on  the  order  of  their  going, 
But  went  at  once.' 

Their  fortunes  might  have  hinged  upon  that  last  half  minute.     Before 

1  left  New- York,  this  had  a  sort  of  ieverish  efiect  upon  me  :  I,  too,  felt 

a  sort  of  nightmare-haste  upon  me.     In  the-  streets  are  busy  crowds  of 

men : 

*  Men,  mj  brothers  —  men,  the  workers,  ever  reaping  something  new  ; 
That  which  they  hare  done,  but  earnest  of  the  tnings  that  they  shall  do.' 

The  first  thing  that  struck  me  was  a  certain  care-worn  expression ; 
the  second,  that  I  had  never  seen  so  many  well-dressed  men ;  and  the 
third,  that  in  that  crowd  I  alone  was  idle. 

The  first  impression  of  all  great  cities  —  I  mean  the  *  living  marts  of 
men,'  not  the  petrified  rehcs  of  departed  greatness —  is  to  me  strikingly 
similar  —  one  general  confusion.  Like  the  calculating-machine,  ihe 
mind  must  receive  a  certain  number  of  turns  before  it  shows  a  clear 
result. 

When  I  did  begin  to  comprehend  the  growing  monster  that  threatens 
to  <  cUp  the  world '  in  its  imperial  arms,  I  felt  more  than  ever  at  a  loss 
to  find  a  parallel  in  history.  Ambitious  as  Rome,  mercantile  as  Carthlige, 
manufacturing  as  Tyre,  seated  like  Venice  amidst  the  waters,  it  grasps 
at  once  at  all.  What  though  its  infant-fingers  cannot  sway  with  ease 
the  sceptre  ?  Where  it  la)rs  its  hand  it  holds ;  and  as  the  grasp  strength- 
ens, use  gives  skill. 

The  faults  of  this  people  —  if  a  stranger  may  venture  to  name 
them — are  those  of  their  situation  and  the  nature  of  their  growth  ; 
not  bom,  but  accumulated ;  a  lot  separate  from  the  rest  of  mankind. 
A  child  amongst  the  nations,  with  the  strength  and  energy  of  a  giant, 
who  shall  wonder  that  the  hot  blood  of  youth  runs  fast  and  feverish ; 
and  that,  boy-like,  in  its  race,  it  looks  back  upon,  and  triumphs  over,  the 
competitors  it  has  passed  ?  The  youth  of  nations  is  as  the  youth  of 
man,  capable  of  great  things,  and  prone  to  follies.  Who  will  take  ex- 
perience as  a  gift  ?  It  is  the  one  thing  we  all  refuse  until  we  have  paid 
dearly  for  it.  As  with  the  man,  so  with  the  nation ;  we  aU  deem  our- 
selves exceptions  to  general  rules  till  inexorable  Time  bows  us  down, 
and  wrings  '  Peccavi  *  from  u&  Its  virtues  and  its  success  are  its  own, 
wrung  by  the  iron  hand  of  resolute  industry  from  the  seas  and  moun- 
tains of  its  land.  In  all  labor-saving  machines  they  seem  to  me  preemi- 
nently great.  To  say  that  the  taste  for  arts  is  unformed,  would  be  to 
repeat  a  truism  :  to  say  that  the  elements  of  such  a  taste  are  wanting, 
would  be  a  slander. 

The  few  great  architectural  monuments  that  are  scattered  over  Europe 
and  Asia,  as  the  tide-marks  of  past  generations,  are  but  as  the  few 
mountains  whose  heads  are  coifed  in  white  at  mid-summer.  How  many 
buildings  worthy  of  a  place  in  history  have  been  given  to  the  world  dur- 
ing the  existence  of  this  people  ?  How  many  that  will  endure  as  exam- 
ples when  another  century  shall  have  swept  over  the  nations  ?     Destrojr 
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London  and  Paris,  and  a  few  great  skeletons,  far  apart  in  their  dates, 
would  remain,  the  rest  be  undistinguished  rubbish.  This  nation  has  no 
past  to  draw  her  honors  from  ;  or  if  she  has,  it  is  rooted  in  the  glory 
and  the  shame  of  another  hemisphere.  She  is  now  laying  her  fiim 
foundations.  What  her  superstructure  may  be,  time  alone  can  tell. 
Yet,  surely,  we  may  hope  well  of  a  people  whose  institutions  for  charita- 
ble purposes  so  nearly  keep  pace  with  her  growing  wants. 

The  kindness  of  friends  introduced  me  into  the  noble  asylums  upon 
the  Islands.  They  have  been  too  often  described  by  abler  pens  than 
mine,  for  me  to  venture  upon  more  than  my  tribute  of  admiration  to  the 
seal,  intelligence,  and  success  of  the  devoted  men  who  have  charge  of 
them. 

The  schools,  too,  in  the  city-wards,  though  neither  quite  new  nor 
original  in  their  plan  and  conduct,  have  much  that  is  exclusively  theii* 
own  to  reconmiend  them  ;  and  no  heart,  not  hardened  or  callous,  could 
tBe,  without  an  emotion  of  pleasure,  the  happy  faces  of  those  children 
beaming  while  they  labored  to  learn  ;  or  want  for  trust  in  the  people 
whose  wise  providence  forestalled  the  jails  and  dens  of  infamy  by 
snatching  from  them  the  immature  fruit  ere  yet  the  hand  of  defilement 
was  upon  them.     Truly,  charity  bears  its  own  reward. 

It  has  always  seemed  to  me  unworthy  trifling  to  carp  at,  and  find  fault 
with,  the  external  habits  of  so  miscellaneous  a  people.  Doubtless  we 
meet  with  much  that  we  think  disagreeable  ;  but  were  it  even  in  good 
taste  for  a  stranger  to  reprehend  such  things,  when  the  country  has  in 
her  own  bosom  men  whose  station  and  cultivation  renders  them  her 
fittest  and  most  inexorable  censors,  it  would  yet  be  well  to  call  to  mind 
that  in  no  other  country  has  the  traveller  been  thrown  into  the  same 
phase  of  society.  Whereas  the  fashionable  hotel  of  London  contains 
a  class  distinct  and  difierent  from  others,  the  Saint  Nicholas  and 
Astor  deal  out  their  luxury  and  magnificence  to  all  who  are  well  dressed 
and  can  pay  for  it ;  a  class  made  up  in  this  country  of  the  most  incon- 
gruous materials. 

The  gentleman —  if  my  definition  may  pass — the  man  of  pure  heart 
and  cultivated  understanding,  is  of  no  nation.  From  Siberia  to  Cape 
Horn,  all  lands  contain  them.  But  here,  conventionality  claims  rank 
of  gentleman  for  all  men.  So  be  it !  We  will  not  dispute  upon  names  ; 
but,  if  we  would  be  just,  we  must  discriminate  meanings.  The  stranger 
who  falls  into  the  hands  of  American  gentlemen,  as  I  understand  the 
word,  had  best  enjoy  the  advantage  and  be  thankful :  genial  and  warm- 
hearted, they  are  noble  types  of  their  race.  For  the  ladies,  what  shall 
I  say  ?  I  esteem  it  my  privilege  to  know  a  few  of  them.  Should  he 
fall  among  gentlemen  of  *  conventionality,'  and  mistake  the  metal, 
Heaven  help  him,  say  I. 

As  there  is  no  abstract  idea  of  grace  or  beauty,  save  in  the  complete 
adaptation  of  each  part  to  the  end  designed,  and  the  due  subservience 
of  the  members  to  the  head,  so  the  true  criterion  of  manners  and  cus- 
toms must  be  their  fitness  for  the  people  for  whose  use  and  benefit  they 
are  designed.  If  many  things  displease  a  stranger,  he  should  reflect 
that  he  is  not  of  the  people ;  and  that  the  habits  of  life  are,  in  very 
deed,  the  dress  which  the  souls  of  men  wear,  to  be  thrown  ofl*  when 
they  no  longer  suit. 
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For  example,  I  dislike  the  hotel-system  because  it  jars  with  my  tastes : 
and  for  no  better  reason,  it  interferes  with  my  habits,  and  forbids  what 
I  deem  essential  to  my  comfort.  But  here,  it  is  agreeable  to  the  mass 
of  the  people,  eminently  adapted  to  their  wants  and  requirements, 
and,  as  carried  out,  is  a  beautiful  development  of  a  plan  obno3dous  to 
me,  but  perfection  to  those  who  form  their  occupants.  What  if  I  pre- 
fer a  home  and  comfort  ?  —  is  that  a  reason  that  none  should  enjoy  a 
palace  and  splendor  ? 

There  is  one  thing  which  I  have  found  it  hard  to  keep  clear  of:  either 
afiecting  approval  of  what  I  disliked,  or  permitting  the  inference  that  I 
wished  to  find  fault.  It  is  difficult  to  convince  men  who  desire  to  have 
their  country  well  thought  of,  that  there  is  a  wide  distinction  between 
your  private  dislikes,  and  a  want  of  due  appreciation  of  real  advantages 
and  merits.  The  hardest  question  in  the  world  to  answer  is,  *  How  do 
you  like  us  ?  * 

To  conclude,  it  seems  to  me  that  if  there  is  a  cloud  in  the  horizon 
of  this  country,  it  is  the  undue  importance  which  is  given  to  mere  child* 
ren.     How  shall  men  govern  who  have  never  learned  to  obey  ? 


THE   DATS   THAT    ARE    GONE. 

How  often  the  mem'ry  of  days  that  are  g^ono 

lUumineB  the  track  over  life's  toilsome  way, 
Wlien  Fancy's  delusions  have  vanislied  and  gone, 

And  Hope's  fiUry  frost-work  has  melted  away  1 

Like  the  siin-Iight  that  gilds  the  hill-tops  afar, 
When  shadows  of  evening  are  gjith'ring  below, 

Are  those  gleams  of  the  past  that  light  up  the  soul, 
Of  the  days  tliat  are  gone  —  gone,  long,  long  ago! 

Tlie  bright  dreams  of  youth  and  of  friendship  return, 
And  visions  come  back  with  the  freshness  of  yore; 

While  afl'ection  recalls,  with  a  sigh  and  a  tear, 
The  friends  that  have  gone,  to  return  never  more. 

Kind  Mem'ry  presides  o'er  the  days  that  are  past, 

And  with  magical  spell  reneuT?  every  scene ; 
Tlie  cares  we  have  wept  through  are  hidden  from  view, 

And  all  the  bright  vista  she  mantles  witli  green. 

Like  clouds  that  flit  over  a  bright  summer's  sky, 

The  visions  of  hope  often  vanish  awa}-; 
But  the  past  is  the  same  —  it  cannot  deceive; 

Its  long-cherislied  mem'ries  can  never  decay. 

Oh!  I  would  not  exchange  that  bright  dream  of  the  Pas^ 

For  all  that  the  future  can  promise  me  here ; 
*T  is  a  balm  to  my  breast  mid  the  trials  of  life, 

Though  often  its  memory  is  wet  with  a  tear.  k.  t.  » 
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Not  altogether  with  a  face  of  gloom 
Does  the  old  Year,  when  waning,  day  by  day, 

Lhnp  toward  his  wintry  tomb; 
But  rosy-tinted  mists  around  liim  play, 

And  soil  autumnal  bloom. 


E'en  when  each  brightly-f>ainted  leaf  decays, 
And  Indian  Summer  drops  her  vapory  robe; 

Wiien  garnered  is  tlie  maize; 
When  now  no  longer  like  a  blood-red  globe 

The  sun  in  mellowest  haze 


Shows  half  his  disc  beliind  the  mountains  blue ; 
When  dancing  lines  of  motes  no  more  are  seen 

With  sun-set  shimmering  through ; 
Then,  smiling  o'er  the  land,  rise  spots  of  green, 

Oasis-like,  to  view. 

Yes,  these  are  smiles  on  dying  Autumn's  face, 
When  he  forgets  his  heaps  of  withered  leaves, 

And  turning  seer,  doth  trace, 
Beyond  the  coming  winter,  golden  sheaves, 

Bright  ripening  apace. 

What  spots  of  vivid  emerald  cheer  the  eye  I 
One  lies  embosomed  in  a  boundless  wold ; 
One  arches  up  the  sky 
Like  the  grave  of  a  vast  giant ;  hill-tops  cold. 
With  blackening  forests  high. 

Environ  one,  and  shield  it  from  the  blast ; 
Another,  as  the  sun  sinks  lower  down. 
And  longer  shades  are  cast. 
Tints  itselfj  artist-like,  from  base  to  crown. 
Aye  lovelier  to  the  last 

Poised  over  it,  one  faintly  reddening  sphere 
Of  cloud  is  by  the  sky-line  cut  in  twain. 

Thus  paints  the  fading  Year, 
Glossuig  with  delicate  half-tints  the  fresh  grain 

In  coloring  mellow-clear. 

Thus  in  Life's  closing  Fall,  when  coffin-ropes 
Uncoil  to  let  me  down  to  wintery  tomb, 

May  fVeshening  wheat-green  slopes. 
Self-shading,  sun-gilt,  charm  away  the  gloom, 

And  kindle  deathless  hopes. 


116  Stage-Coaches,  [Febravf. 


STAGE-COACHES. 

*STAGE-CoAcn.    {Stag«  and   Coach,"]    A  coach  that  rnns  by  stages;  or  a  coach  that  nma 
re^ilarly  every  day,  or  on  stated  days,  for  the  conveyance  of  pa:ssengenk* 

WCBBTRR'S    DlCTlOKART. 

Reader,  do  you  ever  wonder  what  has  become  of  all  the  stage- 
coaches ?  You  recollect  them  ;  I  know  you  do ;  but  you  have  not  given 
them  a  solemn  thought  for  the  last  five  years.  Somehow,  they  slipped 
away  from  you  so  quietly  and  gradually,  like  a  man  in  consumption, 
that  you  cannot  now  positively  say  when  they  drew  their  last  breath. 
You  recollect,  away  down  in  that  village  where  you  was  bom,  and  went 
to  school,  and  played  ball,  and  went  in  a-bathing  ten  times  a  day 
during  the  summer-solstice,  there  used  to  be  a  stage-coach  —  a  daily 
coach  ;  and  you  recollect,  that  every  time  it  came  thundering  and  rock- 
ing down  the  mountain-gorge,  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  how  it  overwhelmed 
your  young  imagination.  You  can  hear,  TioWy  the  long  crack  of  the 
driver's  whip  ^  the  heavy  shuck  of  the  wheels  —  and  you  see  yourself 
running,  do  n't  you,  with  a  whoop  and  a  hurra  to  the  tavern,  just  to 
see  what  kind  of  folks  could  aflbrd  to  ride  in  such  vehicles  ?  —  and  when 
the  nine  passengers  alighted,  you  recollect  how  you  followed  them 
around  to  get  a  good  look  at  them,  that  you  might  inform  your  mother, 
when  you  went  home,  that  you  had  seen  and  toucJied  the  passengers  in 
the  stf^e-coach. 

You  recollect  all  this,  I  know.  But,  if  you  do  not,  just  sit  down  an 
hour  alone ;  dig  through  the  cares  and  troubles  of  manhood ;  heave 
aside  the  facts  and  figures,  the  bills  payable  and  bills  receivable,  that 
lie  like  a  mountain  on  your  heart  —  the  same  heart,  rather  worse  for 
wear,  that  you  wore  when  a  boy  —  and  you  will. 

There  were  no  two  men  who  engrossed  so  much  of  my  boyish  thought, 
as  Thorp  and  Sprague  ;  for  their  stages  ran  through  our  village.  There 
it  stood,  glaring  at  me,  on  the  door-panel  of  every  coach  —  *  Thorp  and 
Sprague.'  I  could  never  see  Thorp  nor  Sprague  ;  but  their  coaches  were 
ever-present.  They  seemed  to  be  ever  withdrawn  from  public  gaze. 
I  could  hear^  too,  about  Mr.  Thorp  and  Mr.  Sprague ;  they  actually 
lived  somewhere.  I  recollect,  I  thought  they  were  two  very  large,  cor- 
pulent men ;  that  no  one  had  any  right  to  run,  or  possibly  could  run, 
if  they  had,  stages,  but  they ;  and  that  if  either  of  them  should,  by 
chance,  appear  in  the  village,  there  would,  of  course,  be  a  public  recep- 
tion tendered.  When  I  grew  older,  I  grew  wiser.  In  fact,  I  became 
quite  a  stage-coach  traveller. 

And  this  suggests  another  thought.  Where  are  the  persons  that  used 
to  travel  in  stage-coaches  —  when  passengers  paid  fare  from  BuHalo  to 
Albany  ?  That  was  travelling  ;  there  were  passengers  then.  There 
is  no  body  to  be  found  in  a  rail-road  car,  who  has  any  right  to  call  him 
self  a  passenger.  No  man  has  any  individuality  in  such  a  place.  He 
is  so  many  pounds  of  flesh  and  blood,  to  be  delivered  at  exactly  such  a 
time,  at  such  a  place.  Every  man's  mind  is  fixed  upon  the  place  of 
his  destination,  and  what  he  will  do  when  he  gets  there.     His  points  of 
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character  never  break  out  for  the  amusement  or  infitruction  of  the 
crowd ;  it  is  impossible ;  against  the  philosophy  of  steam  and  speed. 
Just  coolly  think  of  a  jolly  load  of  rail-road  passengers! — is  it  not 
absurd? 

But  there  were  passengers,  then.  When  we  loaded  at  Bufiab,  we 
felt  aa  if  we  were  putting  out  to  sea,  amid  storms  and  breakers.  It 
wi^  important  to  know  who  manned  the  ship.  We  were  to  become  a 
family  in  spite  of  ourselves,  and  '  sink  or  swim '  together.  And  in  all 
this,  we  hsid  no  agency  ;  we  were  sorted  and  packed  by  another.  We 
were  to  be  jostled  and  ground,  until  all  the  sharp  comers  of  our  dignity 
and  formc^lity  were  smoothed.  We  knew,  beforehand,  that  every  person 
Inboard  must  either  develop  himself,  or  submit  himself  to  be  developed. 

I  just  now  see,  in  my  imagination,  one  of  those  cargoes  —  myself 
among  the  number  —  made  up  of  a  judge,  a  fop,  a  countryman,  two 
ladies,  three  dare-devils,  and  a  preacher.  The  judge  was  dignity  itself, 
for  the  first  ten  miles  —  a  perfect  Lord  Coke  ;  spoke  in  a  heavy,  sen- 
tentious way,  as  though  he  were  speaking  to  something  out  of  the  win- 
dow ;  gave,  now  and  then,  a  solemn  and  impressive  cough,  as  if  he 
drew  the  sound  from  his  boots.  The  fop  seemed  overpowered  with 
heat,  and  amused  himself  with  a  scented  cambric,  brushing  particles 
of  dust  from  hh  face ;  the  countryman  whistled  to  himself ;  and  the 
preacher  said  nothing  :  but  the  stage  took  a  cant,  over  we  went,  and 
.there  we  were,  piled  in  the  mud  that  oozed  through  the  window.  We 
were  all  introduced  to  each  other  from  that  moment.  The  judge  swore ; 
that  spoiled  his  dignity.  The  fop's  clothes  were  ruined,  and  he  imme- 
diately sank  down  into  a  piece  of  dejection  and  insipidity ;  the  country- 
man became  knitted  to  us,  from  his  aid  during  the  disaster ;  the  preacher 
convinced  us  how  providential  it  was,  that  things  were  no  worse  ;  and 
the  ladies  said  they  owed  us  a  debt  of  gratitude,  for  rescuing  them  from 
the  ruins,  that  should  never  be  forgotten. 

This  overset  broke  the  crust.  You  know,  reader,  that  almost  every 
man  who  travels,  puts  on  a  kind  of  crust,  like  a  mantle.  Some  look 
oppressively  profoimd  in  a  stage-coach  or  car,  whose  wisdom  is  only 
ridiculous  at  home.  Others  disguise  themselves  in  a  shower  of  words, 
and  talk  on  stilts,  but  topple  over  and  come  down  as  soon  as  they  are 
detected.  Others  afiect  the  languishing  mood  ;  others,  the  scholastic ; 
as  I  said,  travellers  put  on  a  crust. 

This  overset  broke  the  crust,  however.  When  the  judge  righted 
himself,  and  reviewed  the  disaster,  he  began  at  once  to  soften.  The  fop 
was  as  completely  destroyed,  as  an  exploded  bottle  of  small-beer.  A 
man  who  chooses  to  put  his  whole  capital  in  his  breeches,  ought  to  be 
very  careful  how  he  exposes  it  or  them ;  do  n't  you  think  so  ?  The 
countryman  brightened  up,  and  shone  like  a  diamond.  Friction  did 
him  good. 

You  begin  to  see  the  philosophy  of  stage-coaches,  I  dare  say ;  because 
I  wish  it  to  be  distinctly  understood,  that  this  is  a  philosophical  article, 
with  here  and  there  a  transcendental  dash.  We  travelled  together,  and 
at  night  slept  together ;  all  in  that  stage-coach.  Now,  there  is  fami- 
liarity in  such  a  scene.  The  judge  snored  like  a  trumpet,  and  more 
than  once  plunged  headlong  into  a  lady's  lap.     Do  you  suppose  a 
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STAGE-COACHES. 

*STAOK-CoAcn.    [Stage  and   Coach.l    A  coach  (hat  runs  by  stages;  or  a  coach  that  mna 
K^larly  every  day,  or  on  stated  days,  for  the  conveyiuico  of  passengers* 

WxBBTBR'S   DiOTlOXAKT. 

Reader,  do  you  ever  wonder  what  has  become  of  all  the  stage- 
coaches ?  You  recollect  them  ;  I  know  you  do ;  but  you  have  not  given 
them  a  solemn  thought  for  the  last  five  years.  Somehow,  they  slipped 
away  from  you  so  quietly  and  gradually,  like  a  man  in  consumption, 
that  you  cannot  now  positively  say  when  they  drew  their  last  breath. 
You  recollect,  away  down  in  that  village  where  you  was  bom,  and  went 
to  school,  and  played  ball,  and  went  in  a-bathing  ten  times  a  day 
during  the  summer-solstice,  there  used  to  be  a  stage-coach  —  a  daily 
coach  ;  and  you  recollect,  that  every  time  it  came  thundering  and  rock- 
ing down  the  mountain-gorge,  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  how  it  overwhelmed 
your  young  imagination.  You  can  hear,  noWy  the  long  crack  of  the 
driver's  whip  — the  heavy  shuck  of  the  wheels  —  and  you  see  yourself 
running,  don't  you,  with  a  whoop  and  a  hurra  to  the  tavern,  just  to 
(fee  what  kind  of  folks  could  afibrd  to  ride  in  such  vehicles  ? — and  when 
the  nine  passengers  alighted,  you  recollect  how  you  followed  them 
around  to  get  a  good  look  at  them,  that  you  might  inform  your  mother, 
when  you  went  home,  that  you  had  seen  and  toucJied  the  passengers  in 
the  stage-coach. 

You  recollect  all  this,  I  know.  But,  if  you  do  not,  just  sit  down  an 
hour  alone ;  dig  through  the  cares  and  troubles  of  manhood ;  heave 
aside  the  facts  and  figures,  the  bills  payable  and  bills  receivable,  that 
He  like  a  mountain  on  your  heart  —  the  same  heart,  rather  worse  for 
wear,  that  you  wore  when  a  boy  —  and  you  will. 

There  were  no  two  men  who  engrossed  so  much  of  my  boyish  thought, 
as  Thorp  and  Sprague  ;  for  their  stages  ran  through  our  village.  There 
it  stood,  glaring  at  me,  on  the  door-panel  of  every  coach  —  *  Thorp  and 
Sprague'  I  could  never  see  Thorp  nor  Sprague  ;  but  their  coaches  were 
ever-present.  They  seemed  to  be  ever  withdrawn  from  public  gaze. 
I  could  hear,  too,  about  Mr.  Thorp  and  Mr.  Sprague ;  they  actually 
lived  somewhere.  I  recollect,  I  thought  they  were  two  very  large,  cor- 
pulent men  ;  that  no  one  had  any  right  to  run,  or  possibly  could  run, 
if  they  had,  stages,  but  they ;  and  that  if  either  of  them  should,  by 
chance,  appear  in  the  village,  there  would,  of  course,  be  a  public  recep- 
tion tendered.  When  I  grew  older,  I  grew  wiser.  In  fact,  I  became 
quite  a  stage-coach  traveller. 

And  this  suggests  another  thought.  Where  are  the  persons  that  used 
to  travel  in  stage-coaches  —  when  passengers  paid  fare  from  Bufialo  to 
Albany  ?  That  was  travelling  ;  there  were  passengers  then.  There 
is  no  body  to  be  found  in  a  rail-road  car,  who  has  any  right  to  call  him 
ifelf  a  passenger.  No  man  has  any  individuality  in  such  a  place.  He 
is  so  many  pounds  of  flesh  and  blood,  to  be  delivered  at  exactly  such  a 
time,  at  such  a  place.  Every  man's  mind  is  fixed  upon  the  place  of 
his  destination,  and  what  he  will  do  when  he  gets  there.     His  points  of 
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character  neyer  break  out  for  the  amusement  or  matruction  of  the 
crowd ;  it  is  impossible ;  against  the  philosophy  of  steam  and  speed. 
Just  coolly  think  of  a  jolly  load  of  rail-road  passengers! — is  it  not 
absurd? 

But  there  were  passengers,  then.  When  we  loaded  at  Bufialo,  we 
felt  aa  if  we  were  putting  out  to  sea,  amid  storms  and  breakers.  It 
was  important  to  know  who  manned  the  ship.  We  were  to  become  a 
family  in  spite  of  ourselves,  and  '  sink  or  swim '  together.  And  in  all 
this,  we  had  no  agency  ;  we  were  sorted  and  packed  by  another.  We 
were  to  be  jostled  and  ground,  until  all  the  sharp  comers  of  our  dignity 
and  formc^lity  were  smoothed.  We  knew,  beforehand,  that  every  person 
Inboard  must  either  develop  himself,  or  submit  himself  to  be  developed. 

1  just  now  see,  in  my  imagination,  one  of  those  cargoes  —  myself 
among  the  nimiber  —  made  up  of  a  judge,  a  fop,  a  countryman,  two 
ladies,  three  dare-devils,  and  a  preacher.  The  judge  was  dignity  itself, 
for  the  first  ten  miles  —  a  perfect  Lord  Coke ;  spoke  in  a  heavy,  sen- 
tentious way,  as  though  he  were  speaking  to  something  out  of  the  win- 
dow ;  gave,  now  and  then,  a  solemn  and  impressive  cough,  as  if  he 
drew  Uie  sound  from  his  boots.  The  fop  seemed  overpowered  virith 
heat,  and  amused  himself  with  a  scented  cambric,  brushing  particles 
of  dust  from  his  face ;  the  countryman  whistled  to  himself;  and  the 
preacher  said  nothing :  but  the  stage  took  a  cant,  over  we  went,  and 
.there  we  were,  piled  in  the  mud  that  oozed  through  the  window.  We 
were  all  introduced  to  each  other  from  that  moment.  The  judge  swore  ; 
that  spoiled  his  dignity.  The  fop's  clothes  were  ruined,  and  he  imme- 
diately sank  down  into  a  piece  of  dejection  and  insipidity ;  the  country- 
man became  knitted  to  us,  from  his  aid  during  the  disaster ;  the  preacher 
convinced  us  how  providential  it  was,  that  things  were  no  worse  ;  and 
the  ladies  said  they  owed  us  a  debt  of  gratitude,  for  rescuing  them  from 
the  ruins,  that  should  never  be  forgotten. 

This  overset  broke  the  crust.  You  know,  reader,  that  almost  every 
man  who  travels,  puts  on  a  kind  of  crust,  like  a  mantle.  Some  look 
oppressively  profoimd  in  a  stage-coach  or  car,  whose  wisdom  is  only 
ridiculous  at  home.  Others  disguise  themselves  in  a  shower  of  words, 
and  talk  on  stilts,  but  topple  over  and  come  down  as  soon  as  they  are 
detected.  Others  afiect  the  languishing  mood ;  others,  the  scholastic ; 
as  I  said,  travellers  put  on  a  crust. 

This  overset  broke  the  crust,  however.  When  the  judge  righted 
himself,  and  reviewed  the  disaster,  he  began  at  once  to  soften.  The  fop 
was  as  completely  destroyed,  as  an  exploded  bottle  of  Email-beer.  A 
man  who  chooses  to  put  his  whole  capital  in  his  breeches,  ought  to  be 
very  careful  how  he  exposes  it  or  them ;  do  n't  you  think  so  ?  The 
countryman  brightened  up,  and  shone  like  a  diamond.  Friction  did 
him  good. 

You  begin  to  see  the  philosophy  of  stage-coaches,  I  dare  say ;  because 
I  wish  it  to  be  distinctly  understood,  that  this  is  a  philosophical  article, 
with  here  and  there  a  transcendental  dash.  We  travelled  together,  and 
at  night  slept  together ;  all  in  that  stage-coach.  Now,  there  is  fami- 
liarity in  such  a  scene.  The  judge  snored  like  a  trumpet,  and  more 
than  once  plunged  headlong  into  a  lady's  lap.     Do  you  suppose  a^^ 


118  Stage-  Coacltes.  [Fe  bruary, 

person  ever  heard  the  judge  snore  in  the  village  where  he  resided, 
except  his  wife,  or  supposed  a  judge  could  do  such  a  thing ;  ever  saw 
the  judge's  head  in  a  lady's  lap  ?  Such  an  infirmity,  if  known,  would 
have  destroyed  his  decisions ;  because  dignity  on  the  hench  decides 
almost  as  many  cases  as  law.  We  in  the  stage-coach  saw  that  the 
judge  was  mortal,  after  all ;  we  took  a  peep  into  his  *  inner  life.*  The 
ladies  snored,  too — Gracious!  —  and  dashed  their  bonnets  to  pieces  as 
they  rolled  around,  and  fairly  knocked  all  the  starch  and  maimers  out  of 
each  other ;  and  when  the  sun  arose,  they  were  soft  and  subdued,  like 
goodness  in  affliction. 

The  next  day,  the  judge  became  as  mellow  as  the  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field. He  unravelled  his  whole  life ;  his  trials  in  hoyhood ;  his  struggles 
in  manhood ;  his  courtship  and  marriage.  The  preacher  and  country- 
man followed  with  their  autobiographies ;  tearing  up  from  the  past, 
tender  passages  that  had  lain  dormant  for  years.  The  ladies  furnished 
their  histories ;  and  I  recollect  now  —  it  was  thirty  years  ago  —  that 
when  the  evening  light  fell  aslant  the  trees,  we  were  slowly  climbing 
a  mountain-road,  amid  the  cool  dash  of  waterfalls  and  the  distant 
whistle  of  quails,  singing  in  full  chorus,  with  rapt  heart  and  soul, 
'Auld  Lang  Syne  : '  the  judge,  all  the  while,  piling  in  the  bass  as  though 
he  wore  performing  his  last. 

Now,  the  point  lies  here :  what  else  but  a  stage-coach  could  have 
drawn  out  the  little  weaknesses  of  the  judge's  life  ;  could  have  made 
him  sing  —  for  he  assured  me  that  he  had  not  sung  hefore  since  he  was 
a  boy  ;  could  have  put  the  young  ladies  bo  much  at  ease,  as  to  induce 
them  to  communicate  facts  to  strangers,  that  they  had  probably  kepi 
secret  from  their  neighbors  ?  "What  else  ?  Bless  the  old  stage-coaches  I 
There  is  nothing  like  them  left  in  the  world. 

Do  you  know,  reader,  that  I  have  wondered  about,  and  inquired  after 
the  persons  who  composed  that  load,  a  thousand  times  since  ?  I  have 
even  felt  an  interest  in  the  fop,  upon  the  same  principle  that  a  person 
shakes  hands  with  a  loafer  in  a  strange  land,  who  would  not  speak  to 
him  at  home  —  that  is,  association  of  ideas.  True,  I  have  become 
engrossed  in  the  cares  of  life,  and  so  have  they ;  *  and  what  are  they 
to  me  ? '  as  the  world  says  :  but  1  cannot  help  it.  Awake  at  midnight, 
I  have  seen  that  same  old  coach  —  the  same  faces,  just  as  they  were 
then  —  all  winding  up  the  mountain  ;  and  could  distinctly  hear  *Auld 
Lang  Syne '  ringing  through  my  memory,  amid  that  same  dash  of  water- 
falls and  whisthng  of  quails. 

Reader,  there  was  something  rural  about  stage-coaches.  They  were 
for  ever  passing  through  lawns,  threading  streams,  ascending  slopes  and 
ragged  mountain-sides ;  and  they  looked  as  natural  on  the  landscape,  as 
the  trees  about  them.  The  birds  all  knew  them,  and  looked  down  upon 
them  as  they  passed,  with  pleasure.  Yes,  there  was  poetry  about 
them  —  poetry  of  the  Wordsworthian  school.  There  was  a  dignity,  too, 
an  ease,  a  repose  of  manner,  a  never-in-a-hurry  kind  of  confidence,  that 
suited  well  the  habits  of  the  age.  They  had  their  incidents  about  them, 
too.  There  were,  for  instance,  the  men  who  kept  the  stage-houses; 
some  of  them  in  cities,  and  some  amid  the  Sleepy  Hollows  of  the 
country.     Just  find  me  one  of  those  men  now,  if  you  can.     You  xecol- 
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lect,  they  were  large,  corpulent  pieces  of  flesh ;  carried  faces  of  great 
benevolence ;  wore  heavy  double-chins,  and  a  very  merry  twinkle  in 
the  eye.  They  were  prompt  at  the  door,  in  person,  when  the  stage 
rumbled  up  —  did  n't  send  a  subaltern ;  bowed  out  anil  shook  hands 
with  the  passengers ;  kissed  the  babies ;  were  anxious  about,  and  sym- 
pathized with  every  body.  And  then,  they  gave .  you  all  the  news  of 
the  day,  and  talked  in  a  free-and-easy  kind  of  way  all  the  while,  as  if 
they  knew  you,  and  had  known  your  father  and  grand-father  before 
you. 

These  men  were  landlords.  There  are  no  landlords  now.  No  body 
could  be  a  landlord,  in  good  old  stage  times,  unless  he  weighed  over 
two  hundred  ;  and  laziness  and  good-nature  were  absolutely  indispensa- 
ble. Now,  we  have  a  diminutive,  waspish,  weasel-faced  class  of  beings, 
who  only  look  at  the  business  of  tavern-keeping ;  who  wriggle  and 
twist  the  coppers  out  of  you,  as  coolly  and  maliciously  as  a  Jew  in 
Chatham  street ;  who  calculate  how  great  an  imposition  you  will  stand, 
before  breaking  out  into  an  uproar ;  who  will  not  give  you  even  *  what 's 
in  the  bond  ;  *  who  never  smile,  because  they  are  under  no  obligation 
to ;  who  act  as  though  they  owned  all  the  human  flesh  under  their 
roofs  —  as  if  they  had  a  perfect  right  to  train  men  around,  like  a  platoon 
of  soldiers,  according  to  their  arbitrary  will. 

All  this,  reader,  is  entirely  owing  to  the  decease  of  stage-coaches. 
When  stage-coaches  died,  the  good  old  landlords  gave  up  the  ghost. 
Where  they  have  gone,  I  do  not  pretend  to  say  ;  probably,  with  the  lost 
jack-knives.  There  have  been  a  great  many  of  both,  but  they  have 
silently  slipped  out  of  sight. 

Another  incident  that  belonged  to  stage-coaches,  was  the  inn.  You 
can  see  one  of  them  now,  reader,  perched  half-way  up  the  mountain- 
side, its  faded  brown  sign  swinging  lazily  to  and  fro.  There  was  a 
horse  rampant  on  that  sign  ;  a  horbe  that  had  reared  at  the  public  for 
three  quarters  of  a  century.  This  house  was  the  home  of  one  of  these 
self-same  landlords.  It  had  been  in  the  family  for  three  or  four  gene- 
rations, and  one  child  was  bom  and  bred  by  each  successive  landlord, 
to  follow  him.  This  was  a  stage-house.  You  knew  just  what  you 
could  have  cooked  there.  The  peculiar  relish  of  the  meats  you  could 
taste  before  you  got  in  sight  of  it,  because  that  was  an  art  that  went 
through  the  family  with  the  descent  of  blood.  You  recollect  the  dish 
of  speckled  trout,  the  broiled  chicken,  and  rye-bread.  You  even 
remember  the  three  loungers  that  you  always  found  sauntering  round 
it :  a  good-for-nothing  looking  fellow,  who  was  always  attended  by  a 
fish-pole  and  a  box  of  bait,  and  who  supplied  the  tavern  in  that  line  ; 
the  blacksmith,  his  shirt-sleeves  rolled  up,  and  smoking  a  pipe,  and 
continually  asking  questions  ;  and  the  large  bull-dog,  that  lay  out  in  the 
dirt,  lazily  snapping  at  the  flies. 

If  you  do  not  recollect  any  such  inns,  nor  any  such  landlords,  in 
stage-coach  times,  I  do.  I  got  shipwrecked  once,  on  a  turnpike,  in  a 
mountainous  part  of  New-England,  and  our  stage-coach  was  entirely 
demolished  among  the  boulders  and  breakers  that  lined  the  road.  We 
finally  drifted  into  one  of  these  very  inns,  kept  by  one  of  these  very 
landlords.     There  I  remained  a  day.     The  old  man  was  as  gentle,  and 
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mellow,  and  as  full  of  soul,  as  one  of  Goldanith's  essays.  He  looked 
as  simple  and  child-like  as  though  he  had  fished  and  blown  a  flute  all 
his  life.  He  put  himself  and  his  household  to  our  senrice,  at  once. 
He  went  away  in  the  hills  wilh  us,  where  we  sauntered  with  our  guns 
and  poles  until  night-fall.  All  tliis  he  seemed  to  regard  as  a  kind  of 
duty,  imposed  upon  him  by  his  character  of  landlord.  He  gave  us  his 
history,  and  informed  us  that  he  was  at  the  battle  of  Bennington.  He 
knew  Molly  Stark  ;  lived  next  door  to  *  her  and  the  old  Gin'ral ' ;  and 
said  she  was  one  of  the  most* '  remarkable  wim*n  with  'arbs  in  times 
of  sickness,  he  ever  see'd.'  (This  took  down  the  sublimity  of  the  old 
lady's  revolutionary  memory  some.)  That  he  was  bom,  and  expected 
to  die,  in  the  old  tavern.  We  concluded  the  day  with  a  game-supper, 
quickened  with  cider-brandy  ;  and  felt  as  tall  as  the  cUfis  about  us  befiue 
we  retired  to  bed. 

"Well,  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  stage-coaches  ?  What  to  do?  —  a 
good  deal.  If  you  are  one  of  those  mathematical  geniuses,  reader,  that 
cannot  endure  any  thing  that  does  not  march  along,  step  by  step,  with 
the  precision  of  a  problem  in  Euclid,  you  had  better  stop  right  here ; 
lor  1  say  to  you,  frankly,  that  1  do  not  intend  to  demonstrate  a  single 
thing  in  this  article. 

How  is  it,  now  ?  You  do  n't  see  any  of  those  men,  any  of  those 
beautiful  landscape-pictures  that  lie  away  off,  nestled  in  the  by-plaoes 
of  the  world.  Rail-roads  cannot  reach  them.  You  hear  one  everlast* 
ing  fiz-fiz  ;  a  heavy  rumble ;  see  two  or  three  swamps,  as  many  forests 
(lancing  a  hornpipe  around  you,  with  a  few  cattle  and  sheep  flying  round 
after  them,  and  —  that 's  all.     Bless  the  stage-coaches  I 

But  1  must  not  forget  the  stage-drivers.  They  certainly  did  belong 
to  stage-coaches.  Here  was  a  whole  class  of  men  swept  entirely  out 
of  existence  when  stage-coaches  died.  They  are  buried  with  the  jack- 
knives,  too.  You  know  they  never  lived  any  where  in  particular, 
except  on  a  stage-box,  and  the  whole  race  of  them  seemed  to  belong  to 
all  the  stage-companies  in  the  Union.  *  Where  can  I  find  Mr.  — —  f ' 
'  Can 't  tell  you,  Sir,  he  is  a  stage-driver  I '  That  settles  the  questicm. 
1  am  sorry  to  say,  that  they  never  did  much  for  the  morals  of  the  age 
in  which  they  flourished  ;  but,  as  they  are  mostly  gone  —  the  genuine 
specimens,  I  mean  —  I  ought  not  to  speak  ill  of  them.  Did  you  ever 
have  one  of  your  mid-night  dreams  in  a  stage-coach  shattered  into 
pieces  by  a  stage-driver's  oath  —  an  oath  that  cracked  like  a  rifle  ?  You 
have;  1  thought  so.  Do  you  recollect  how  his  face  looked  —  one  aide 
of  it  swelled  out  with  half  a  paper  of  tobacco,  like  a  wen,  so  that  it 
appeared  really  painful  ?     You  do  ?     Those  are  the  characters  I  mean. 

Taverns  to  iheia  were  just  so  many  ports :  they  dined  with  the  ser- 
vant-girls, and  slept  with  the  horses ;  that  is,  when  they  did  sleep. 
They  were  all  famous  singers,  and  they  sang  the  old  out-of-the-way 
tunes  that  had  been  banished  from  politer  circles  :  '  Black-Eyed  Susan,' 
'  Bay  of  Biscay,'  *  The  Mistletoe-Bough,'  and  a  host  of  others,  all  the 
way  down  to  melancholy  ballads  about  executed  criminals,  and  love- 
sick Betties.  Their  lives  were  made  up  of  drinking,  singing,  swearing, 
and  driving  horses.     They  are  gone  :  let  them  go. 

What  has  become  of  all  the  stage-coaches  i     To  confess  the  truth. 
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reader,  I  do  not  know.  I  went  a  mile  out  of  my  way,  a  short  time 
since,  to  see  a  pile  of  them,  where  they  were  stacked  up  under  an  old 
shed.  They  looked  very  forlorn,  just  as  every  discarded  thing  does  look. 
They  had  evidently  seen  great  service.  They  assumed,  in  my  imagina- 
tion, a  mass  of  thought ;  a  kind  of  wooden  history.  They  had  listened 
to  so  many  stories,  aoi^dotes,  cgid  songs  —  h94  made  the  acquaintance 
of  so  many  people  —  had  seen  so  much  of  the  world  —  that  I  wondered 
why  they  did  n't  talk.  I  recollect,  too,  of  seeing  one.  not  long  since, 
timidly  skirting  along  the  woods  in  an  out-of-the-way  place,  as  dejected 
and  heart-hroken  as  a  solitary  Indian  in  a  city.  They  are  not  all  gone, 
yet ;  but  the  few  that  still  linger,  only  make  the  picture  more  gloomy. 
There  was  a  moral  about  stage-coaches  ;  a  something  that  forcibly 
reminded  me  of  the  journey  of  life :  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  felt  the 
same  lesson,  reader.  Do  n't  you  remember,  a  great  many  years  ago, 
that  you  entered,  somewhere,  a  stage-coach ;  that  you  had  nine  passen- 
gers in  all  ?  There  was  a  grey-headed  old  gentleman,  with  an  ivory- 
topped  cane  and  a  bosom  full  of  ruffles  ;  a  mother,  and  two  blue-eyed 
children ;  a  maiden  or  two,  young  and  joyous  as  spring.  You  recollect 
that  it  was  a  May-morning,  and  all  was  freshness  and  life.  The  swal- 
lows were  sweeping  and  chattering  over  your  head  ;  there  was  a  great 
stir  and  bustle  to  put  yop  under  proper  headway.  There  were  *  good- 
byes,' and  '  farewells,'  and  shaking  of  hands,  and  messages ;  and,  with 
a  blow  of  the  horn,  an  '  all  aboard,'  a  slapping-to  of  the  door,  and  a 
crack  of  the  whip,  you  were  off.  You  travelled  over  hill  and  dale,  on 
and  on ;  but  alas !  the  number  grew  less.  First,  one  of  the  maidens 
was  missing ;  she  had  stopped  by  the  way-side :  then,  the  mother  and 
children  were  no  where  to  be  seen  ;  their  seats  were  vacant.  The  dew 
was  hardly  off  the  grass,  and  the  voices  of  the  children,  so  loud  and 
joyous,  were  no  longer  heard.  Then,  the  old  man  passed  away  ;  and 
then  another,  and  another,  until  you  found  yourself  in  silence,  amid 
the  twilight  shadows  of  evening  —  alone  I  —  listening  to  the  rumbling 
of  the  wheels,  that  were  carrying  you  still  on.  Is  there  a  moral  here  f 
Bless  the  good  old  stage-coaches ! 


SONO:         TO         BESSIE. 

My  Bessie  is  the  sweetest  flower 

'  That  ever  bloomed  the  garden's  pride ; ' 

Were  she  a  thorn,  no  earthly  power 
Could  pluck  or  tear  her  from  my  side. 

The  thorn  would  prick  my  hidden  sms, 
Restrain  me  when  disposed  to  strife ; 

Sharp  would  it  probe  where  vice  begins 
T'  estrange  me  from  my  darling  wife. 

'T  would  guard  the  rose  whose  perfume  rare 

Sheds  fragrance  e'en  on  stormy  sea; 
Naught  can  with  flower  or  thorn  compare ; 
Joined  on  one  stalk,  they  're  heaven  to  me  1 
Nwth  Greenfields  January  2d,  1654. 
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THE      VOICES      OF      THE      OCEAN 

There  are  voices  in  the  streamlet, 

Murm'ring  through  the  flowery  vale^ 
And  the  summer-woods  reecho 

With  tlie  feathered  minstrel's  tale: 
But  the  voices  of  the  ocean 

To  tlie  sailor  are  more  dear 
Than  these  strains  of  rural  music 

Unto  the  landsman's  ear. 


As  his  bark,  with  eagle's  swiftness, 

Speeds  upon  lier  trackless  way, 
Sweetly  sound  the  rushing  waters. 

As  she  dashes  through  tlie  spray! 
Sweetly,  too,  among  tlie  cordage, 

And  along  the  bellying  sail, 
In  a  thousand  pleasing  murmurs. 

Breathe  the  voices  of  the  gale. 

When  the  vivid  lightning  flashes 

Tlirough  the  gatli'ring  clouds  on  high, 
And  the  awful  voice  of  tliunder 

Peals  along  the  vaulted  sky ; 
Wlien  around  in  wild  commotion 

Rise  the  mountains  of  the  deep. 
And  the  winds  in  mournful  dirges 

Through  the  rattling  cordage  sweep : 

E'en  amid  this  strife  of  nature. 

Dauntless  o'er  the  deep  he  flies; 
Calmly  views  the  foaming  biUows 

That  in  threat'ning  fury  rise : 
And  the  roar  above,  around  hun, 

To  his  bosom  brings  no  fears; 
For  amid  the  raging  billows 

'Tis  the  voice  of  God  he  hears  1 

When  to  home  and  friends  returning. 

From  afar  he  spreads  his  sail, 
Oh  1  what  joy  his  bosom  tillcth 

As  he  counts  the  fav'ring  gale  I 
Mem'ry  waketh  from  her  slumber 

As  he  nears  his  native  shore ; 
Forms  familiar  rise  around  him, 

Happy  faces  smile  once  more. 

Then,  full  sweetly  o'er  the  billows. 

Sounds  of  well-known  voices  come^ 
Wafted  by  the  gentle  zephyr. 

From  the  altar  of  his  home. 
Oh !  it  is  a  heavenly  chorus, 

Tlirilling  ev'ry  pulse  with  joy. 
Changing  care  and  grief  to  gladness; 

Giving  bliss  without  alloy.  roh.bt  t.  if  aoooo*.  iu>. 
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%\%  J[ul)gt  l^iftrs: 


BSINO    THE    OBSERVATIONS    AT    HOME    AND    ABROAD    OP    DIVERS     MEiiBK^W     OF 

THE     PDDOE     FAMILY. 


KBMBSBKD     IKTO    WICTIMO     BT     TOMT    riTOOB. 
CHAPTtH     1  V7BN  TT- POUKTO. 

IN      WHICH      THE      WILL      CHAN0B8       HANDS 

'Nor  ever  can  two  rogues  meet  in  parley,  but  one  shall  take  a  slip  by  reason  of  bis 
own  conceit :  and  ten  to  one,  but  it  be  the  keeuer-witted  of  the  two.'  01.0  writvr  * 

Mr.  CluiD  having  been  a  business-man,  considers  it  necessary  to  use 
some  precautions  in  approaching  Mr.  Blimmer  :  Mr.  Blimmer  being  also 
a  business-man,  thinks  it  advisable  to  exercise  some  precaution  in  his 
interview  with  Mr  GIuid.  A  business-education  is,  indeed,  a  capital 
way  of  sharpening  the  faculties,  and  making  a  man  of  spirit  cautious 
and  prudent.  I  should  say  that  a  Wall-street  tuition  of  eighteen  months 
would  be  one  of  the  best  sharpeners  of  the  wits,  of  a  young  man  of 
naturally  dull  parts,  that  could  possibly  be  devised. 

I  never,  indeed,  allow  myself  to  converse  casually  with  a  Wall-street 
man,  without  anticipating  some  loss  by  the  transaction.  His  own  ob- 
servations are  of  that  fragmentary,  loose  character,  from  which  little 
definite  information  can  be  gained  ;  whereas,  he  has  a  way  of  transmut- 
ing all  your  own  small  coin  of  talk  into  his  stock  in  trade.  Thus,  if  I 
say,  It 's  a  cool  morning,*  he  gives  a  value  to  the  fact  by  reckoning  its 
influence  on  coal-stocks,  and  safely  presumes,  other  things  being  equal, 
upon  a  fractional  advance  in  Delaware  and  Hudson.  If  I  say,  •  There  'b 
really  no  news  stirring,*  he  calculates,  with  a  good  deal  of  certainty, 
upon  an  upward  tendency  in  New-Haven  Railway  —  news  being,  for 
the  most  part,  confined,  during  stagnant  seasons,  to  reported  accidents 
upon  that  vigorously-conducted  line  of  travel. 

In  the  same  manner,  a  general  remark,  in  regard  to  the  healthy 
state  of  the  money-market,  is  pretty  uniformly  followed  by  a  fall  in 
Dauphin  —  that  stock  bearing  the  same  relation  to  moneyed  value  which 
the  vacuum  in  a  thermometer  bears  to  quicksilver,  to  wit  :  negative. 

Mr.  Q,uiD,  then,  is  cautious  in  his  approaches.  He  bows  respectfully 
as  he  enters  Mr.  Blimm£R*s  office,  bidding  him  a  very  cordial  good- 
morning. 

Mr.  Blimmer  removes  his  feet  from  the  stove,  and  returns  his  saluta- 
tion with  interest. 

Mr.  ClcjiD  says,  introducing  himself: 

*  Mr.  ftuiD,  Mr.  Blimmer.* 

*  Happy  to  see  Mr.  ftuiD,*  says  Blimmer. 

*  I  am  informed,*  continues  ftuiD,  measuredly,  *  that  you  wore  among 
those  who  escaped  from  the  wreck  of  the  Eclipse.*  ^ 
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*  Just  so/  replies  Blihmer. 

*  A  terrible  event  I '     And  Mr.  CluiD  blows  his  nose. 

*  Very  terrible  ! '  says  Blimmer,  growing  curious. 

'  I  am  informed/  continues  Mr.  CtuiD,  ^  that  a  gentleman  of  your 
name,  doubtless  Mr.  Blimmer  himself,  has  given  notice  of  certain  in- 
formation which  he  had  to  communicate,  of  importance,  respecting  an 
old  gentleman  who  perished ' 

Mr.  Blimmer  here  recalls  some  business  which  requires  his  attention, 
and  calling  his  boy  Jerry  from  the  corner,  dispatches  him  with  a  note 
(an  old  note,  it  seemed,)  to  Fulton-ferry,  giving  him  one  hour  (and  he 
looks  at  his  watch)  for  the  errand.     Mr.  fturo  observes  this. 

Mr.  Blimmer  begs  pardon :  but  —  as  if  he  had  lost  the  previous  thread 
of  conversation  —  repeats  : 

*  Sad  afiair,  Mr.  dum,  very  sad.* 

Mr.  QUGVD  repeats  his  suggestion :  to  which  Mr.  Blimmer,  being  more 
collected,  replies : 

*Ah,  yes ;  there  was  a  hint  of  that  sort  in  the ,  was  it  not  ? 

Rather  unnecessary,  to  be  sure ;  but  imder  such  circumstances  trifles 
are  noticed.  The  old  gentleman  begged  to  be  kindly  remembered :  a 
singular  old  gentleman,  Sir ;  died  easily,  I  believe ;  I  did  my  best  to 
help  him  ashore  ;  but  he  was  quite  rheumatic' 

*  And  the  old  gentleman's  name  was .* 

*  Ah,  you  knew  him  !  it  was bless  me  ! ' 

*  Bodgers,  perhaps  ?  * 

*  BoD-BoDYON- Bodgers  —  I  think  it  was  :  Bodgees.' 

*  And  there  was  no  special  message,  which  the  old  gentleman  left, 
Mr.  Blimmer  ;  no  writing  of  any  kmd  ? '  pursued  ftum,  with  a  very 
strong  accent  on  the  word  writing. 

Mr.  Blimmer  eyes  Mr.  ftum  keenly,  but  swiftly.  Both,  indeed,  wMB 
keen-looking  men  on  occasions.     This  was  one  of  those  occasions. 

*  Let  me  see,'  said  Blimmer,  recalling  himself ;  *  I  think  there  was ; 
a  paper  of  some  sort ;  a  little  memorandum-like  ;  possibly  in  my 
pocket  now,  (and  Mr.  Blimmer  rises.)  You  are  a  relative,  perhaps, 
Mr. I  ask  your  pardon.' 

*  ftuiD,  Sir,  Adolphus  Q,um. 

*  Ah,  quite  right ;  I  remember  now ;  cousin,  perhaps,  or  relative  ?  * 

*  Not  a  relative,  but  interested,  Mr.  Blimmer.' 

'  Ah,  interested.  On  the  part  of  the Fudges,  perhaps  ?  Re- 
spectable old  gentleman  is  Solomon  Fudge  ;  deserving  man.' 

*  Not  at  all,'  says  Mr.  ftuiD,  speaking  slowly  and  pointedly.  *  I  am 
interested  more  directly,  Mr.  Blimmer,  on  the  part  of  the  heirs  to  Mr. 
Bodgers'  elder  brother,  who  died  many  years  ago  abroad,  and  whoee 
descendants,  as  you  will  perceive,  Mr.  Blimmer,  are  of  much  neaier 
kin  than  either  the  Fleming  or  the  Fudge  branch  of  the  family.* 

'Ah,  so,  quite  so,  Mr.  ftuiD,'  says  Blimmer,  who  appears  to  be 
anxiously  rummaging  the  pockets  of  sundry  coats  which  hang  against 
the  wall ;  and  who  does  not  seem  to  be  very  much  embarrassed  by  the 
earnestness  of  Mr.  Q,uid's  tone. 

He  does  not  find  the  memorandum  just  now ;  but  he  makes  no  doubt 
of  being  ablo  to  do  so  ;  indeed,  if  Mr.  Q,un>  v^rili  do  him  the  faTor  to 
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call  later  in  the  day,  he  hopes  to  put  him  in  possession  of  such  papets 
88  he  holds. 

Mr.  duiD  13  disturbed ;  but  feigns  tranquillity.  Too  great  eagerhess 
might  be  fatal.  He  is  sorry  to  be  of  trouble  to  Mr.  Blibimer  ;  indeed, 
he  shall  hope  generously  to  repay  any  endeavors  on  his  part  to  arrange 
matters  satisfactorily  ;  and  he  extends  an  encouraging  and  appreciative 
look  over  the  numerous  diagrams  of  Blimmersville,  which  decorate  the 
office- walls.  His  son  has  expressed  himself  charmed  with  the  locality ; 
they  hope  to  ride  over  some  pleasant  day  ;  perhaps  Mr.  Blimmer  could 
do  them  the  favor  to  accompany  them.  He  will  call  in  the  afternoon 
'  at  three.* 

'At  three/  says  Mr.  Blimmer. 

And  they  interchanged  a  very  warm-sounding  *  good-morning.' 

There  are  a  great  many  '  good-mornings '  spoken  which  are  only  a 
mild  form  of  swearing.     I  hope  it  was  not  so  in  this  instance. 

Mr.  Blimmer,  the  door  being  closed  with  a  soft  slam,  threw  himself 
into  a  posture  of  repose,  and  reflected  rapidly.  Q^tim  is,  of  course, 
anxious  (he  thinks)  to  become  possessed  of  such  a  document  as  lies  in  his 
hands;  he  would  naturally  (he  reflects)  bid  high  for  it.  He  would 
probably  destroy  it  —  naturally  enough.  But  perhaps,  afl;er  all,  ClinD*s 
claims  are  good  for  nothing.  What  then  ?  Phgebe  Fudge  and  the 
widow  Fleming  are  joint  heirs.  Old  Solomon  then  might  be  disturbed 
bf  the  production  of  such  a  document.  A  man  in  his  position  (Mr. 
Blimmer  does  not  know  of  the  i^ght-drafts  and  Wash.  Fudge's  duel) 
would  hardly  bid  for  accommodation.  Mr.  Q^uro  seems  his  man.  Kitty 
has  lost  his  sympathy ;  indeed,  the  whole  Fudge  family  are  confounded 
in  the  tumult  of  his  aggrieved  feelings  —  naturally  enough. 

Following  upon  this  stage  of  reflection,  there  comes  to  Mr.  Blimmer 
a  period  of  action.  He  locks  the  door,  the  hour  for  Jerry's  return  not 
bemg  up ;  draws  the  curtains  —  dusky  moreen ;  he  draws  out  firom  his 
safe  Mr.  Bodgers's  Will,  and  on  a  clean  sheet  of  foolscap,  like  as  pos- 
iible  to  the  oijginal,  commences  a  copy  ;  writing  in  back-hand,  but  ra- 
pidly. He  hesitates  about  signing  the  names :  one  naturally  looks  for 
a  signature  to  such  an  instrument  in  a  distinct  hand ;  beside  which,  it 
is  awkward  work  signing  names  for  other  people,  whether  at  the  foot 
of  notes,  or,  for  that  matter,  upon  the  backs. 

The  boy  would  do  the  names  better :  but  the  boy  must  not  suspect. 
Trust  Blimmer  for  that ;  and  the  Blimmersville  proprietor  thereupon 
makes  an  expressive  gesture  with  his  hand,  significant  of  a  high  estima- 
tion of  his  own  shrewdness,  but  yet  not  of  a  kind  to  be  looked  for  in 
the  proprietor  of  a  village. 

Presently  the  comer-boy  Jerry  comes  in.  He  is  a  short-haired,  half- 
Irish  boy ;  one  of  that  numerous  race  which  is  growing  up  in  our  city 
between  lawyers'  offices,  the  haunts  of  washer-women,  and  comer  pub- 
lication shops ;  a  race  which,  as  it  develops  in  knowledge  of  the  world, 
ahd  in  familiarity  with  the  habits  and  principles  of  the  bar,  will  furnish 
lAoquent  speakers  to  the  oauaises  of  the  Bowery,  and  a  grand  intonation 
to  the  plaudits  in  Tammany  Hall.  And  it  is  not  unlikely  that  some 
UlOfong  them  will  thereafter  obtain  a  contract  for  paving  a  street,  or  for 
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digging  a  sluice-way,  which  will  make  them  nabobs.  Future  yean 
shsll  behold  them  in  brown-stone  houses  upon  (who  knows  ?)  Madison  or 
Union-square,  with  native  wives  in  claret  carriages,  and  with  tall  sons 
who  shall  wear  tight  plaid  pantaloons,  and  glorify  themselves  in  the 
eyes  of  all  bar-keepers  and  chamber-maids,  by  smoking  three-cornered 
cigars  on  the  steps  of  the  New- York  Hotel. 

Now,  however,  the  ancestor  of  such  degenerate  oflspring  is  Irish  Jeert, 
serving,  for  six  shillings  a  week,  the  redoubtable  Bummer. 

*  Jerry  ! '  says  Blimmer. 

*  Sir  I '  says  Jerry. 

*  How  comes  on  your  writing,  Jerry  ?  * 
'  Pr-retty  fair.  Sir.' 

'  Let  me  see,'  says  Blimmer. 

And  the  crop-haired  boy  brings  forward  some  papers  which  he  has 
been  transciibing. 

'  More  attention  to  your  caps,  Jerry  ;  not  plain  enough.  Bring  a 
clean  sheet ;  sit  here  ;  now  then,  try  an  A.* 

*  Pretty  good.     Your  Ts  are  bad ;  try  a  T.* 

'  Not  so  crooked  a  top,  Jerry  ; '  and  Blimmer  sets  him  a  sample ;  a 
very  TRUMAit-like  sample. 

*  Try  a  B  now,  my  boy.' 

And  the  devoted  Blimmer  continues  instruction,  until  Jerry  has 
nearly  filled  a  sheet  with  stark-mad  capitals ;  principally  confined,  how- 
ever, to  Bs  and  Ts,  and  such  like  difficult  letters. 

*  Try  a  name  now,  my  boy  ;  let  me  see  —  write  Boggs  I  * 

And  after  this  follows  Trenton,  and  various  practice,  until  the  sheet 
is  full.  But  a  boy  who  improves  so  fast  shall  have  paper  enough,  says 
Blimmer  ;  wherewith  he  lays  before  him  a  sheet  on  which  he  has  him- 
self been  scribbling. 

*  Beat  my  hand,  if  you  can,  boy,'  says  Bllmmer,  enthusiastically ; 

*  write  Harry  Flint  here  in  the  comer.' 

Blimmer  takes  up  the  sheet  and  seems  to  admire  it  contemplatively. 

*  Did  you  ever  write  back-hand,  my  boy  ?  ' 

*  Do  n't  know  it,  Sir,'  says  Jerry. 

*  Ha  I  ha  I  why,  do  u't  know  it  \ '  says  Blimmer,  intensely  amused ; 

•  why,  this  is  back-hand,'  showing  a  bit  of  his  own  ;  *  and  this,'  showing 
an  old  letter ;  '  and  this  awkward-looking  thing,'  and  Blimmer  slips 
under  his  eye  the  actual  signature  of  old  Bodgers,  appended  to  the 
will. 

*  You  could  beat  that,  to  be  sure,  Jerry.     Let  us  see.' 

And  Jerry  dashes  it  down  in  the  corner  of  Mr.  Blimmer's  copy ; 
altogether  unconseious  what  may  hang  on  that  fragment  of  bluned 
writing. 

And  after  this,  Blimmer  rewards  Jerry  with  a  new  and  clean  sheet, 
and,  directing  the  writing  of  Blimmer  and  Blimmersville,  and  George 
Wasiiixgton,  and  General  Jackson,  appears  to  grow  less  and  less  in- 
terested in  his  scholar,  and  fnially  gives  him  up  to  a  chance  column  in 
the  Directory. 

Mr.  Bllmmer  slips  the  copy  in  a  drawer  until  the  time  for  Jerry's 
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dinner  arrives.  Then,  by  himself,  the  careful  gentleman  folds  and  dries 
the  copy,  thrusting  it  a  time  or  two  in  the  ashes,  to  give  the  edges  a 
worn  look. 

Jerry  wonders,  over  his  boiled  beef  and  cab*bage,  what  the  old  man 
can  be  so  ^  soft '  upon  him  for ;  and  why  he  wants  just  now  such  a  stock 
of  capitals,  and  such  a  writing  of  out-of-the-way  names. 

The  village-proprietor,  meantime,  waiting  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Q,uid, 
indulges  in  various  reflections. 

He  is  not  altogether  a  bad  man  ;  the  last  man  in  the  world,  as  he 
avows  to  himself,  to  forge  a  will,  literally.  But  he  wishes  to  watch 
matters,  somewhat ;  he  has  availed  himself  of  an  innocent  business- 
disguise  for  this  end.  He  does  n't  feel  at  liberty  to  trust  the  genuine 
document  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Q,uip.  There  might  be  a  risk  in  it.  Mr. 
dum  might  venture  to  destroy  it.  In  such  event,  the  old  will  stands 
good.  And  should  he  publish  it,  (hardly  to  be  supposed,)  then  the  de- 
ception is  no  way  harmful.  At  any  rate,  he  satisfies  himself  (as  we 
are  all  apt  enough  to  do)  with  his  own  action,  and  receives  Mr.  GIuid  in 
a  very  cordial  manner. 

Mr.  Q,mD  is,  upon  this  visit,  accompanied  by  GIuid  junior,  whom  he 
introduces  to  Mr.  Blimmer  as  his  son,  and  the  imdoubted  heir,  through 
right  of  his  mother,  to  the  Bodgers  estate. 

Mr.  Blimmer  is  delighted  to  make  his  acquaintance,  and  finds  him  a 
chair  with  a  whole  back. 

Mr.  Q,uiD  hopes  that  Mr.  Blimmer  has  been  successful  in  his  search. 

*  Perfectly ; '  but  he  fears,  on  looking  over  the  memorandum,  that  it 
will  not  be  altogether  agreeable  to  Mr.  (duiD.  On  examination,  he  finds 
that  the  memorandum  bears  the  form  of  a  will,  by  which  the  deceased 
bequeathed  his  property,  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner,  (saving  a  few 
bequests)  to  Miss  Kitty  Fleming. 

Mr.  Q,uiD  manifests  less  embarrassment  than  Blimmer  would  have 
imagined,  and  observes,  in  a  chirrupy  maimer,  that  the  will  is  probably 
'  witnessed  and  signed  ?  * 

Mr.  Blimmer  says,  *  Certainly.' 

Mr.  GluiD  is  evidently  affected  ;  so  is  Adolphus. 

'  Is  Mr.  Blimmer  sure  ?  '  says  the  junior. 

*  Sure.' 

Mr.  duro  senior  begs,  thereupon,  to  ask,  as  a  mere  matter  of  curi- 
osity, if  Mr.  Blimmer  has  informed  the  Fleming  family,  or,  indeed,  any 
party,  of  the  existence  of  this  will. 

Mr.  Blimjier  apologizes,  in  very  warm  terms,  for  his  over-sight  in  not 
having  yet  done  so  ;  he  anticipates  great  pleasure  in  bringing  to  the 
knowledge  of 

Mr.  GluiD  takes  Mr.  Blimmer' s  hand  in  a  warm  manner ;  he  begs 
that  he  would  exercise  discretion ;  *  a  discretion  which,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, might  ensure  to  Mr.  Blimmer  immense  advantage.' 

Mr.  Blimmer  seems  to  reciprocate  the  sentiment  silently. 

Mr.  GluiD  would,  of  course,  be  glad  to  see  the  document  in  which  he 
has  so  near  a  concern  ;  so  would  his  son. 

*  I  dare  say,'  says  Mr.  Blim.mer  ;  *  but,  gentlemen,  would  it  not  be 
proper  to  lodge  this  paper  at  once  in  the  hands  of  the  surrogate,  or  at 
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least  of  some  magistrate,  in  order  to  avoid  mipleasant  suspicions  ?  You 
perceive,  I  dare  say,  gentlemen,  how  the  matter  stands.' 

Young  duiD  has  turned  an  admiring  and  very  eager  look  upon  the 
Blimmersville  lots.  Mr.  Glum,  senior,  looljis  relenting  and  generous. 
Blimmer  resolutely  slips  a  thumb  in  the  button-hole  of  Glum's  coat,  and 
draws  him  into  a  comer.  They  talk  in  whispers.  Mr.  Blimmer  inti- 
mates that  the  making  of  Q,uid*s  fortune  is  in  his  hands.  Mr.  Q,um 
admits  that  he  is  exceedingly  desirous  of  gaining  possession  of  a  docu- 
ment of  so  much  importance. 

Mr.  Blimmer  intimates  that  he  has  had  some  difficulty  in  the  matter  ; 
it  was  an  important  trust ;  he  should  hesitate  to  relinquish  it  without 
receiving  some  guarantee  in  writing,  or  perhaps  —  money ;  that  —  in 
short,  Mr.  GtuiD  must  be  fully  aware  of  the  state  of  the  case. 

Mr.  GluiD  seemed  to  be.  They  appeared,  indeed,  to  agree.  What 
the  terms  of  the  bargain  were,  by  which  poor  Kitty's  inheritance  was 
to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  Q/Uids,  I  cannot  say.  Perhaps  it  will 
appear  as  the  story  ripens  into  fulfillment ;  perhaps  not.  There  hardly 
seems  a  chance  that  between  these  two  business-men,  any  part  of  the 
old  uncle's  liberality  will  come  near  to  Kitty  Fleming.  The  weak 
ones  of  the  world  are  every  day  yielding  to  the  strong  ;  it  is  so  in  Lom- 
bard, Italy;  and  it  is  so  in  Wall-street. 

The  reader  has,  without  doubt,  anticipated  the  delivery  of  the  copy 
of  Truman  Bodgers's  will  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Q,uid  ;  which  would 
leave  chances  still  pending  between  the  insatiate  lover  Mr.  Blimmer, 
and  the  defenceless  girl,  my  cousin  Kitty.  The  reader,  however,  is  for 
once  mistaken  ;  his  novel-reading  experience  is  at  fault.  Mr.  Blimmer 
did  not  consign  away  from  his  keeping  the  copy,  but,  by  a  stupid  over- 
sight, the  veritable  document ! 

Now,  indeed,  the  reader  of  sensibility  may  shed  tears. 

Mr.  Blimmer  did  not  discover  his  mistake  until  the  GIuids,  father  and 
son,  in  happy  humor,  had  bidden  him  a  cordial  good-evening.  I  shall 
not  attempt  to  describe  the  emotions  of  Mr.  Blimmer  on  discovering 
upon  his  table  the  rapid  copy  which  he  had  himself  executed  in  a 
masterly  manner,  and  liie  somewhat  staggering  signatures  of  his  accom- 
plished clerk. 

Jerry  went  home  that  night  with  a  bump  upon  his  head,  which,  as 
it  resulted,  in  his  view,  from  a  rap  wholly  undeserved,  provoked  in  him  a 
very  bitter  train  of  thoughtfulness.  An  old  proverb  says,  '  It  is  best  to 
have  the  good- will,  even  of  a  dog.' 

It  was  observed,  by  those  curious  in  the  histoiy  of  Blimmersville  lots 
(who  were  not  numerous)  that  within  a  short  time  after  the  interview 
related,  a  large  number  of  choice  sites  in  the  proposed  village  passed 
into  the  proprietorship  of  Adolphus  CIuid,  junior.  I  regret  to  be  com- 
pelled to  add,  that  the  site  for  the  proposed  church  was  among  these. 
It  is  to  be  feared,  therefore,  that  the  proposed  village  vAW  remain  for  a 
still  longer  and,  indeed,  indefinite  period,  without  church-privileges. 

Bridget  Fudge,  I  should  have  remarked,  has  indignantly  withdrawn 
her  promise  to  embroider  a  cross  for  the  cover  of  the  proposed  '  lading, 
desk  of  the  church  to  be  erected  in  Blimmersville. 

I  fear  Jemima  has  been  doing  injustice  to  Blimmer 
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S  H  I)  W  1  N  G       NO      H  O    t'  E      IN      H  A  R  K  T 

HoussAYB  says  of  Andre  Gbbtrt,  in  his  pleasant  book  about  poets :  '  He  loved  those 
roost  whom  he  did  Dot  see ;  it  was  hope,  ruther  than  t^e  memory  of  love ;  reverie,  rather 
thaD  passioD.'    It  seems  very  oaturul. 

TiiE  Americans  are  in  the  habit  of  boasting  their  security  against 
revolution.  It  is  true  enough  that  we  have  no  wicked  things  to  pull 
down,  and  no  idols  to  set  up  ;  but  in  plstce  of  this,  there  is  going  on,  in 
a  quiet  fashion,  a  prodigious  social  revolution  which  undermines,  year 
by  year,  the  thrones  of  the  Jenkinses,  and  the  Pinkertons,  and  the 
What-nots,  and  paves  a  golden  road  to  supremacy  for  the  Browns,  and 
the  Smiths,  and  the  What-d'ye-call-ems. 

Let  the  police  of  the  mantua-makers  and  bill-brokers  do  what  they 
will,  and  they  cannot  arrest  that  stupendous  swell  of  golden  and  fash- 
ionable principles  which  swamps,  one  by  one,  the  inhabitants  of  small 
houses,  and  the  keepers  of  one-horse  gigs,  and  establishes  upon  their  dis- 
membered ruins  the  successful  jobbers  of  John-street,  and  the  contract- 
ors for  the  Corporation. 

WeQ  may  all  ambitious  spirits  exclaim  :  *  Would  that  I  were  born  a 
cousin  to  the  Common  Council,  or  an  inventor  of  paving-stones  I ' 

We  have  not  even  the  consolation  of  possessing,  among  the  debris  of 
revolutions,  a  patty  of  the  ancien  regime.  The  wreck  of  the  past 
sinks  not  only  out  of  power,  but  out  of  all  position.  The  city  incense 
is  consumed  for  only  one  set  of  nostrils.  The  foremost  noses  catch  it 
all ;  and  the  hindermost  titillate  the  mucous  membrane  with  cheap 
snufls,  and  bide  their  time. 

I  am  aware  that  I  am  figurative,  and  perhaps,  like  most  figurative 
writers,  obscure.  I  mean  to  say,  however,  in  plain  language,  that  the 
elegant  will  not  be  always  elegant,  the  Pinkertons  always  Pinker- 
tons,  or  the  Fudges  always  Fudges.  Four  generations  —  as  gene- 
rations count  in  the  New- York  cycle  (shorter  than  most)  —  are  suffi- 
cient, in  ordinary  centuries,  to  effect  the  revolution  at  which  I  have 
hinted.  If  Solomon  Fudge,  wife,  daughter,  and  son  shall  have  reached, 
during  the  present  epoch,  a  mention  able  place  upon  the  social  calendar  ; 
if  the  Papa  guards  well  the  stocks,  reality,  or  bonds  which  underlie 
the  family  structure  ;  if  Madame  offends  not  against  religion,  and  con- 
tinues to  buy  hats  of  Lawson  ;  if  Mademoiselle  accomplishes  her  French, 
and  gets  always  her  gowns  of  Gavelle  ;  if  Washington  is  recognized  as 
a  nice  young  man,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  the  suns  of  the  next 
generation  will  ripen  the  remnants  of  my  aunt's  stock  into  one  of  the 
'  first  families '  of  New- York. 

But,  the  zenith  once  reached,  decline  becomes  inevitable  ;  and  there 
is  reason  lo  fear  that  the  grand-children  may  linger  out  a  wretched 
existence  c  n  club-room  door-steps,  or  in  the  society  of  artistes  ;  and  as 
for  their  descendants,  (supposing  them  honestly  married,)  they  may  very 
likely  droop  into  professional  employment,  or  some  unknown  and  honest 
)ccupation. 

But  even  here,  the  third  or  fourth  in  descent  from  the  stout  Phcebb 
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will  have  a  hard  struggle  to  make  their  place  good  against  the  strong- 
witted  fellows,  who  have  been  schooled  by  country-poverty,  and  strength- 
ened by  a  country-heaven ;  and  who  have  come  to  the  city,  if  they  come 
at  all,  very  resolute  to  make  their  way  sure. 

Many  a  time,  in  philosophic  humor,  I  single  out  upon  the  walks  of 
the  town,  some  coarse-clad  boy,  with  an  awkward  kind  of  wonder,  and 
yet  spirit  in  his  eye,  with  a  quick,  firm  step,  and  a  bold  daring  in  his 
carriage,  who,  I  fancy,  will,  thirty  years  hence,  have  accumulated  some 
great  store  of  influence,  if  not  of  money,  and  command  the  key  to  those 
halls  at  which  he  gazes  now  so  wonderingly.  And  in  the  same  mood. 
I  am  apt  to  cast  some  pitiful  horoscope  for  the  weak-limbed  children 
who  are  reared  under  city  glass,  and  the  corrupting  notion  that  efiemi- 
nacy  creates  refinement ;  and  as  I  see  them  staggering  along,  in  the 
leading  of  French  nurses,  and  under  clouds  of  lace,  their  frail  walk 
seems  to  me  to  epitomise  the  life  through  which  they  will  stagger  on, 
always  beclouded ;  and  with  never  the  gain  of  that  self-supporting 
energy  without  which,  under  such  institutions  as  ouis,  a  man  sinks  be- 
low the  level  of  a  citizen. 

I  have  said  thus  much,  in  a  sermon-like  way,  as  a  preface  to  dome 
farther  account  of  those  two  representatives  of  young  manhood,  Mr. 
Harry  Flint,  now  Attorney  at  Law  in  the  city  of  San  Francisco,  and 
Mr.  Washington  Fudge — elegant  young  gentleman,  suspected  of 
duellism  and  of  intrigue  in  Paris.  At  the  present  epoch  of  their  history, 
as  it  appears  in  these  *  observations,'  there  is  scarce  a  city-mother  of 
them  all,  but  would  welcome  to  their  arms  (meaning  their  daughters* 
arms)  the  elej^ant  Wash.  ;  and  there  is  hardly  one  but  would  blush  to 
give  our  friend  Harry  a  comer-seat  in  their  Sunday-pew. 

Let  those  who  will,  mourn  over  the  last ;  I  shall  reserve  my  own 
tears  for  my  exquisite  cousin  Wash. 

San  Francisco  has  proved  the  grave  of  a  great  many  young  and 
vigorous  hopes ;  chiefly,  however,  belonging  to  those  who  fancied  that 
to  be  ill  the  neighborhood  of  gold  was  to  get  it  ;  and  that  if  they  car- 
ried their  pitchers  to  a  good  well,  they  would  fill  without  a  dipping. 
Such  adventurers  might  have  stayed  their  appetites  by  looking  in  at  the 
windows  of  Ball,  Tompkins,  and  Black  ;  and  would  have  learned 
Spanish  by  attentively  regarding  the  cover  of  Baretti's  octavo  Dic- 
tionary. 

It  is  my  opinion,  that  -without  work,  and  spirit,  and  nerve,  a  young, 
or  an  old  man,  is  as  well  in  a  Dauphin  *  dip,'  as  in  a  Sonora  placer. 
But  Harry  Flint  had  them  all ;  clouded,  very  likely,  with  the  *  over- 
cast '  of  leave-taking,  and  vague,  shadowy  creations  of  that  active  boy- 
fancy,  which  in  the  past  years  of  all  of  us,  has  kindled  home-glories, 
not  very  lar  from  tlie  places  that  cherished  us ;  glories  that  fade.  I 
will  not  venture  to  say,  that  in  the  lulls  of  the  short  ocean-crossing, 
there  did  not  course  over  Harry's  mind,  doubts,  and  questionings,  which 
almost  took  the  edge  away  from  his  stronger  purpose.  But  he  put  them 
down,  even  as  the  broad  snn-sliine  and  soft  south-breezes  put  down  the 
waves,  which  high  and  cold  winds  had  blown  up.  1 

Harry  had,  moreover,  I  dare  say,  his  share  of  those  gigantic  thoughts 
which  pile  out  of  ocean's  level,  to  the  eye  of  youth,  and  which  seem  to 
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lift,  and  spread  in  rays  of  light,  like  a  golden  sun-rise ;  dashed,  however, 
I  do  not  doubt,  with  clouds,  when  the  thought  leaned  over  him,  in 
times  of  musing,  of  the  pretty  coimtry  Kitty,  who  had  chased  butter- 
flies with  him  in  the  summer  days  gone ;  no  more  butterflies  for  the 
man :  no  more  such  summer  gambollings  ;  no  more  of  Kitty  for  ever. 

And  the  mellowing  of  such  thought  may,  very  likely,  have  made  him 
cling  more  lovingly  to  the  old  prayer-book  in  which  a  mother,  that  he 
once  had,  had  written  (with  ink  now  grown  pale)  his  name  and  her 
own.  Dreamy  religious  hopes,  and  vague  worldly  griefs,  or  disappoint- 
ments, touch  each  other  very  closely ;  and  make  up  between  them  a 
delicious  kind  of  sentiment,  without,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  much  active 
force  in  any  direction,  and  not  abiding  a  single  swift  call  of  duty.  They 
are  like,  if  I  may  serve  myself  of  a  rhetorical  figure,  the  pretty  coils 
of  mist  which  float  from  the  river-tops  of  a  simmier's  morning,  seeming 
almost  to  be  clouds,  but  drank  up  and  consumed  utterly  when  the  sim 
has  mounted. 

Crowding  griefs,  like  crowding  joys,  are  great  kindlers  of  the  religious 
element,  which,  in  the  ordinary  roads  of  life,  where  are  neither  dangers 
of  pit-fall,  nor  any  bows  of  promise,  is  but  too  apt  to  play  the  part  of 
a  stupid  and  drowsy  sentinel.  When,  therefore,  we  are  disposed  to 
praise  a  man  for  any  show  of  religious  fervor,  it  is  worth  while  to  in- 
quire whether  his  spirit  has  been  stirred  by  past  suflering,  or  quickened 
by  present  hope. 

A  man  is  judged  by  his  temptations,  as  much  as  by  his  actions ;  and 
forces  which  give  rapid  motion  on  descending  ground,  will  grow  tame 
enough  upon  a  level,  and  vanish  altogether  where  hills  are  to  be 
mounted. 

All  which  has  very  little  to  do  with  our  friend  Haery,  and  his  ven- 
tures in  San  Francisco  ;  I,  therefore,  march  straight  bEwsk  to  my  sub- 
ject. 

Harry  knew  how  to  work ;  and  did  work ;  he  had,  moreover,  an 
open,  honest  face,  which  tempted  trust  in  others  ;  and  this  is  not  with- 
out its  effect,  even  among  sharpers.  He  had,  moreover,  the  less  ser- 
viceable quality  of  trusting  others  too  blindly —  a  youth-like  fault,  which 
is  cured  with  using — most  of  all,  in  such  intercourse  as  our  growing 
State  of  California  aflibrds.  A  small  token  of  this  harmful  quality  of 
our  friend  Harry's  nature,  must  be  joined  to  this  history  :  I  speak  of 
nothing  less  than  the  loss  of  a  snug  bit  of  capital  which  he  had  borne 
across  the  seas  with  him,  and  which  the  ofier  of  large  returns  tempted 
him  to  loan,  upon  that  uncertain  kind  of  security  which,  from  no  small 
observations  of  my  own,  I  am  satisfied,  is  apt  to  accompany  the  per- 
centages which  are  reckoned  by  the  month.  As  a  general  rule,  that 
interest-money,  which  much  exceeds  the  marketable  rates  of  the  world, 
is  found  to  leak  out  of  the  capital  which  serves  as  security  ;  and  in  the 
metallic,  as  well  as  in  the  vegetable  world,  excess  of  flowering  and  fruit 
is  found  to  exhaust  the  juices  of  the  trunk. 

But  there  was  left  to  Harry,  for  a  time  at  least,  the  capital  of  a 
stout  arm  and  a  quick  brain ;  than  which,  in  my  opinion,  no  better 
capital  can  belong  to  a  hopeful  American,  who  has  youth  and  health 
for  his  endorsers. 
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It  will  be  remembered  that  he  had  left  Newtown  a  few  days  before 
the  final  leave-taking  of  Mr.  Bodgers  ;  and  the  news  of  that  old  gen- 
tleman's sudden  decease  did  not  reach  him  until  he  had  gained  his  new 
home  upon  the  Pacific.  I  need  not  say  it  was  a  surprise  to  him,  and 
had  almost  said,  it  was  a  relief ;  for  I  do  believe  that,  had  he  still  re- 
mained in  the  ancient  village,  he  would  have  made  one  of  the  most 
cheerful  mourners  at  the  old  gentleman's  tomb. 

Indeed,  had  his  funds  been  in  a  less  exhausted  condition,  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  he  would,  most  unwisely  and  foolishly  as  it  seems 
to  me,  have  given  up  his  new  projects  of  life,  re-crossed  the  two  oceans, 
and  paid  his  tribute  of  melancholy  at  the  grave  of  Squire  Bodgees. 
And  if,  in  such  event,  he  had  witnessed  the  confiding  way  in  which  a 
certain  Kitty  Fleming  leaned  upon  the  arm  of  an  elegant  and  youth- 
ful Mr.  Q,xnD,  I  think  his  religious  fervor  would  have  left  him  utterly, 
and  the  third  coinii\andment,  in  a  mild  form,  have  been  broken. 

It  was  fortunate,  then,  that  he  had  lost  his  capital.  The  letters  which 
conveyed  to  him  the  news  of  the  river-accident,  gave  no  intelligence  of 
the  state  of  the  affairs  of  the  Bodgers  estate  ;  and  it  was  only  at  a  very 
much  later  date  that  he  received  from  the  gossipping  aunt,  who  cherished 
kindly  the  fortunes  of  his  little  sister,  a  very  rigmarole  account  of  ex- 
pectancies, on  the  part  of  Fudges,  Q,uids,  and  Flemings.  I  shall  take 
the  liberty  of  subjoining  a  portion  : 

*  You  have  heard,'  she  says,  *  of  the  old  Sauire's  death  ;  no  body  knows  yet  to  whom 
his  property  is  going.  Some  said  to  Mrs.  tuDCB,  or  to  Mrs.  Fleuixo;  but  now  there 
is  talk  of  a  city  young  fellow,  who  is  connected,  no  body  knows  how,  with  an  elder  sis- 
ter or  brother  of  the  Soiiire's,  and  so  lays  a  claim  to  the  whole  of  the  property.  They 
do  say,  too,  that  young  Mr.  Quid,  which  Is  the  name  of  this  person,  is  courting  Mistress 
Kitty,  who  has  grown,  they  say,  very  citv-like,  and  it  may  be  true.  I  do  n't  like  the 
furbeiowing  she  has  got  in  the  town  ;  and  there  are  as  nice  Ush  in  the  sea,  Harry,  as 
ever  were  caught :  which  will  be  true  when  you  come  home. 

*  Squire  Bivixs  looks  very  wise  about  matteis,  as  is  of  right  he  should,  and  shakes 
his  head  in  the  talk  about  £itty,  and  Mrs.  Fleuino,  and  Quid,  and  the  rest,  and  seems 
to  know  more  than  he  tells.  They  d<i  sav  he  made  the  Squire's  will,  and  keeps  it  in 
his  pigeon-hole.  Hitty  Bivixs  says  that  "Kitty  won't  be  so  rich  as  people  think;  and 
that  she  is  no  better  than  the  country-folks  in  Newtown. 

'  The  Squire's  house  is  shut  up,  and  people  say  is  haunted  with  au  old  gentleman 
with  an  arm  slung  in  a  bandana  handkerchief,  as  when  he  died,  which  I  do  not  believe. 
Bessy  is  charmingly,  the  dear  thing,  and  sends  a  kiss  to  you.' 

And  Harry  takes  the  kiss  joyfully,  and  the  chit-chat  of  the  old  lady 
very  thankfully ;  and  abandoning,  or  trying  hard  to  abandon,  all  other 
memories  of  the  leafy  by-ways  of  Newtown,  rustling  in  his  night-ear 
often,  girds  himself  to  work  like  a  man.  But  crosses,  and  vexations, 
and  sicknesses  lie  across  the  way  of  almost  all  of  us,  as  we  push  on  to 
fortune  ;  and  soon  the  harsh,  dry  atmosphere  of  that  Pacific  coast,  with 
its  burden  of  dust,  cut  through  the  health-armor,  that  friend  Harry 
had  long  worn  so  bravely,  and  laid  him,  a  very  repining  and  despondent 
mortal,  upon  a  sick-bed. 

Sickness  is  awkward  any  where,  with  the  fretting  of  nurses,  and  the 
long-delayed  visits  of  doctors,  and  the  consciousness  that  you,  and  all 
you  have  to  work  for,  is  at  a  stand-still,  while  the  world,  roaring  in  at 
your  window,  is  pushing  on  fastly,  and  shaking  you  from  its  remem- 
brance.    But  most  of  all  is  this  true  in  a  far-away  place,  where  no 
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coming  friends  can  cheat  you  of  the  out-fide  lapse  of  things,  and  where 
time  and  work  are  all  that  keep  you  a-foot  in  the  noisy  whirl. 

Poor  Harry,  then,  suffered  hitterly ;  and  his  uneasy  delirium  took 
strange  and  imgracious  phases,  in  which  a  little  friend,  of  dainty  sum- 
mer-hat, appeared  transformed  into  a  fine  lady  driving  in  a  claret-coach, 
and  with  strange-faced  companion.  The  doctor  looked  doubtfully  upon 
his  case. 

I  could  heartily  wish,  with  every  sympathetic  reader,  that  he  could 
now  have  the  care  of  even  the  lean  Mehitabel,  and  Lo  restored  again 
to  the  '  corner-office,'  and  the  hum-drum  life  of  the  deserted  village. 
It  might  well  be  that  the  air  would  restore  him  again  ;  it  might  well 
be,  too,  that  he  should  have  an  impoitant  word  to  add  to  the  discussions 
of  administrators  upon  the  Bodgers  estate,  around  the  dusty  table  of 
Ebenezer  Bivins. 

And  if  Fate,  which  plays  such  odd  pranks  with  all  of  us,  had  not 
just  now  tossed  him  away  across  the  seas,  and  stretched  him  on  a  bed, 
from  which  there  is  faint  hope  of  his  rising  again,  Harry  might  give 
important  testimony.  Indeed,  had  he  never  shown  the  absurd  jealousy 
which  misled  him  on  a  certain  occasion ;  and  had  he  taken  a  reasona- 
ble view  of  the  old  uncle's  intent ;  and  could  he  now  acquaint  the  offi- 
ciating administrator  with  his  witnessing  the  will ;  and  could  he  trace 
up  the  paper  to  the  hands  of  the  discomfited  Blimmer,  and  the  Jerry- 
like  copy  of  the  instrument ;  an^. could  he,  thereafter,  leave  a  bouquet 
at  the  door  of  Mrs.  Fleming  ;  and  follow  up  such  advance  with  a  moon- 
light walk  in  the  company  of  Mistress  Kitty,  and  thrust  into  her  hands 
the  rent-roll  of  the  late  Mr.  Bodgers,  and  swear  that,  being  an  heiress, 
he  will  never  think  of  her  more  ;  and  shortly  after  repent,  and  swear 
that  he  will  love  her  •  for  ever  and  a  day,'  I  might  close  my  observa- 
tions of  the  Fudge  family,  with  the  present  chapter,  in  a  very  efiective 
manner.  But  historians  cannot  dispose  of  Providence  ;  and  even 
biographers  are  compelled  to  show  a  reasonable  regard  for  facts. 

Harry,  as  I  said,  is  upon  a  sick-bed,  from  which  there  is  a  likelihood 
that  he  may  never  rise  again.  The  will,  which  might  place  the 
Bodgers  estate  in  the  hands  of  my  cousin  Kitty,  is  in  the  keeping  of 
the  GluiDS — if,  indeed,  it  be  not  destroyed.  The  discomfited  Bllmmer 
is  sold  doubly  to  secrecy.  Kitty  is  beset  with  snares,  if  she  has  not 
altogether  lost  the  innocence  of  her  country-nature.  Mr.  Solomon 
Fudge  is  in  a  difficult  position.  My  aunt  Mrs.  Phoebe,  delighting  in 
an  elegant  round  of  acquaintances,  sympathizes,  for  once,  with  the 
straitened  condition  of  her  husband.  Wilhelmina  is  doubtful  of  the 
Salle,  and  despairs  of  the  Spindle.  Washington  —  but  I  am  con- 
founded with  the  mass  of  my  material  and  the  intricacy  of  events.  So 
far  from  finishing  my  story  with  the  present  chapter,  I  must  open  a  new 
one,  with  the  Fudge  and  Guerlin  intrigue. 


THE      SCIOTO:      A      DISTICH. 

'  I  OAZRD  upon  the  swift  Scioto 

And  wondered  where  its  waters  go  to!* 
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LOVE        AND         MARRIAGE. 

A      BACHELORS      GROWL 

When  lovers  are  wooing  and  cooing, 

Pursuing  some  woman  for  wife, 
Nought  is  thought  of  the  storm  that  is  brei?ing 

To  bring  cloudy  weather  for  life: 
But  those  who  have  gathered  tlie  flowers 

Prom  the  foot-fall  of  Cupid  that  spring, 
Know  there  grow  in  Hymeneal  bowers 

Thorns,  nettles,  and  briars  that  sting. 

He  swears  never  wooer  was  truer; 

She  vows  she  allows  not  a  beau 
To  be  near,  or  appear  as  aught  to  her. 

Save  as  one  that  she  slightly  may  know. 
But  those  who  are  by  when  they  sigh, 

And  such  little  perjuries  make, 
Can't  conceive  how  these  lovers  can  lie — 

Under  such  heavy  mists  of  mistake. 

Their  style  of  exclusive  devotion 

Is  all  very  well  in  its  way ; 
But  this  very  unsociable  notion 

They  find,  after  marriage,  'don't  pay.' 
*My  darling,'  will  last  for  a  while; 

For  a  wliile  be  at  inter\'als  kissed ; 
But,  though  parted  by  many  a  mile, 

'T  is  rarely  that  Madame  is  i/tss-ed. 

This  '  pajing  addresses '  possesses 

A  charm,  as  each  lover  allows; 
But  repeatedly  paying  for  dresses 

Must  follow  Hymeneal  vows. 
Though  Cupid  the  office  conceals 

That  each  liapless  sufferer  tills, 
Yet  Hymen,  more  honest,  reveals 

His  duty  of  '  paying  up '  bills. 

The  Paradise  promised  by  Cupid, 

"With  chenibs  as  guardian-sprites, 
Is  rendered  remarkably  stupid 

To  those  who  must  sleep  there  o'  nights 
Tliese  cherubs  must  all  of  them  eat. 

Though  the  fact  is  a  lover  beneath ; 
And  his  '  Heaven  below '  is  replete 

With  wailing  and  cutting  of  teeth. 

But  a  lover  will  never  discover 

A  fault  in  the  one  he  would  wed ; 
From  his  dream  never  seems  to  recover 

Till  his  lamb  to  the  altar  is  led. 
His  idol  then  proves  an  ideal; 

Still  worship  he  possibly  can; 
Yet,  though  he  may  love  what  is  real, 

You  '11  allow  he 's  an  pltar-4d  man.  j.  g.  q. 
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EARLY      ENGLISH      POETS. 


BT     JAMBS     W.     WALt 


SIR      JOHN      SOCKLINO. 


We  are  fully  aware  of  the  difficulties  to  be  surmounted,  in  preparing 
a  biographical  and  critical  sketch  of  this  '  delight  of  the  court,  and 
darling  of  the  muses,'  as  he  was  so  often  styled  by  his  admirers.  Most 
of  the  amatory  poets  who  were  contemporaries  with  Suckling  have 
passed  into  comparative  oblivion,  even  their  very  names  being  forgotten, 
save  by  the  quiet  scholar,  who  loves  to  linger  over  their  literary  beau- 
ties, and  trace,  in  the  efforts  of  their  muse,  ^he  gradual  progress  of  our 
language  toward  its  present  refinement.  Selwyn,  Walter,  Bartlets, 
Carew,  Matthews  —  how  few,  in  our  day,  know  that  such  poets  ever 
had  existence !  And  yet,  to  the  student  of  early  English  literature, 
they  form  part  of  that  literary  galaxy  of  wits  and  poets,  whose  lively 
productions  afforded  instruction  and  amusement  to  the  refined  court  of 
the  first  Charles ;  and  from  whom,  many  a  greater  poet  since  their 
day  has  borrowed  some  of  his  finest  thoughts  and  most  beautiful 
imagery.  The  age  in  which  our  poet  flourished  gave  birth  to  a  num- 
ber of  these  amatory  poets,  possessing  considerable  merit ;  but  the  palm 
of  superiority  most  imdoubtedly  belongs  to  Suckling,  in  the  judgment 
of  his  contemporaries,  and  the  literary  award  of  after  times  clearly  sus- 
tains the  correctness  of  that  judgment.  When  we  take  into  considera- 
tion that  the  verses  of  Sucklmg  consist  mainly  of  the  careless  effusions 
of  a  gay  courtier  of  the  reign  of  the  first  Charles,  they  certainly  possess 
remarkable  merit.  He  did  not  elaborate  like  Sedley,  or  indulge  in  the 
metaphysical  style  so  common  to  Waller ;  but  certainly,  none  of  his 
own  school  will  compare  with  him.  He  possessed  as  much  wit  and 
poetry  as  either  Carew,  Rochester,  or  Dorset,  while  in  the  harmony  of 
his  verse,  and  the  refined  character  of  his  thought,  he  stands  superior 
to  all. 

In  some  respects,  there  is  a  striking  similarity  between  Suckling  and 
Beranger,  the  song-poet  of  France.  The  same  harmony  of  versification, 
that  surprising  mastery  of  rhythm,  the  same  vividness  of  imagery,  the 
same  devotion  to  the  charms  of  the  fairer  portion  of  creation,  equally 
distinguish  both.  We  do  not  wish  to  disparage  by  the  comparison. 
There  are,  undoubtedly,  some  points  in  which  the  French  song-poet  sur- 
passes the  English  ;  but  we  very  much  doubt  if  Beranger  ever  produced 
any  thing  equal  to  those  beautiful  lines  of  Suckling,  •  On  a  Wedding,' 
commencing : 

*  I  TELL  thee,  Dick,  where  I  have  been. 
Where  I  the  rarest  things  Imve  seen. 
Oh!  things  beyond  corapiire! ' 

Among  his   contemporaries,  Suckling  was  deservedly  esteemed,  and 
fairly  beloved  by  his  brother  poets.     With  them,  he  was  the  sweetest 
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songster,  the  most  refined  gentleman,  and  the  most  dashing  cavalier,  of 
the  age.  The  social  circle  was  his  theatre  for  display,  and  in  the  ses- 
sions of  the  poets  and  wits  of  his  time,  when  those  glorious  spirits  came 
together  to  enjoy  sweet  converse  —  *  the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of 
soul  *  —  Suckling  shone  conspicuous. 

What  man  is  there  of  so  little  taste  and  imagination,  upon  whom  the 
romance  of  the  past  has  not,  at  some  period  of  his  life,  left  a  glowing 
impression  ?  There  is,  in  the  retrospect  of  every  age,  a  kind  of  literary 
oasis,  a  particular  circle  of  gifted  ones,  to  whose  eloquence  it  would 
have  been  rapture  to  listen,  in  those  joyous  moments  when,  in  the  social 
circle,  reserve  was  gone,  and  gay  and  joyous  humor  reigned  in  its  place. 
To  have  tasted  sack  with  Shakspeare,  to  have  made  a  third  with  Jonaon 
and  Drummond  ;  to  have  listened  to  the  roystering  mirth,  the  w4t-^om- 
bats  between  Shakspeare  and  glorious  'old  Ben'  at  'the  Mermaid,' 
that  resort  of  good  fellows  of  the  olden  time  ;  to  have  seen  those  things 

'Done  at  the  Mermaid,  heard  words  that  have  been  ♦ 

So  nimble,  and  so  full  of  subtle  flame, 
As  if  that  every  one  from  whom  ibey  came. 
Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  wit  in  a  jest :  * 

this,  indeed,  would  have  been  a  feast  for  the  gods. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  such  brave  spirits  as  these  that  Suckling  shone 
in  all  his  lustre  ;  with  wit  to  *  set  the  table  in  a  roar,'  with  powers  of 
conversation,  adorned  with  a  most  brilliant  and  rare  fancy,  he  was, 
indeed,  the  master  spirit  of  revels  like  these.  And  although  we  can- 
not subscribe  to  the  character  he  gives  of  himself,  that 

'  lie  loved  not  the  muses  so  much  as  his  sport,' 

we  can  readily  conceive  how  the  social  talents  of  our  poet  must  have 
been  appreciated  and  encouraged  by  the  literary  wits  and  gallant  coui^ 
tiers,  whose  presence  made  the  court  of  Charles,  at  that  time,  the  most 
polished  and  refined  in  Europe. 

Of  the  early  history  of  the  subject  of  our  narrative,  very  little  is 
known.  It  is  well  ascertained,  however,  that  he  was  descended  from 
highly-respectable  parentage.  His  mother  was  sister  to  Sir  Lionel  Cran- 
field,  afterward  created  Earl  of  Middlesex  and  Lord  Treasurer.  His 
father,  who  had  been  returned  in  1601,  as  member  for  the  borough  of 
Dunwich,  was  subsequently  made  Secretary  of  State,  and  Comptroller 
to  the  household  of  King  James  I.  Under  the  unfortunate  Charles 
Stuart  he  retained  those  dignified  positions,  and  was  by  that  monarch 
elevated  to  the  high  rank  of  Privy  Councillor.  It  is  reported,  that  the 
wit  of  the  son  was  derived  from  his  mother,  as  his  father  was  but  a  dull 
fellow.  We  doubt,  however,  whether  this  is  correct ;  for,  in  the  parlia- 
mentary debates  of  this  period,  there  are  some  speeches  of  Suckling, 
remarkable  for  their  solidity,  vigor,  and  terseness  of  language.  His 
mother  appears  to  have  been  a  lady  endowed  with  many  virtues,  and 
most  tenderly  beloved  by  her  husband.  In  the  church  of  St.  Andrews, 
at  Norwich,  a  splendid  tomb,  rich  in  statuary  and  allegorical  sculpture, 
still  commemorates  her  saint-like  piety  and  many  virtues,  in  the  one 
comprehensive  line : 

*  Thou  wert  so  good,  so  chaste,  so  wise,  so  true ! ' 
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After  passing  through  the  preparatory  schools  of  the  day,  in  1623, 
Suckling  was  removed  to  Cambridge  college,  and  matriculated  at 
Trinity.  He  was  then  in  his  sixteenth  year.  While  at  Cambridge,  he 
is  reported  to  have  distinguished  himself  by  his  facility  in  the  acquire- 
ment of  the  dead  languages ;  and,  although  the  statement  of  one  of  his 
biographers,  that  *  he  spoke  Latin  at  five,  and  wrote  it  at  nine,'  may 
well  be  looked  upoi^  as  fabulous,  we  have  the  united  testimony  of  many 
of  his  biographers,  that  at  Cambridge  he  was  remarkably  distinguished 
by  the  strength  of  his  genius,  and  his  capacity  as  a  linguist. 

On  the  twenty-seventh  of  March,  1609,  his  father  died ;  an  event 
which  no  doubt  contributed  in  a  great  degree  to  the  development  of  a 
fondness  for  gayety  and  dissipation  ;  as  the  well-known  gravity  of  the 
father's  character  would  have  aided  essentially  in  diverting  him  from 
the  many  youthful  indiscretions  into  which  he  afterward  fell,  from  his 
early  exposure  to  the  allurements  of  a  gay  and  splendid  court.  Shortly 
after  his  father's  death,  in  accordance  with  the  system  of  education 
then  so  common  among  the  wealthy.  Suckling  went  abroad,  being  then 
in  his  nineteenth  year.  During  his  absence  from  England,  he  visited 
France,  Italy,  Germany,  and  Spain.  No  doubt  his  talent  for  observa- 
tion enabled  him  to  study  with  correctness  the  picture  of  human  nature 
spread  out  before  him,  mider  the  varying  influence  of  climate,  manners, 
laws,  and  differing  religious  creeds ;  though  the  assertion  of  his  pane- 
gyrists, that  he  made  a  collection  of  their  virtues,  without  any  tincture 
of  their  vices  and  follies,  is  unhappily  contradicted  by  many  extrava- 
gances and  youthful  indiscretions. 

Germany,  at  the  period  of  his  visit,  was  an  object  of  universal  atten- 
tion :  upon  her  rested  the  eyes  of  Europe,  attracted  by  the  wonderful 
exploits  and  glorious  victories  of  Gustavus  Adolphus ;  and  yet  more 
strongly  regarded  by  England,  in  consequence  of  the  misfortunes  of  the 
Prince  Palatine  of  the  Rhine,  who  had  married  the  only  sister  of  the 
British  monarch. 

The  marquis  of  Hamilton,  commissioned  by  the  English  monarch,  * 
commanded,  at  this  period,  a  body  of  six  thousand  men,  aiding  the 
King  of  Sweden  in  behalf  of  the  Palatinate.  Suckling  joined  the 
forces  of  the  Marquis,  being  one  of  the  forty  gentlemen  who  served 
about  his  person.  This  body  of  English  troops  rendered  ver}'  effective 
service  to  Gustavus,  at  the  first  defeat  of  Tilly,  before  Leipsic,  a  battle 
of  considerable  importance  at  the  time,  and  most  vigorously  contested. 
Suckling  was  also  present  at  the  sieges  of  Crossen,  Guben,  and  Mag|ie- 
borg,  obtaining  considerable  military  eclat  for  his  conduct,  not  only' at 
these  sieges,  but  in  several  actions  fought  during  the  inroads  of  Hamil- 
ton in  the  provinces  of  Lusatia  and  Silesia.  The  only  letter  extant, 
written  by  him  during  this  period,  we  give,  as  affording  an  instance  of 
the  ease  and  vigor  of  style  for  which  his  epistolary  correspondence  was 
so  celebrated : 

*  My  Lord  :  Your  humble  servant  had  the  honor  to  receive  from  your  hands  a  letter, 
and  had  the  grace,  upon  the  sight  of  it,  to  blush.  I  but  then  found  my  own  negligence, 
und  but  now  could  have  the  opportunity  to  ask  pardon  for  it.  We  have  ever  since  been 
upon  a  march ;  and  the  places  we  are  come  to,  have  afforded  rather  blood,  than  ink ; 
and  of  all  things,  sheets  have  been  the  hardest  to  come  by,  especially,  those  of  paper. 
If  these  few  lines  shall  have  the  happiness  to  kiss  your  hand,  they  can  assure  you,  that 
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he  who  sent  them  knows  Done  to  whom  be  owes  more  obligation  than  to  your  lordship, 
and  to  whom  he  would  more  willingly  pay  it;  and  that  it  must  be  no  less  than  neces- 
sity that  can  hinder  him  from  often  presenting  it.    Germany  hath  no  whit  altered  me. 

I  am  still  the  humble  servant  of  my  Lord that  I  was,  and  when  I  cease  to  be  so, 

then  I  cease  to  be  '  Joum  sccslimo  * 

On  the  concltision  of  his  campaigns,  he  returned  to  England,  having 
obtained  considerable  reputation  for  courage,  wit,  and  gentlemanly 
bearing.  To  a  frankness  of  manners,  and  a  graceful  person,  he,  at  this 
period,  united  an  easiness  of  carriage,  and  an  elegance  of  address,  so 
remarkable  as  to  draw  forth  the  observation,  *  that  he  had  the  peculiar 
happiness  of  making  every  thing  that  he  did  become  him.*  *  He  was 
so  Ikmous  at  court,'  says  Sir  WiUiam  Davenant,  *  for  his  accomplish* 
ments,  and  ready,  sparkling  wit,  that  he  was  the  bull  that  was  baited, 
his  repartees  being  most  sparkling,  when  most  set  on  and  provoked.* 

.  To  understand  the  full  value  of  the  accomplishments  thus  awarded 
to  our  poet,  it  is  necessary  to  take  a  retrospect  of  the  particular  period 
in  which  they  were  called  into  such  vigorous  action. 

The  love  of  liberty  was  then  just  springing  into  the  bone  and  sinewB 
of  that  lusty  manhood  which,  in  a  few  short  years,  foimd  itself  endowed 
with  sufficient  strength  to  overturn  the  throne,  murder  the  king,  banish 
the  royal  family,  and,  upon  the  ruins  it  made,  rear  the  stem  and  gloomy 
Protectorate.  A  class  of  men  were  growing  up  in  the  state,  who  were 
nerving  themselves,  by  close  study  and  simplicity  of  life,  for  the  mo- 
mentous duties  they  were  aflerA^ard  to  perform.  On  the  side  of  the 
court,  the  rigid  asceticism  and  iron-bound  manners  of  these  state- 
reformers  were  opposed  by  a  spirit  of  devoted  and  extravagant  loyalty, 
as  magnificent  in  its  display  as  the  other  was  humbling  and  debasing. 
The  severe  habits  of  the  popular  party,  combined  with  their  democratic 
principles,  rendered  them  the  more  odious  to  the  dashing,  spirited  cava- 
liers, who  sought  to  drown,  in  the  gay  and  refined  amusements  of  the 
court,  and  in  the  brilliant  whirl  of  pleasure,  the  remembrance  of  their 
staid  and  gloomy  habits.  '  The  pleasures  of  the  court,  at  this  time,' 
(says  Lord  Walpole,  in  his  Pleasures  of  Painting,)  *were  carried  on 
with  gorgeous  taste  and  magnificence.'  Ben  Jonson  was  the  Laureate ; 
Inigo  Jones  the  inventor  of  the  decorations ;  Laniere  and  Fereboeco 
composed  the  symphonies.  The  King,  the  dlueen,  and  the  young 
nobility  danced  in  the  interludes.  Masques,  plays,  court-balls,  were  the 
amusements  of  every  day  and  night.  Day  was  turned  into  night,  and 
night  into  day,  in  order  to  give  time  for  their  enjoyment. 

The  wealth  and  position  of  our  poet  enabled  him,  among  the  young 
and  dashing  cavaliers  who  kept  such  high  revelr\%  to  take  a  leading 
position  in  the  direction  of  the  court-amusements. 

He  was,  at  this  period,  in  the  language  of  Winstanley,  *  the  darling 
of  the  court.*  At  his  house  at  Wilton,  entertainments  similar  to  the 
court-masques  were  given,  in  the  arrangement  of  which,  his  poetical 
ingenuity  and  talent  for  invention  were  exliausted.  One  of  these  mag- 
nificent entertainments,  given  in  London  by  Suckling,  is  thus  noticed  by 
the  curious  Aubrey,  in  one  of  his  letters : 

*  Evert  conrt-ladv  was  present  at  this  entertainment  of  Sir  John  SncKLiNo:  all  who 
could  boast  of  youtli  and  beauty,  were  present  —  his  gallantry  excluding  those  not  so 
blessed :  yet,  so  abundant  were  the  fair  faces  in  that  day,  that'the  rooms  were  overflow- 
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isg;  M  if  nature  was  resolate  in  producing  objects  of  adoration,  as  their  admirers  were 
nunxerous  and  devoted. 

*  These  ladies.  Suckling  entertained  with  every  variety  which  wealth  could  collect, 
and  taste  prescribe.  But  the  last  course  displayed  his  sprightly  gallantry :  it  consisted, 
not  of  viands  yet  more  delicate  and  choice,  but  of  silk-stockings,  garters,  and  gloves ; 
presents,  at  that  time,  of  no  inconsiderable  value.' 

It  was  under  the  inspiration  of  such  scenes,  that  Suckling  wrote  some 
of  his  sweetest  verses  in  praise  of  female  loveliness,  and  originated  the 
most  exquisite  sonnets  ever  penned. 

But  with  such  amusements,  unhappily,  were  combined  pursuits  of  a 
more  odious  character.  It  is  too  often  the  fate  of  genius  to  unite  great 
vices  with  high  accomplishments ;  and  a  passion  for  gaming  early  seized 
upon  our  poet,  against  which  he  often  struggled,  but  which  obtained 
the  mastery  over  him  to  such  an  extent,  that  he  would  frequently  lie 
in  bed  the  greatest  part  of  the  day,  with  a  pack  of  cards  before  him,  to 
obtain,  by  practice,  a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  their  management. 
This  was  the  master-vice  of  the  poet's  earlier  years :  as  he  attained  to 
greater  maturity,  and  gave  more  constant  employment  to  his  vigorous 
intellect,  he  was  enabled  to  conquer  this  passion,  and  soon  niunbered 
among  his  bosom-friends  such  distinguished  statesmen  and  philosophers 
as  Lord  Falkland,  Roger  Boyle,  and  Lord  Brogill ;  while  Stanley,  the 
learned  editor  of  JEschylus,  Davenant,  Jonson,  Shirley,  Hall,  and 
Hobbes,  shared  the  delights  of  his  conversation,  and  enjoyed  his  com- 
panionship, f. 

An  incident  is  related  of  Suckling,  about  this  period,  by  one  of  his 
biographers,  which,  as  an  illustration  of  his  virtuous  inclinations,  and 
the  power  of  his  pen  in  reclaiming  a  relative  from  the  path  of  folly,  is 
worth  recording  here : ' 

Charles  Suckling,  the  youngest  son  of  the  poet's  uncle,  Charles  Suck- 
ling of  Woodstown,  had,  for  some  years,  indulged  a  strange  propensity, 
in  paying  marked  attentions  to  very  young  women,  whom  he  deserted 
as  they  became  marriageable,  when  he  transferred  his  love  to  fresh 
objects,  more  juvenile,  who,  in  their  turn,  were  discarded.  To  wean 
his  relative  from  this  weak  and  dishonorable  conduct,  he  tried,  at  his 
uncle's  request,  the  effect  of  satire,  an  engine  of  formidable  calibre  in 
Sir  John's  hsinds.  In  a  letter  upon  the  subject,  addressed  to  his  cousin, 
he  ridicules  him  as  '  the  founder  of  a  new  sect  of  fools  in  the  common- 
wealth of  lovers ' ;  compares  his  conduct  to  that  of  the  jackanapes  in 
the  fable,  who .  let  out  his  partridges  one  by  one,  for  the  pleasure  of 
staring  after  what  was  irrevocable  ;  and  with  admirable  point  reminds 
hi(n,  that  while  engaged  in  such  senseless  sport,  the  *  fugaces  anni '  of 
life  were  fleeting  at  a  rapid  rate.  *  I'  faith,  it  is  the  old  story  of  the 
jackanapes  and  the  partridges  !  Thou  starest  after  a  beauty  till  it  is 
lost  to  thee,  and  then  lettest  out  another,  and  starest  after  that  until  it 
is  gone  too  ;  never  considering  that  it  is  here,  as  in  the  Thames,  and 
that  while  it  runs  up  in  the  middle,  it  runs  down  on  the  sides  ;  while 
thou  contemplatest  the  coming-in  tide  and  flow  of  beauty,  that  it  ebbs 
with  thee,  and  that  youth  goes  out  at  the  same  time.'  It  may  be  added, 
that  the  wit  and  raillery  of  Suckling's  remarks  were  well-directed,  as 
they  effectually  cured  the  trifler  of  his  fickleness  of  heart. 

In  1607,  Suckling  wrote  his  first  poetical  production,  styled  *  The 
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Sessions  of  the  Poets/  and  his  first  prose  essay,  his  admirable  tract  on 
Socinianism,  *An  Account  of  Religion  by  Reason ' ;  a  discourse  which 
has  been  characterized  as  an  eflbrt,  that  for  learning,  closeness  of  rea- 
son, and  elegance  of  style,  may  put  to  shame  the  writings  of  men  of  far 
greater  pretensions.  *  The  Sessions  of  the  Poets '  is  remarkable  for  its 
good-natured  criticisms  on  some  of  the  literary  celebrities  of  the  day. 
The  Poets  are  assembled,  at  this  session,  to  prefer  their  claims  before 
Apollo,  for  the  poetic  bays  which  were  to  be  awarded  to  the  one  best 
entitled : 

*  The  laurel  that  had  been  lon^  reserved, 
Was  now  to  be  given  to  him  best  deserved.' 

After  the  assembling  of  the  Poets,  we  have  an  allusion  to  Jonson,  in 
the  fifth  verse,  as  follows  : 

'  Thk  first  that  broke  silence  was  good  old  Bkx, 
Prepared  before  with  Canary-wine  ; 
Ana  he  told  them  plainly,  tie  deserved  the  bays. 
For  his  were  culled  works,  while  others  were  but  plays; 
Bid  (hem  remember  how  he  had  purged  the  stage 
Of  errors  that  had  lasted  many  an  age; 
And  he  hopes  thev  did  not  think  the  'Silent  Woman,' 
•  The  Fox,  and  *  the  Alchemist,*  outdone  by  no  man.' 

The  decision  of  the  '  god  of  the  Laurel '  is  given  in  the  two  verses  next 
the  last,  and  is  intended  as^a  satire  upon  the  selection  that  was  often 
made  of  a  Laureate,  on  account  of  the  weight  of  his  coin,  and  not  of 
his  brains : 

*At  length,  who,  but  an  alderman,  did  appear! 
At  which.  Will  Davenaxt  began  to  swear; 
But  wiser  Apollo  bade  him  draw  nigher. 
And,  when  he  was  mounted  a  little  higher, 
Openly  declared,  that  the  best  sign 
Or  ffood  store  of  wit  *s  to  have  giKKi  store  of  coin : 
And,  without  a  syllable,  more  or  less,  said. 
He  put  the  laurel  on  the  alderman's  head.' 

This  poem  is  said  to  have  created  quite  as  great  a  sensation  in  its 
day,  as  did  '  The  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers  *  in  Byron's  time. 
Some  of  the  poets  considered  themselves  insulted  by  the  allusions  made 
therein,  and  our  poet  exposed  himself  to  a  fire  of  pasquinades  and 
satires  that  would  have  overwhelmed  a  loss  sensitive  mind.  In  1638, 
Suckling  published  his  play  of  Aglaura.  As  the  play  was  published 
with  a 

'Rivulet  of  text  and  a  meadow  of  margin,' 

the  wits  of  the  day  compared  it  to  '  a  baby  lodged  in  the  great  bed  of 
Ware,'  or  *  to  a  small  picture  in  a  large  frame.'  This  is  said  to  have 
been  the  first  play  acted  with  regular  scenery,  such  decorations  having 
been  previously  confined  to  the  masques. 

But  the  rude  sounds  of  civil  disturbance  soon  roused  our  poet  fror 
his  literary  ease  :  the  golden  hours  of  literary  success  and  felicity  soc 
gave  place  to  the  turmoil  of  *  stern-visaged  war.'     The  Scots  were  cl 
moring  for  liberty  of  conscience,  shackled  by  the  promulgation,  with 
new  to  its  enforcement,  of  the  national  liturgy.     Charles,  averse 
Minguinary  measures,  parleyed  with  the  rebels ;  thereby  commencin' 
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course  which  eventually  caused  him  the  loss  of  his  throne  and  life.  The 
great  error  he  always  committed,  was  in  pursuing  the  dangerous  policy 
of  temporizing,  opening  negotiations,  and  arguing  with  the  malcontents. 
It  sprung  irom  the  native  goodness  of  his  heart,  and  his  disinclination 
to  shed  the  blood  of  his  subjects.  Prompt  and  active  measures  would 
have  crushed  the  first  effort  of  the  rebels.  The  time  at  last  arrived, 
when  forbearance  would  have  been  criminal ;  and  the  King  was  com- 
pelled to  draw  together  an  army  for  the  prevention  of  total  disorder  in 
his  government.  His  exchequer  was  but  poorly  furnished,  and  consi- 
derable difficulty  existed  in  sustaining  a  sufficient  force  in  the  field.  It 
was  at  this  crisis  that  Suckling  exhibited  a  noble  spirit  of  patriotism 
and  devotion.  He  owed  much  to  the  royal  favor,  and  his  gratitude  for 
past  kindnesses  exhibited  itself  in  something  more  than  mere  words. 
He  stood  forward  with  alacrity  to  show  his  countrymen,  at  such  a  time, 
the  duties  of  loyalty,  in  a  manner  that  has  never  been  surpassed,  and 
rarely  paralleled.  He  presented  his  majesty  with  one  hundred  horse- 
men, whom  he  clothed  and  maintained  from  his  private  resources.  The 
imiibrm  adopted  for  this  body  of  men  consisted  of  a  white  doublet,  with 
scarlet  coat,  breeches,  and  hat ;  while  a  feather  of  the  same  color,  at- 
tached to  each  man's  bonnet,  completed  his  attire.  With  this  force,  he 
joined  the  King  on  his  march  to  the  north.  This  expedition  terminated, 
owing  to  the  vacillating  course  of  Charles,  in  a  bloodless  compro- 
mise. And  that  this  would  be  the  result  of  the  expedition.  Suckling 
predicted,  in  a  letter  written  from  the  banks  of  the  Trent,  in  which  he 
says :  *  The  enemy  is  not  yet  much  visible  ;  it  may  be,  it  is  the  fault  of 
the  climate,  which  brings  men  as  slowly  forward  as  it  does  plants ;  but 
it  gives  us  fears  that  the  men  of  peace  will  draw  all  to  a  dumb-show, 
and  so  destroy  the  handsome  opportunity  which  was  now  offered,  for 
producing  glorious  matter  to  adorn  future  chronicles.' 

The  return  of  Suckling  with  his  splendid  troop,  without  striking  a 
blow,  gave  rise  to  much  ridicule  against  him  firom  the  popular  party. 
One  of  the  songs  made  on  this  occasion  was  long  simg  in  the  ranks  of 
the  insurgents,  as  follows  : 

'Sir  John  he  ^t  him  an  ambling  nag, 

To  Scotland  for  to  ride-a ; 
'IIYith  a  hundred  horsemen,  all  his  own,  he  swore, 

To  guard  him  on  every  side-a. 

'  No  errant  knight  ever  went  to  fight 

With  half  so  gay  a  bravada; 
Had  you  seen  but  nis  look,  you  'd  have  sworn  on  a  book. 
He  M  have  conquered  a  whole  armada ! 

'  The  ladies  ran  all  to  the  windows  to  see 

So  gallant  and  warlike  a  sight-a ; 
And,  as  he  passed  by,  they  said  with  a  sigh, 
*  Sir  John,  why  will  you  go  fight-a?  * 

'  But  he,  like  a  cruel  knight,  spurred  on ; 
His  heart  would  not  relent-a ; 
For,  till  he  came  there,  what  had  he  to  fear, 
Or  why  should  he  repent-a? 

'None  liked  him  so  well  as  his  own  colonell, 
Who  took  him  for  John  db  WcRT-a ; 
But  when  there  were  shows  of  gunning  and  blowi^ 
Hy  gallant  was  nothing  so  pert-a. 
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'  To  core  his  fear,  he  was  sent  to  the  rear. 

Some  ten  miles  back,  and  more-a ; 
When  Sir  John  did  pUy  at  trip  and  awaj, 
And  ne'er  saw  the  en'emj  more-a.' 

But  these  censures  on  our  poet  were  unmerited ;  as  it  was  not  any 
want  of  courage  on  the  part  of  Sir  John  and  his  troupe  that  caused 
the  army  to  return  without  striking  a  hlow.  It  arose  from  camies 
heyond  his  control.  The  treachery  of  Lord  Holland,  who  conmianded 
the  cavalry,  and  who  ordered  the  retreat  at  Dunse,  was  no  fault  of  Sir 
John's.  The  lampoon  of  Sir  John  Menis  is  therefore  remarkahle  more 
for  its  humor  than  its  justice.  Had  Suckling  and  his  troop  disgraced 
themselves,  they  would,  without  doubt,  have  been  rendered  amenable 
to  martial  law.  But  we  find  Suckling  retaining  his  monarch's  favor  after 
this  aflair,  and  continuing  with  the  army.  A  negotiation  was  concluded 
with  the  Scots,  when  this  campaign,  which  was  commenced  in  expensive 
preparations,  ended  in  bloodless  treaties.  After  his  return,  Suckling 
was  chosen  to  the  Parliament  of  1640,  known  as  the  Long  Parliament. 
While  a  member  of  this  body,  he  took  quite  an  active  part  in  its  pro- 
ceedings, and  distinguished  himself  in  the  debates.  He  took  the  side 
of  the  royalists,  and  dealt  some  very  sturdy  blows  on  the  heads  of  the 
leaders  of  the  popular  party.  Space  will  not  permit,  or  we  might  fur- 
nish extracts  from  some  of  his  speeches  on  these  occasions,  remarkable 
for  a  high  order  of  eloquence,  great  concentration,  and  vigor  of  thought. 

Upon  the  arraignment  and  imprisonment  of  \\'ehtworth,  Earl  of 
Staflbrd,  Suckling  became  involved  in  a  conspiracy,  having  for  its  object 
the  release  from  prison  of  this  unfortunate  nobleman.  The  popular 
party  being  then  in  the  ascendency.  Parliament  immediately  issued 
orders  that  farther  inquiries  should  be  made  into  the  matter,  and 
summoned  Henry  Percy,  Colonel  Goring,  Henry  Jermyn,  and  Sir  John 
Suckling  to  attend,  the  next  day,  at  three  o'clock,  to  be  examined  as 
principals.  They  all  absented  themselves,  and  were  charged,  conse- 
quently, with  high  treason.  Suckling  and  his  friends  thereupon  fied  to 
France,  convinced  that  the  monarch  who  could  not  protect  Staflbrd, 
would  be  unable  to  shield  his  adherents. 

The  sun  of  our  poet's  prosperity  had  now  gone  down  in  clouds ;  the 
popular  party  in  tlie  contest  triumphed ;  his  estates  were  confiscated, 
and  there  appeared  no  hope  for  him  in  the  future.  An  exile  in  a  strange 
land,  the  ills  of  poverty  pressed  hardly  upon  him,  and  despair  seized 
upon  his  soul.  His  energies  at  length  gave  way  beneath  the  load,  and 
in  despair,  he  committed  suicide  at  Paris,  by  taking  poison.  This  took 
place  in  the  year  1641,  when  our  poet  was  in  his  thirty-fourth  year. 
His  remains  were  buried  in  a  cemetery  attached  to  one  of  the  Protestant 
churches  of  Paris. 

As  a  writer,  ISir  John  Suckling  will  command  admiration  so  long  as 
a  taste  for  whatever  is  delicate  and  natural  in  poetry  shall  remain. 
His  verse  has  been  pronounced  by  Philips,  '  as  having  a  pretty  touch, 
savoring,  liowever,  more  of  the  grape  than  the  lamp.'  And  this  delicate 
criticism  is,  in  the  main,  correct.  His  poetical  productions  bear  no  mark 
of  labor ;  they  are  throwTi  off  with  the  imagination  at  a  white  heUt, 
full  of  sweetness  and  harmony.     In  his  sonnets,  he  is  unrivalled  :  they 
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possess  that  exquisite  delicacy  which,  in  certain  kinds  of  poetry,  is  so 
much  admired.  In  descriptions  of  feminine  grace  and  heauty  he  is 
peculiarly  happy ;  and  no  succeeding  writers,  notwithstanding  the  con- 
tinued progress  of  elegant  literature  since  his  day,  have  ever  surpassed 
him.  Take,  as  a  specimen  of  his  powers  in  portraying  the  charms 
of  woman,  his  description  of  the  bride,  in  the  Wedding-Ballad  : 

'  Tbb  maid,  (and  thereby  bangs  a  tale ; 
Fur  such  a  maid,  no  Wuetson  ale 

Could  ever  yet  produce ;) 
No  grape  that's  kindly  ripe  could  be 
So  round,  so  plump,  so  suft^  as  she, 

Nor  half  so  full  of  juice. 

*  Her  feet,  beneath  her  petticoat. 
Like  little  mice,  stole  m  and  out, 

As  if  they  feared  the  light; 
But  oh !  she  dunces  such  a  way  — 
No  sun,  upon  an  £astern  day. 

Is  half  so  fine  a  sight! 

'Her  cheeks  so  rare  a  white  was  on, 
No  daisy  bears  comparison  ; 

(Who  sees  them  is  uudone;) 
For  streaks  of  red  were  mingled  there, 
Such  as  are  on  a  Kath'rine  pear; 

(The  side  that 's  next  the  sun.) 

*  Her  lips  were  red,  and  one  was  thin, 

Compared  to  that  was  next  her  chin,  , 

(Some  bee  had  stung  it  newly.)' 

Or,  take  his  description  of  Traucelia's  beauty,  in  his  play  of  '  The  Sad 
One.'     How  exquisite  is  the  portrait : 

'Shb  has  an  eye  round  as  a  globe. 
And  black  as  jet ;  so  full  of  majesty  and  life, 
That  when  it  most  denies,  it  most  invites. 
Her  lips  are  gently  swelled,  like  unto 
Some  olushing  cherry,  that  hath  newly  tasted 
The  dews  from  heaven.' 

Or,  the  description  of  Donazella,  in  the  same  play  : 

'A  SPRIOBTLT  girl,  above  fifteen, 


Eyes  full  and  quick,  with  breaih 

Sweet  as  double  violets. 

And  wholesome  as  dying  leaves  of  strawberries. 

Thick  silken  eyebrows,  high  upon  the  forehead. 

And  cheeks,  mingled  with  pale  streaks  of  red. 

Such  as  the  blushing  mornmg  never  wore.' 

Or,  Bellamino's  ardent  ejaculations  upon  kissing  Traucelia: 

*  Hbavbns  !  what  a  breath  is  here ! 
The  wanton  air. 

Chased  by  the  hot  scent  of  Arabic  spices, 
Is  nothing  nigh  so  sweet!  the  ambrosia 
The  gods  themselves  were  drunk  with, 
Dwells  on  thy  lips.* 

Or,  those  sweet  lines  in  'Aglaura : ' 

*  Lips, 

Perfumed  by  breath,  sweet  as  the  bean's  tirst  blossom.' 

But  space  would  fail  us,  did  we  attempt  the  task  of  culling  from  all 
our  poet's  chaste  and  beautiful  descriptions  of  female  loveliness  and 
beauty.     It  was  a  subject  on  which  Suckling  ever  seemed  desirous  to 
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dwell*  and  wfaieh  he  nerer  attempted  whboiit  ongmtXmg  Bomethiiy 
firagnuit  and  qiajkHiig. 

Htf  aopgi  are  lemarkaMe  for  their  sweetneg  and  delicacy ;  thestmo- 
tore  of  the  stanzas  is  simple,  and  the  Temficatioo,  for  the  age,  remaik- 
ablj  sweet  and  flowing.  It  was  this  species  of  writing  in  which  our 
poet  often  indulged,  and  in  whieh  he  excelled.     Take,  as  an  instanee : 

*  I  rsTTHKS,  Mod  me  back  m j  heAit, 

S^oee  I  caanul  hare  thine'; 
For,  if  fiTMn  rutin  roa  will  not  part, 
Whj  thco'shoakist  thua  hare  mine? 

'Tet,  Doir  I  think  on*!,  let  hlia; 
To  6iid  it  were  in  raio ; 
For  thoa  'st  a  thief  in  diher  er^ 
Would  steal  it  back  again! '^ 

Or,  that  song  ini^rted  in  one  of  his  plays : 

'  Hast  thoa  seen  the  down  in  the  air. 

When  wanton  blasts  hare  tossed  it? 
Or  the  ship  on  the  sea. 
When  ruder  winds  hare  crossed  it  ? 

' Hast  thou  marked  the  crooodfle's  weeping? 

There  is  great  delicacy  and  sweetness  in  the  song  commencing : 

*  Wet  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lorer? 
Prrthee,  why  so  pale?' 

Or,  those  lines  on  Lore's  representation : 

'  LsAioxG  her  hand  upon  mr  breast. 
There,  on  Love*s  bed,  shellaj  to  rest; 
Mj  psDtin^  heart  rocked  her  asleep, 
Mj  needful  eyes  the  watch  did  keep.' 

It  is  seldom  we  find  Suckling  attempting  the  metaphysical  style  so 
common  with  the  poets  of  his  time  :  but  he  never  indulged  in  it,  without 
great  propriety  of  expression.  He  falls  into  this  style  in  his  stanza, 
taken  fom  *  Love's  World :  * 

'Tme  sea 's  mj  mind,  which  calm  could  be, 
Were  it  from  winds,  my  passions,  free ; 
But  ah,  alas !  no  sea,  I  find. 
Is  troubled  like  a  lover's  mind. 
Within  it,  rocks  and  shallows  be. 
Despair,  and  fund  credulity.' 

We  have  a  specimen  of  what  Suckling  himself  denominates  his  *  rol- 
licking style/  in  '  His  Love  and  Debt  alike  Troublesome  : ' 

*  TniR  one  request  I  make  to  Hm  that  sits  the  clouds  above. 
That  I  were  freely  out  of  debt,  as  I  am  out  of  love ; 
Then  fur  to  dance,  to  drink,  and  sing,  I  should  be  very  willing ; 
I  should  not  owe  one  lass  a  kiss,  or  ne'er  a  knave  a  shilling.' 

As  a  dramatist,  Suckling  did  not  excel.  His  plays  are  destitute  of 
originality,  and  are,  moreover,  deficient  in  that  sweetness  of  versifica- 
tion, which  elsewhere  distinguishes  his  compositions.  Whenever,  in 
his  dramas,  he  describes  female  loveliness,  the  poet 's  *  himself  again ;  * 
and  he  breaks  loose  from  the  trammels  that  evidently  hamper  him,  into 
that  easy  and  joyous  style  for  which  he  is  so  remarkable,  when  describ- 
ing female  beauty. 
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HIb  epistolary  productions  are  remarkable  for  their  vigor  of  thought 
and  terseness  of  expression  ;  and,  in  their  animated  descriptions,  have 
seldom,  if  ever,  been  surpassed.  They  are  models  of  their  kind,  and 
might,  with  advantage,  be  imitated  in  our  day. 

Suckling's  works  have  gone  through  many  editions,  but  are  rather 
scarce  now.  Here  and  there,  a  volume  mav  be  found  in  some  public 
library,  or  in  the  collection  of  some  lover  oi  the  curiosities  of  English 
literature,  where,  '  as  fine  garments  in  chests  of  cedar,  the  elder  authors 
of  our  tongue  are  laid  up  for  immortahty.' 

BurlingUmf  November  Z5th. 


OLOUD-LAND         AT         SUN-SET. 

Toward  the  west  the  Sun  has  slanted; 

The  clouds,  piled  up  in  mighty  masses, 
Seem  like  a  citadel  enchanted, 

Whose  gates  are  opened  as  he  passes. 
And  glorious  is  that  citadel ! 
With  dome,  and  spire,  and  pinnacle, 
And  their  lofty  summits  gilded  well 
With  gold  from  Heaven's  crucible. 
The  walls,  so  broad,  and  huge,  and  high, 

Their  shadowy  vastness  upward  rearing 
Across  the  circle  of  the  sky, 
Moving  and  changing  endlessly ; 
Now,  fainting  slowly  from  the  view, 
Till  ahnost  blended  with  the  blue ; 

Then,  as  by  magic,  reappearing, 
And  forming  into  figures  new, 
Or  taking  on  the  old  once  more, 
Ten  times  as  beautiful  as  before  I 

And  o'er  the  barriers,  built  of  burnished  gold, 
Beyond,  what  changeful  splendors  we  behold  I 
Long  lanes  of  hght,  that  open  out  between 
Great  groves  of  gold,  through  all  the  openings  seen; 
And  wliite-robed  angels,  through  the  gilded  town, 
O'er  silver-sanded  streets  sail  softly  down, 
Shaking  the  sun-shine  from  their  azure  wings, 
As  travel-dust ;  and  now  a  cloud-car  brings 
(Enrobed  most  royally  and  throned  in  state) 
The  day's  great  Monarch  to  the  golden  gate. 
Widely  it  opes  to  meet  him ;  forth  there  streams 
A  crowd  of  spirits,  such  as  in  our  dreams 
We  see,  on  clouds  adown  the  distance  drifting 
And,  all  together  a  great  voice  uplifting, 
There  swells  from  out  the  West  a  songful  sea. 
I  cannot  hear,  but  see  the  melody ; 
I  feel  a  flush  of  music,  and  I  catch 
A  crimson  glow  of  that  rich  harmony  1 

The  vision  fading  from  me  as  I  watch, 

Its  golden  glories  all  in  ruins  lie. 

And  sink  to  common  clouds  and  sombre  sky. 

Camhridgfi^  Mast.  Bswars  WtrLarv. 
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STAR-LIOHT. 

A  MAIDEN  watched  two  silver  stars, 
That  shone  between  her  window-bare: 
One,  Venus  bright ;  one,  warUke  Mars. 

Two  twin-born  spirits  of  the  air; 

And  one  was  radiantly  fair, 

And  sweet  as  slumber  after  prayer : 

And  one  was  lurid-red,  like  fire 
Of  some  vast  city,  lit  by  dire 
And  deadly  devastating  ire. 

They  spoke  two  lessons  to  her  heart : 
Of  beauty,  all  undecked  by  art. 
And  love  that  never  would  depart : 

A  life  of  joy,  serene  and  still, 
Unclouded  by  a  smgle  ill, 
Gliding  away  like  moonlit  rill : 

And,  in  the  future,  dim  and  far, 
(So  frail  and  poor  we  mortals  are) 
Death  glimmered,  like  the  morning-star: 

And,  farther  still,  existence  bright, 

Illumined  by  immortal  Hght, 

Whose  mom  should  never  stoop  to  night 

So,  in  her  inmost  soul  she  said : 

*  Fair  Venus  1  guide  a  simple  maid. 
Whose  vows,  henceforth,  to  thee  are  paid.' 

Up  rose  the  moon,  full-orbed  and  bright, 
Encircled  with  a  zone  of  white. 
And  paled  the  stars  before  her  light : 

All,  save  red  Mars  ;  and  he,  alone, 
Undimmed  before  her  glory  shone. 
Blending  her  brightness  witli  his  own. 

*  Serene,  and  resolute  and  still, 
The  star  of  the  unconquered  will,' 
Triumphant,  both  in  good  and  ill : 

In,  through  the  lattice-bars,  he  stole. 
And  whispered  to  the  watcher's  soul: 

*  Pleasure  of  life  is  not  the  whole : 

*Be  thine  the  heart  that  cheerly  goes 
To  battle  with  a  host  of  woes, 
And  triumphs  over  all  its  foes. 

*  Be  thine  the  stem,  undaunted  breast, 
From  Fate's  unyielding  grasp  to  wrest 
The  highest  honora  and  the  best 
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*  Reverses  never  overthrow ; 
Who  conquers  by  a  smgle  blow 
Has  never  dared  a  noble  foe. 

*  Up,  and  once  more  the  right  maintain  I 
For  life  is  but  a  battle-plain, 

And  Heaven  the  conquering  warrior's  gain.* 

Sleep  sealed  the  weary  maiden's  eyes; 
Sweet  Sleep,  who  walked,  in  angel-guise, 
Alone,  with  man,  from  Paradise. 

Yet  still,  atween  the  window-bars, 
With  softened  glory  glanced  tlie  stars; 
But  aye  she  dreamed  alone  of  Mars  : 

And,  henceforth,  rest  was  only  pain : 
Life  was,  to  her,  a  battle-plain. 

And  heaven  the  conquering  warrior's  gain.  j.  l.  b. 

S9,  1663. 


TRANSCRIPTS 

PROM   THB   DOCKET   OP   A   LATB   SHSRIPF 
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SPOTTING      A      OENTLEMAN 


*  Say,  Mr.  Sheriff,*  inquired  *  Old  TmsoN '  of  me,  *  be  you  good  at 
figgere?' 

*  Good  at  figures  ?  '  I  asked,  responsively ;  '  what  do  you  mean  by 
that  question  ?  *  and  I  looked  at  the  old  man  with  astonishment. 

He  seemed  lost  at  the  apparent  harshness  observable  in  my  manner 
of  addressing  him ;  and  apprehensive  that  I  was  ofiended,  he  asked  my 
forgiveness,  and  declared  '  he  did  n  t  mean  no  oflence.' 

*  Oh  !  as  for  that,  Tise,'  I  replied,  '  I  am  satisfied  you  meant  nothing 
wrong.     But  why  do  you  ask  if  I  am  good  at  figures  ?  ' 

*  Because,'  and  he  primped  up  his  mouth,  and  swelled  out  his  cheeks, 
looking,  for  all  the  world,  like  an*  antiquated  Cupid,  (as  he  is,)  and  with 
a  cunning  and  gay  twinkle  of  his  eyes,  drawing  his  hands  from  out  of 
his  side-pockets,  and  covering  one  with  the  other,  so  as  to  make  a  hollow 
of  them,  he  raised  them  up,  gently  at  first,  and  then  quickly,  gayly 
swaying  them  to  and  fro  before  my  eyes  and  ears ;  a  jingling,  chinking 
sound  was  heard,  *  Because  if  you  be,  how  much  is  twice  five  ?  * 

*  Twice  five  is  ten.' 

*  Dat  'b  it,  and  dere  dey  be  ; '  and  he  ceased  the  movement  of  his 
hands  at  the  instant  he  showed  me  two  half-eagles,  which  he  held  be- 
tween the  fore-finger  and  thumb  of  each  hand.  *  They  are  a  pair  of 
spectacles,  ain't  they,  Mr.  Sheriff?  '  and  he  continued  holding  them  as 
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before  ;  '  and  I  aimed  them  with  a  pair  of  spectacles  ;  and  gold  ones 
they  be,  and  gold  ones  they  was.  Yes  I  yes !  twice  five  is  ten/  said  he, 
chuckling  ;  '  and  half-eagles  do  n't  roost  on  every  tree,  if  whole  ones  does 
fly  above  my  head.     Y*  ain't  'fended,  be  you  ?  ' 

*  Heaven  bless  you,  Tise,  no!  But  how. about  this  afiair?  I  can't 
comprehend  youj  what  means  this  about  the  half-eagles  and  specta- 
cles ? ' 

*  Well,  you  see,  Mr.  Sheriff^*  replied  he,  *  I  was  a-goin'  down  town 
yesterday,  and  got  as  far  as  Wall-street  by  old  Trinity,  when  I  see  Mr. 
Wilton,  the  lawyer ;  and  he  bowed  very  purlitely  to  me ;  and  he  come 
up  to  me  and  says : 

'  *  Good  morning,  Mr.  Thison.' 
'And  I  says : 

*  *  Pooty  well,  I  thank  you.' 
'And  then  he  says  again  : 

*  *  Mr.  Thison,  I  'm  werry  glad  to  see  you  :  I  want  you  to  serve  a 
paper  for  me  on  a  man  who  lives  not  far  from  here,  but  who  I  'v©  been 
trying  to  serve  for  the  last  year  ;  all  of  my  clerks,  from  the  errand-boy 
to  the  confidential  man,  have  tried  it ;  even  I  myself  have  tried  it ;  I 
have  also  employed  men  and  boys,  who  are  familiar  with  that  business ; 
have  lodged  it  in  the  sherifi^'s  office  ;  and  I  believe  the  paper  has  been 
in  the  hands  of  every  one  engaged  in  the  office.  I  have  also  given  it 
to  a  score  or  more  of  constables ;  all,  all  of  them  have  failed  to  serve 
it ;  and  I  almost  now,  in  looking  at  it,  scarcely  recognize  it  as  a  thing 
of  the  present  age,  it  looks  so  greasy  and  dirty.  Have  you  a  mind  to 
try  it?' 

*  *  Try  it,'  said  I ;  and  I  looked  at  him  in  wonder ;  *  try  it  ?  I  never 
failed  in  nothing  I  go  at  right  earnestly.  Try  it  ? — guess  I  will.  Who 
is  the  party,  Mr.  Wilton  ? '  said  I. 

*  *  The  plaintifi*  is  a  woman.* 

'  '  A  woman  !  and  you  know,  Mr.  Sherifi*,  how  willin'  I  am  to  serve 
the  women.* 

'  *  Yes !  but,  Tise,  Mr.  Wilton  did  n't  want  you  to  serve  a  woman/ 

*  *  Now,  why  will  you  bother  me,  Mr.  Sheriff?  Why  won't  you  let 
me  tell  my  story  without  stopping  me  ?  * 

*  *  Well,  well,  go  on  I  I  only  interrupted  you  when  I  supposed  you 
were  off  the  track.* 

*  *  I  was  n't  ofl'  de  track  ;  I  was  going  on  at  a  good  rate.  Let  me 
see ;  let  me  see  ;  where  was  I  ?  —  yes/ 1  was  always  willing  to  obliga 
the  women.* 

*  Well,  Mr.  Wilton  says  to  me,  says  he  : 

*  *  Do  you  think,  Mr.  Thison,  you  can  serve  the  man  ?  The  suit 
grows  up  this  way :  Kitty  Doolittle,  my  client,  was  house-keeper  for 
Mr.  Greenhope,  an  old  gentleman,  a  retired  grocer  and  widower,  who, 
becoming  old,  was  subject  to  rheumatics,  or  gout,  or  some  other  similar 
ailment ;  and  Kitty  was  in  his  service  for  two  or  three  years  at  small 
wages ;  and  all  went  on  very  nicely  when,  one  day,  the  cook,  an  Lrifk 
girl,  told  Kitty,  my  client,  to  go  !  that  she  did  n't  want  her  any  mon 
about  the  house ;  that  she  had  married  Mr.  Greenhope,  and  had  be* 
come,  by  the  law  of  the  land,  the  mistress  of  the  house  herself;  that 
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Mr.  Greenhope  told  Kitty  it  was  as  the  cook  said  ;  he  had  married  her , 
,  and  hegged  Kitty  to  c6me  again,  and  he  would  settle  with  her.  Well, 
Kdtty  left  the  house  at  once ;  and,  after  a  few  days,  went  to  see  Mr. 
Greenhope  to  get  a  settlement  with  him,  hut  she  was  denied  admittaace. 
She  went  again,  and  again,  and  always  was  refused  admission  into  the 
house  ;  and  she  never  could  see  the  old  gentleman  ;  his  wife  would  not 
permit  her  to  come  in  and  see  him.  At  length,  after  r^eated  efibrte  to 
see  him,  she  came  to  me,  and  told  me  of  her  afi'airs.  I  wrote  to  him, 
and  no  answer  was  sent  to  me.  I  finally  determined  to  sue  him  ;  and 
you  know  of  the  diffi^ties  I  am  laboring  under  to  procure  a  ser* 
vice  of  the  process  upion  him.  His  wife,  who  is  fearful  of  an  inflo- 
ence  detrimental  to  her  interests,  which  might  be  exercised  in  the  mak- 
ing of  his  last  wUl  and  testament,  prevents  the  admission  of  any  one 
into  the  house,  and  keeps  the  old  man  a  prisoner,  in  fact.  There,  you 
have  the  whole  story  ;  and  my  client,  Kitty,  although  I  might  oona- 
mence  proceedings  against  him  under  attachment  as  a  '  concealed 
debtor,'  will  not  allow  me  to  do  so,  as  she  says  it  would  give  too  much 
publicity  to  the  matter  ;  and  beside,  it  would  be  exposing  the  old  gen- 
tleman to  too  much  pain,  in  case  he  should  see  his  name  in  print  as  a 
concealed  debtor.  And  yet  again,  Kitty  knows  that  the  moment  Mr. 
Greenhope  is  made  aware  of  the  claim,  he  will  pay  her  to  the  last  frac- 
tion. But  the  difficulty,  Mr.  Thison,  is  to  see  him  ;  and  yet  I  believe, 
although  so  many  have  tried  it,  if  any  one  can  accomplish  a  service, 
you  are  the  gentleman.* 

*  Well,  I  could  n't  help,  Mr.  Sheriff,  when  he  said  I  was  the  gentle- 
man, taking  my  hat  off;  and  I  gin  him  the  lowest  bow  I  could  make. 

*  *  Well,  what  do  you  say,  Mr.  TmsoN,'  said  he ;  *  will  you  try  it  ?  ' 

*  *  Try  it  ?  to  be  sure  I  will,'  said  I. 

'  *  He  do  n't  live  far  from  here  ;  only  around  the  comer ;  and  if  you 
succeed  in  serving  him,  I  will  give  you  ten  dollars.' 

*  *  Ten  dollars ! '  said  I. 

'  Massy  me  !  that 's  a  round  sum  for  a  small  job  like  that,  I  thought 
But  you  did 't  catch  me  expressing  my  thoughts  to  him,  less  he  might 
haul  in,  and  ofier  me  less. 

'  *  Yes  !  ten  dollars.  You  've  got  to  be  cautious  and  cunning,'  said 
he,  '  and  look  out  that  Mrs.  Greenhope  do  n't  come  the  chain  on  you. 
Let  me  hear  from  you,  Thison,  to-day  or  to-morrow.     Good-bye.' 

'And  he  lefl  me.  *  Come  de  chain  on  me ! '  what  did  he  mean,  said 
I ;  and  I  was  dumb-foundered  ;  I  was  in  a  fog ;  and  I  could  n't  tell 
what  he  did  mean  ;  but  I  found  out  afterward,  when  I  tried  the  service ; 
and  I  '11  tell  you,  bime  by,  about  de  chain. 

*  *  See,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  never  failed  to  serve  a  paper  in  my  life  but  once, 
and  I  '11  tell  you  of  that  another  time.  But  I  '11  tell  you  once  1  had  a 
*  declaration '  agin'  a  man  by  the  name  of  Burrows,  who  bothered  me 
a  good  deal ;  he  shyed  me  every  where  and  every  place  ;  he  had  his 
dodgers  always  'bout  him ;  and  I  never  seed  him  without  he  rid  a  horse, 
a  black  horse.  When  I  went  to  the  door  of  his  house  to  see  him,  I  'm 
blamed  if  he  did  n't  go  through  to  the  stable  in  de  rear  of  his  house, 
and  git  on,  and  ride  pass  me  in  de  front  of  his  place,  so  I  could  see  him. 
And  when  I  went  de  next  day,  thinking  dat  I  would  git  him  sure  at  the 
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stable,  blamed  if  he  did  n't  come  right  past  me  on  dat  old  black  horse 
ag'in ;  he  got  on  at  the  front  of  the  house  this  time ;  he  was  too  wide 
awake  for  me  ;  I  tried  this  a  good  many  times  ;  fust  at  de  front  door,  * 
at  de  basement,  at  de  stable,  in  de  rear,  and  at  every  p'int  I  thought  I 
coidd  make  something  at.  But  I  was  deceived  ;  he  was  always  bur- 
rowing jist  like  a  rabbit,  out  of  one  hole  into  another.  I  could  n't  catch 
him  ;  I  seed  him,  though,  a  good  many  times  on  that  black  horse  of 
his'n ;  he  knowed  me  jist  as  well  as  I  knowed  him  ;  and  sometimes  I 
thought  it  was  werry  aggerwatin'  in  him  ;  he  used  to  stop  wid  his  horse 
by  de  corner  of  de  streets,  (I  think  he  must  a  knowed  I  was  about ;)  and 
den,  when  I  kim  up,  thinking  I  had  it  all  right,  and  was  jist  a  going 

to blamed  if  he  didn't  pull  off  his  hat,  and  *  wL«h  me  a  werry 

good  momin' ; '  and  ofi*  went  de  old  black  horse  at  a  good  trot.' 

'  Well,  I  stood  at  dat  comer,  and  I  began  for  to  think  ;  and  I  said 
to  myself,  *  Tise  I  old  gentleman,  this  won't  do  ;  dat  air  feller  must  be 
come  up  to,  if  he  does  ride  a  horse.  Now  what  shall  I  do  ?  what  shaU 
I  do  ?  I  can't  keep  pace  wid  this  nag  ;  and  bless  me,  if  I  think  I  can 
wid  his  rider ;  't  won't  do  to  be  nonplushed  this  way.'  And  I  was  think- 
ing some  time,  and  wondering  what  I  should  do  next ;  and  I  looked  up, 
and  den  I  seen  him  ag'in,  still  on  dat  black  nag ;  he  passed  me,  and  he 
said  '  he  wished  me  a  werry  pleasant  time  of  it.'  I  could  n't  help  it, 
but  I  cussed  some,  I  tell  you ;  and  I  shuck  my  finger  at  him  ;  and  J 
hollered  out  to  him  that  I  'd  git  him  yet  afore  de  Devil  would,  and  he 
must  make  a  note  of  that. 

*  Now  you  see,  Mr.  Sheriff  that  last  part  was  the  aggerwatinist  of 
all,  to  wish  me  a  werry  pleasant  time  ;  and  I  wowed  then,  as  my  dan- 
der was  riz,  ef  I  could  get  him  by  any  means,  I  would ;  my  feelin's 
was  hurt ;  and  I  thought  if  he  burrowed,  I  would  burrow  too.  Well, 
I  was  determined,  after  that,  to  catch  him ;  and  I  went  to  work  air- 
nestly ;  I  went  to  his  house,  to  his  stable,  at  day-break,  at  sun-set.  He 
had  gone  out ;  he  had  gone  in ;  I  was  never  in  time ;  I  was  before 
him  ;  I  was  after  him  ;  he  was  in  his  castle,  and  I  was  denied  admit- 
tance, as  all  of  his  servants,  waiters,  and  all,  knowed  me. 

*  Bimeby,  a  thought  struck  me  :  if  it  could  only  be,  thought  L' 

*  What  was  it,  Tise  ? '  By  this  time,  becoming  fairly  interested,  1 
could  not  resist  the  inclination  to  check  the  old  man  in  his  veiy  particu- 
lar and  close  narration  of  every  incident,  and  yet  I  wanted  him  to  close 
it  up  speedily,  so  garrulous  had  he  become.     *  What  was  it,  Tise  ?  ' 

*  Well,  I  begin  to  think,'  continued  he,  '  after  going  a  gccd  many 
limes  'bout  de  house  where  de  man  lived,  dat  if  I  could  on'y  catch  a 
l)oy,  or  a  man,  or  a  woman,  or  any  body,  who  went  for  to  cany  some- 
thing reg'lar  to  the  house,  I  might  succeed.  I  seed  a  butcher-boy,  a 
good  many  times,  go  to  de  door  in  de  basement ;  and  I  tried  to  get  him 
once  to  let  me  carry  in  the  meat  and  marketing,  so  as  to  git  in  the  house  ; 
but  he  talked  shy  at  me,  and  put  his  thumb  and  fingers  to  his  nose  ; 
and  as  he  moved  them  backards  and  forards,  he  said  : 

'  *  Gammon  ain't  what  ux  deals  in  ;  nothin'  but  de  best  of  beef  comes 
from  our  stall.' 

*And  he  shyed  at  me  ag'in.  Well,  I  went  ag'in  at  night ;  and  after 
staying  'bout  an  hour  or  so,  I  seed  a  woman,  a  great  big  tall  woman, 
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going  up  de  stoop  with  a  big  clothes-basket.  '  Hallo ! '  said  I  to  my- 
self, *  here 's  my  chance.*  ,And  I  waited  for  her  to  come  out ;  and  when 
she  did  come,  I  follered  her  a  little  way ;  and  when  I  got  out  of  the 
way  of  bein'  seen,  I  walked  up  to  her,  and  asked  her  if  she  did  wash- 
ing. She  said  yes.  And  I  got  from  her  the  name  and  number  of  de 
street  where  she  lived,  and  told  her  I  might  call  on  her  one  of  dese 
days.  And  den  I  asked  her  if  she  washed  for  de  gentleman  in  de  house 
where  she  come  out  of ;  and  she  told  me  she  did  ;  dat  she  was  in  a  great 
hurry,  and  could  nH  stay  talking  with  me  just  then ;  she  had  some  other 
places  to  call  at ;  and  that  she  would  have  to  stop  ag'in  when  she  came 
back  at  the  gentleman's  for  the  dirty  clothes ;  and  she  said  *  good  bye ' 
to  me,  and  left  mo. 

*After  she  had  left  me,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  knowed  I  had  to  work  sharp 
and  quick,  if  I  intended  to  carry  out  my  plan,  bekase  the  washer- woman 
would  be  back  afore  long  ;  so  that,  without  waitin'  a  minute,  I  run  into 
a  second-hand  clothing-shop,  in  an  avenue  clus  by,  and  I  bought  a 
woman's  hat ;  and  then  I  run  to  a  grocery-store  and  got  a  big  basket ; 
and  I  put  some  things  in  the  basket  and  kiveied  it  up  with  a  red  han- 
kercher ;  and  I  put  on  the  bonnet,  and  with  my  old  black  cloak  on,  I 
think  I  made  somewhat  of  a  figger ;  and  I  was  then  all  ready  to  com- 
mence operations. 

*  So  I  hobbled  up  the  stoop  ;  and  I  ringed  the  bell ;  and  I  stooped  a 
little,  so  as  not  to  appear  too  big  for  the  washer-woman,  though  she 
was  a  large  woman  ;  and  I  cursheyed  to  the  gal  who  opened  the  door 
and  let  me  in  ;  and  widout  my  sayin'  a  word  nor  nothin',  she  told  me 
to  git  along  up  stairs  as  quick  as  I  could ;  she  did  n't  know  me  from  de 
woman  ;  an'  I  went  up  stairs  ;  and  I  did  n't  know  what  to  do  ;  and  I 
was  wonderin'  what  I  should  do  ;  and  when  I  got  to  the  landing  above, 
and  was  thinkin'  what  next,  I  'm  blamed  if  my  customer  hisself  did  n't 
come  out  of  a  room  ;  and  seein'  me,  he  called  me  Nancy  ;  and  he  begin 
for  to  complain  about  his  linen  bein'  not  so  well  done  :  and  then  I  ris  up 
strut,  bekase  my  work  was  near  done ;  and  dropped  my  basket ;  and 
I  pulled  out  ray  paper  and  shook  myself,  and  then  I  handed  it  to  him. 
But  bless  you,  Mr.  Sheriff,  you  oughter  seen  him  then.  I  thought  he  'd 
a  eat  me  up,  he  was  so  put  out ;  and  he  said  sumthin'  about  an  old  man 
who  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  hisself,  going  round  dressin'  hisself  up  as 
aj-lfemale,  imposin'  on  people.  But  I  was  so  happy  I  did  n't  say  nothin' 
to  him,  on'y  dat  de  dignity  of  de  office  mus'  be  kep*  up,  and  we  could  n't 
aflbrd  to  let  sich  rabbits  as  he  was,  burrow  as  much  he  pleases,  out-wit 
old  foxes  ;  and  den  I  left  him,  wishin'  him,  as  he  did  me  once, '  a  weny 
pleasant  time.' 

*  Now  do  n't  you  think,  Mr.  Sheriff,  that  was  worry  good  for  me  ? 
was  n't  it  well  done  ?  * 

*  Very  good,  TisE  I  Better  than  good,'  said  I.  *  It  was  superlative  ; 
nothing  could  be  better.  But  how  did  you  feel  when  you  were  going 
up  stairs  without  any  plan  or  excuse  in  your  head  ?  should  you  be  dis- 
covered, and  your  disguise  penetrated,  what  would  you  have  done  then^ 
ch  ?     Come,  tell  me,  Tise  ! 

*  'Public  justice  I  hem  II     I  don't  know  nothing  better  nor  public: 
justice.'     And  the  old  man  kept  repeating  public  justice,  rabbits,  foiilB^. 
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buxrowings,  cunning,  dignity,  washer- woman,  bonnet,  foxes,  baskets,  gig- 
gling and  laughing  the  while,  and  between  the  exclamations  smoothmg, 
and  rubbing,  and  playing,  and  feeling  his  cheeks  and  mouth,  evidently 
coaxing  himself  into  the  luxury  of  fancying  himself  the  chief  of  spot- 
ters, the  best  at  the  game  of  burrowing. 

*  Now,  TiSE,  as  you  've  got  through  this  little  interruption  of  the 
incident  of  the  half-eagles  and  spectacles,  let  me  hear  about  the  service 
of  the  paper  you  had  against  old  Mr.  Greenhope ;  and  let  it  be  very 
short,  for  I  want  you  to  accompany  me  on  an  expedition  of  a  very  dif- 
ficult character,  which  is  now  in  process  of  preparation  by  the  attorney, 
in  which  all  your  natural  and  acquired  faculties  of  archness  and  per- 
ception will  be  called  into  requisition.  You  will  be  ready  to  go  with 
me,  won't  you  ?  * 

*  Go !  bless  you,  yes !  any  time,  and  all  times ;  you  know,  Mr. 
Sheriff,  I  never  refuse  you.  But  what  is  this  business  \  what  is  de 
writ?' 

'Ne  exeat  I '  I  replied,  solemnly. 

*  No  exeout !  *  echoed  he,  sententiously  and  gloomily. 

*  Now  about  the  spectacles,  Tise.' 

*  Yes.  'bout  de  spectacles.  Well,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  took  de  writ  firom 
Mr.  Wilton  ;  and  I  on'y  had  a  little  way  to  go,  jist  behind  de  big  stores 
on  de  comer  of  Broadway  and  Rector-street ;  and  I  went  along,  and  I 
come  up  to  de  house  where  Mr.  Greenhope  lived  ;  and  I  got  on  de  stoop  ; 
and  I  heerd  de  blinds  in  de  windows  of  the  second-story  of  his  house  go 
flipper-flopper,  as  if  some  body  was  looking  out  to  see  who  it  was  as 
had  come  on  de  stoop ;  and  I  looked  up,  and  it  was  an  old  man ;  he 
was  looking  troo  de  blinds  at  me,  right  above  my  head  ;  and  1  spcct  he 
got  partickler  anxious ;  and  all  at  oust  I  feel  something  strike  my  hat 
and  bounce  off,  and  den  it  fell  on  de  pavement ;  and  1  picked  it  up,  and 
it  was  a  pair  of  goold  spectacles ;  and  den  I  felt  good ;  and  1  run  up 
on  de  stoop  ag'in  ;  and  I  pulled  de  bell  good  and  stroi^,  for  den  I  knowed 
1  had  it  all  right,  and  that  the  old  man  was  mine.* 

*  That  was  a  capital  hit,  Tise.* 

*  Well,  it  was,  Mr.  Sheriff;  that  is,  it  was  a  hit  on  my  caputs  as  de 
lawyers  say,  and  that  means  a  capital  hit.*  And  the  old  fellow  screamed 
out ji  ha :  ha  !  ha !  at  his  capital  hit. 

*- '  Well,  den,  de  door  was  opened  on'y  a  little,  'bout  six  inches,  or  so ; 
and  I  heord  a  clankin'  of  chains ;  and  1  *m  blessed  if  dere  was  n't  a  chain 
fastened  on  de  inside  of  de  door-post  and  de  inside  of  de  door  ;  and  den 
I  knowed  about  de  chain-game  ;  and  de  door  could  n't  be  opened  any 
furder  ;  and  a  woman  stuck  her  face  troo  de  openin* ;  and  she  looked 
awful  savage  at  me  ;  and  she  wanted  to  know  my  business ;  and  then  I 
put  on  the  innocentest  look  I  could,  and  told  her  I  was  passing  by  de 
house,  and  de  old  gentleman  up  stairs  dropt  his  spectacles  out  of  de 
window,  and  dat  it  was  fortunate  I  was  so  near  to  pick  them  up  ;  and 
if  she  would  on*y  allow  me  to  hand  de  specs  to  de  old  gentleman  his- 
self,  I  would  be  so  happy.* 

*  You  old ,*  interrupted  I,  at  which  he  started  ;  and  I  hesitated. 

No !  I  could  not  apply  any  opprobrious  or  censorious  epithet  to  my  old 
asBifitant ;  and  I  lapsed  down  into  a  complimentary  allusion  to  his  po- 
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liteneas.     *  You  are  the  soul  and  body  of  politeness.     Of  course  the  lady 
let  you  in  at  once  ?  * 

*  Not  zactly  right  away ;  she  looked  at  me  pooty  tight,  and  werry 
partickler  ;  and  den  she  asked  me  to  gin  her  the  specs,  and  she  would 
take  them  to  Mr.  Greenhope.' 

*  But  you  did  n't  do  it  ?  * 

*  No  I  no !  she  might  keep  me  and  other  folks  out  by  the  chain,  but 
I  knowed  that  I  had  that  in  me  that  would  loosen  de  chain.  Why,  you 
know,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  allers  look  like  an  innocent  child  ;  no  body  would 
think  any  wrong  of  me ;  and  then  I  asked  her  ag'in  if  she  would  allow 
me  de  pleasure  of  presenting  the  specs  to  Mr.  Greenhope  hisself. 

*  Well,  she  opened  de  door  at  last,  with  a  good  deal  of  reluctance, 
and  down  come  de  chain,  and  in  I  went ;  and  when  1  got  in,  I  seed  de  ole 
gentleman  standin'  on  de  first  landin'  of  de  stairs,  on  de  fust  flight ;  and 
I  went  up  and  told  him  it  was  werry  lucky  dat  I  happened  to  pick  dem 
up ;  and  I  give  him  the  spectacles,  and  he  thanked  me  a  good  deal ; 
and  then  I  took  the  paper  out  of  my  pocket  and  handed  it  to  him  ;  and 
I  told  him  ag'in  that  it  was  werry  lucky  I  found  his  specs,  as  he  couldn't 
see  to  read  de  paper  widout  'em,  '  onless,'  and  I  said  onless  werry  loud ; 
*  this  here  lady,*  and  his  wife,  the  woman  of  the  chain-game,  come  up 
then,  '  could  read  it  for  him.' 

*  What  did  she  say  to  that  hit  you  gave  her,  Tise  ?  *  said  I. 

*  Oh !  nothin'  out  of  de  way  werry  hash  ;  she  said  I  was  an  old  sin- 
ner, and  de  like  ;  and  she  did  n't  suspect  my  innercent  looks,  and  so  on ; 
yet  she  looked  more'n  she  said.' 

*  That  was  a  lucky  incident,  Tise,  of  your  finding  the  spectacles ;  it 
procured  your  admission  into  the  house,'  said  I  to  him. 

*  Yes !  yes ! !  it  was  lucky,*  replied  he,  drawlingly ;  *  but  dat  did  n't 
do  it.* 

*  Well,  what  was  it,  then  ? '  I  asked. 

*  My  purliteness,'  said  he,  gravely,  and  making  a  very  graceful  bow, 
with  his  hand  placed  across  his  breast.  '  Yes !  yes !  my  purliteness  done 
de  business ;  *  and  he  smirked  archly.  *  She  couldn't  resist  me ;  1  knew 
I  was  captiwatin'  then,  werry  captiwatin'.' 

*  Yes,  Tise,*  said  I,  *  I  know  you  were  on  a  captivating  expedition 
just  then.* 

And  theu  old  Tise  rumbled  out  a  vigorous  ha !  ha !  ha !  he !  he !  he ! 
hi  I  hi !  hi !  and  ending  with  a  slight  reference  that,  in  that  respect,  I 
was  frequently  in  the  same  boat  with  him. 

'And  dat  *s  de  way  'bout  the  spectacles  and  the  half-eagles ;  but  gra- 
cious me,  Mr.  Sherift  was  n't  dat  a  lucky  hit  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  it  was ;  and  I  suppose  Mr.  Wilton  thought  it  was  very  surprising, 
didn't  he?* 

*  To  be  sure  he  did  ;  and  more  *n  *at,  he  told  me  it  was  n't  more  'n 
three  or  four  hours  after  he  give  the  paper  to  me,  his  client  had  got  all 
her  money  ;  and  I  got  two  half-eagles  for  that  job,  and  plenty  compli- 
ments, too.' 

'And  you  deserved  all  you  got,  my  old  friend  ;  and  I  am  always  re- 
joiced to  see  and  hear  that  aptness,  such  as  yours,  is  well  rewarded.  But 
now,  Tcse,  as  I  have  my  own  business  to  attend  to,  and  that  which,  at 


154  Tranacripts,  [February, 

present,  engrosses  all  my  thoughts,  let  us  forget,  for  the  time,  your 
achievements,  and  proceed  on  our  voyage  of  observation  with  my  writ 
of  *  ne  exeat ;  *  and  mayhap  you  may  figure  more  extensively  than  ever. 
But  if  you  fail  to  observe  my  directions  to  the  letter  in  this  matter, 
doubtless  the  whole  thing  will  end  in  a  manner  not  very  agreeable  to 
me,  I  assure  you.'  And  for  the  purpose  of  reassuring  the  old  man,  I 
said,  *  I  expected  nothing  but  a  favorable  turn,  so  far  as  such  things  could 
be  termed  favorable ;  *  What 's  my  meat  is  another's  poison  ;  *  *  and 
recounted  to  him  that  I  had  a  writ  of  *  Tte  exeat  repuHica  *  against  John 
Stopford,  who,  it  was  intimated,  had  received  from  Government  an  ap- 
pointment of  Consul  for  one  of  the  Carribbean  islands,  and  who  was 
then  busily  engaged  in  preparing  for  his  departure ;  but  that  the  writ, 
if  it  struck  him,  would  prevent  that  *  consummation  devoutly  to  be 
wished,'  an  entire  exemption  or  freedom  from  arrest,  by  being  beyond 
the  reach  of  his  creditors. 

*  Stopford,'  said  Thison,  meditating  ;  *  'pears  to  me  I  heerd  of  hiiD 
afore.  Stopford  —  who  is  he,  Mr.  Sheriff?  ain't  he  one  of  the  twin- 
brothers  ?     I  think  I  got  it.' 

*  Yes,  my  old  friend,  he  is  one  of  the  twin-brothers,  and  therein  con- 
sists the  difficulty  ;  you  know  they  resemble  each  other  sc  closely  that 
one  is  not  distinguishable  from  the  other :  their  dress,  their  actions,  their 
manners,  speech,  in  fact,  their  toute  ensemble —  and  I  am  at  a  loss  how 
to  proceed  ;  I  might,  and  I  might  not  arrest  John  ;  and  then  in  case  I  ar- 
rested the  wrong  one,  how  can  I  be  assured  that  I  have  not  got  the  right 
one,  the  veritable  John  ?     Full  of  difficulties,  can 't  you  perceive  ? ' 

*  Oh  yes,  I  perceive  :  I  kin  see  as  clear  as  though  my  eyes  was  fifty 
year  younger  than  they  am  :  I  can  manage  dat  part  of  it,  on'y  you 
leave  it  to  me.  But  dere  's  something  'bout  it  I  can 't  see  so  very  clear. 
'Spose,  Mr.  Sheriff^  you  find  dem  both  together  when  you  go  after  John ! 
den  I  'm  blamed  if  we  ain't  gone,  for  you  won't  know  John  from  Wil- 
liam, nor  the  t'other  from  John  ;  an'  if  you  should  ask  for  John,  nary 
one  of  'em  would  answer,  bekase  they  both  would  know,  if  you  asked 
for  either,  dat  John  was  wanted.  Now  we  must  work  together,  and  this 
is  my  plan  :  I  '11  scoot  roun'  and  play  shy,  keeping,  of  course,  my  eyes 
wide  open  to  see  if  I  kin  find  them  ;  I  won't  say  nothing,  nor  do  nothing, 
but  keep  a  good  look-out.  I  know  where  they  drop  in  ;  and  if  I  should 
find  any  one  of  'em  alone,  you  must  be  at  some  partickler  place  clus 
by,  where  I  kin  find  you  easy,  so  as  to  git  him  nice  and  sure.  How  do 
you  like  it  ?  —  ain't  it  a  good  plan  ? ' 

I  assented  at  once  to  the  plan  of  operations  laid  out  by  so  experienced 
a  hand ;  and  I  bade  him,  without  delay,  proceed  to  carry  his  plan 
into  effect,  giving  him  notice  at  what  place  I  would  be  found ;  and  at 
the  same  time  I  enjoined  him  to  a  strict  performance,  on  his  part,  of 
the  detail  of  attack  and  final  capture. 

We  parted  ;  and  scarce  an  hour  had  passed  —  the  time  passing  wearily 
and  heavily  with  me,  for  I  must  admit  my  mind  was  so  intent  in  thi 
affair,  lest  my  assistant  should  fail,  that  time  and  circumstances  wore 
on  most  heavily,  lazily,  languidly  :  I  was,  nevertheless,  watching  eagerly 
for  a  signal  from  Thison,  and  busily  observing  the  hand  of  old  Time  on 
the  dial  of  the  clock  of  St.  Paul's  as  he  moved  on  steadily,  surely. 
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slowly,  and  as  it  would  only  appear  to  move  to  one  watching  for  the 
end  ;  yet  the  end  did  come,  and  with  it  Old  Tise,  (not  old  Time,)  who 
appeared  all  a-glow  with  success  on  his  hrow,  written  with  as  sure  a 
hand  as  Nature  could  impress  ;  and  the  old  man  said,  in  a  slow,  solemn 
manner : 

*  Come !  come !  —  all  right !  —  come  I  * 

I  accompanied  him ;  and  as  we  went,  Tise  informed  me  of  what  had 
transpired  since  I  last  parted  with  him. 

*  I  started,*  said  he,  *  fust  to  a  drinkin'-shop,  where  the  hrothers  is 
generally  'hout  from  'leven  to  twelve  o'clock  ;  but  they  was  n't  there ; 
then  I  went  to  the  comer  of  Wall  and  Nassau-street,  and  shyed  about, 
thinkin'  I  might  meet  'em  there  ;  then  ag'in  I  went  —  run  —  down  to 
the  Exchange ;  and  they  was  n't  there,  nuther ;  and  then  I  felt  as 
though  I  would  n't  see  'em  at  all ;  and  I  felt  ugly,  bekase  I  thought  I 
should  n't  see  'em  at  all ;  and  then  thinkin'  'bout  the  confectioner's  shop 
in  Broadway,  just  below  Cedar-street,  where  so  many  gentlemen  go  to 
get  their  'leven  o'clocker,  may  be  dey  might  be  there ;  I  posted  dat 
way  ;  and  afore  I  got  there,  bless  you,  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  seed  'em  comin'.* 

*  Both  of  them  ? '  said  I,  interrupting  him. 

*  Yes,  Mr.  Sheriff,  both  ;  and  den  says  I  to  myself,  dat 's  onlucky ;  but 
howsomever,  I  said  nothing,  and  let  'em  pass  ;  and  den,  ag'in,  I  did  n't 
know  nothin' ;  and  I  follered  'era,  but  I  was  n't  clus  by,  on'y  I  was 
there  ;  and  dey  went  fust  to  one  place  and  den  to  another  place  ;  and  I 
kep  my  eyes  on  'em  all  de  time  ;  and  one  of  'em  left ;  and  I  den  begin 
for  to  feel  good ;  and  den  I  wanted  to  see  you,  Mr.  Sheriff,  for  I  did  n't 
know  which  one  to  go  after  ;  but  says  I  to  myself,  I  can 't  foller  both, 
and  ary  one  of  'era  will  do ;  so  I  kep  on  de  track  of  one  ;  and  I  went 
after  him ;  and  I  follered  on ;  and  he  stopped ;  and  den  he  went  on 
ag'in ;  and  den  he  stopped  once  more  ;  and  he  talked  a  little  while  with 
some  one  he  met ;  and  he  pushed  on  ;  and  bimeby  he  went  in  a  house 
where  there  is  lots  of  offices ;  and  I  follered  him  werry  near  then,  but 
he  did  n't  know  nothin'  'bout  it ;  and  he  went  in  the  back  office  on  de 
fust  floor,  and  I  guess  he 's  in  there  now.' 

By  this  time,  we  had  reached  the  place  where  I  had  hoped  Tise  had 
caged  the  bird  ;  and  so  thinking,  we  opened  the  door,  and,  true  enough, 
one  of  the  twins  was  there,  but  which  one,  and  whether  he  was  the 
one  I  wanted,  I  could  not  tell.  But  Tise,  on  whom  I  relied  in  this 
vexatious  emergency,  solved  the  problem  at  once  by  going  up  to  him, 
and  announcing,  in  his  peculiar  manner,  that  *  he  had  a  writ  for  his 
arrest.' 

*  My  arrest !  arrest  me  !  what  for  ?  *  said  he,  in  amazement.  *  You 
must  be  mistaken.  Sir ! ' 

*Ain't  mistaken,  Sir,'  replied  TrasoN.  *  Your  name  is  William  Stop- 
ford  ;  and  I  guess  I  got  a  writ  ag'in  you  —  ain't  mistaken.  Sir.' 

*  But  you  are  mistaken,  Sir.  You  say  you  have  a  writ  against  William 
Stopford  ? ' 

*  Yes,  Sir !  *  and  he  mumbled  out  *  sir,'  that  I  thought  I  never  should 
hear  the  end  of  it.     *  Yes,  Sir !  ag'in  William  Stopford.' 

*  Well,  then,  my  ancient  Theban,'  replied  Stopford,  with  a  great  deal 
of  assurance,  '  If  you  have  got  a  writ  against  William  Stopford,  all  I 
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have  to  say  is,  that  I  am  not  he  ;  and  you  will  have  to  go  a  little  far- 
ther to  find  him,  for  I  am  not  William  Stopford ;  so  you  see  you  or^ 
mistaken.' 

*  Well,  I  might  be,  but  I  guess  I  ain't,'  retorted  Tise  ;  '  let 's  see  : ' 
and  he  drew  the  writ  from  his  pocket,  quietly  put  on  his  spectacles, 
looked  at  the  writ  with  all  the  seriousness  usual  in  his  composition  when 
about  a  work  of  this  character ;  looked  at  me,  and  then  at  Stopford ; 
and  then  he  seemed  pleased,  and  gayly  observed  to  Stopford  *  that 
't  was  n't  often  he  was  mistaken,  but  he  was  in  this  case.'  And  then 
addressing  me,  he  said  : 

'  Mr.  Sheriff,  I  'm  blamed  if  I  ain't  mistaken.  I  thought  all  the  time 
I  had  a  Mrrit  ag'in  WilHam  Stopford  ;  but  it 's  John  I  want,  and  not 
William.  Why,  how  in  nature  could  I  be  so  mistaken  ?  Yes,  yes ;  I 
want  John,  and  not  William.  Bless  my  soul !  bless  my  soul  I  I  believe 
I'm  gittin' old ! ' 

'  Let  me  see  your  writ ! '  cried  Stopford,  in  horror ;  '  let  me  see  it ! 
perhaps '  —  and  there  was  a  very  weak  hope  in  that  *  perhaps '  —  *  you 
may  be  mistaken  again.' 

'  I  can't  be  mistaken  twice,'  replied  TmsoN,  *  where  there  be  wi'y 
two  people  consamed ;  once  is  enough ;  but  it 's  excusable  in  me  now ; 
I'm  gittin'  old.'     And  he  handed  the  writ  to  him. 

Stopford  looked  at  it :  read  it ;  re-read ;  examined  it  thoroughly ;  and 
then,  being  satisfied  that  it  was  all  right  in  fact,  but  wrong  to  him, 
intimated  to  Thison  '  that  he  would  at  once  furnish  the  required  secu- 
rity as  soon  as  his  brother,  whom  he  momently  expected,  came  in.' 

At  this  announcement,  I  feared  that  all  the  difficulties  I  had  conjured 
up  in  my  mind,  and  which,  of  necessity,  by  the  brothers  being  brought 
t(^ether,  must  exist,  so  closely  did  they  resemble,  '  the  one  so  like  the 
other  as  could  not  be  distinguished  but  by  names,'  that  I  should  most 
likely  then  meet  with  my  greatest  extreme  in  keeping  them  distin- 
guished ;  and  in  this  great  extremity  I  called  upon  my  assistant  to  ad- 
vise me. 

*  Never  you  mind,  Mr.  Sheriff,'  said  he,  with  the  ofi^hand  manner 
usual  to  him  when  perplexities,  doubts,  and  troubles,  had  all  been  mas- 
tered by  him  ;  '  leave  that  to  me  ;  I  'm  all  right ;  I  '11  keep  posted ; 
now  I  tell  you,  never  you  mind  :  I  ve  got  him  right,  and  I  '11  have  him 
righter  bimeby.' 

*  But,  Tise,'  observed  I,  '  you  know  they  are  dressed  alike  in  every 
particular,  even  their  white  pants,  shoes,  and  coat,  and  hat ;  ay,  the 
hat  with  the  crape-band  on  each.  Tise  '  —  and  I  spoke  to  him  with 
some  alarm  ;  '  should  they  desire,  when  the  other  brother  comes,  to  re- 
tire in  a  room  to  confer  together  privately,  when  they  come  out  again, 
you  cannot  tell  which  is  your  prisoner.  Have  you  thought  of  that,  and 
of  the  uncertainty  of  finding  your  man  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  I  have  ;  but  I  '11  fix  it ;  you  kin  'pend  on  me,*  he  answered ; 
and  I  was  somewhat  relieved  when  the  old  man  announced  to  me,  in 
so  detennined  a  manner,  that  he  would  *  fix  it,'  and  I  might '  depend 
on  him.' 

Stopford  —  John,  I  mean  —  came  toward  me,  and  observed  '  that  his 
brother  was  expected  every  minute,  and  he  hoped  that  I  would  extend  a 
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little  courtesy  to  him  by  waiting ;  and  he  doubted  not  that  the  business 
would  be  arranged  speedily  and  satisfactorily  to  me  in  the  way  of  sure- 
ties. But,  Sheriff,  your  old  friend  here,  Mr.  Thison,  does  n't  make  such 
mistakes  as  in  my  case  frequently,  does  he  ?  * —  and  I  thought  there  was 
a  bitter  sneer  in  his  manner. 

*  Mr.  Stopford,'  I  replied,  *  such  mistakes  are  sometimes  very  neces- 
sary, as  in  this  matter,  for  example  :  but,  coming  directly  to  your  ques- 
tion, he  does  very  frequently  make  such  mistakes,  and  takes,  too,  under 
them :  he  very  rarely  misses  his  man  and  his  object ;  he  has  a  keen 
perception,  also,  as  you  have  already  witnessed.' 

At  this  point  of  our  conversation,  the  other  brother,  William,  came 
in,  and,  seeing  Thison  and  myself,  concluded  there  was  *  something  out,* 
and  addressed  John  with  the  question  : 

'  Who  is  the  plaintiff,  and  what  amount  of  bail  is  required  ? ' 

*  Will  you  allow  me,  Mr.  Sheriff,'  said  John  to  me,  '  to  have  a  few 
minutes'  private  conversation  with  my  brother  ?  We  will  retire  in  this 
room  adjoining  for  a  few  minutes.' 

The  question  thus  frankly  put,  was  about  being  answered  in  the  nega- 
tive by  me,  as  that  was  a  state  of  things  I  desired  most  to  avoid,  because 
of  my  inability  to  distinguish  my  prisoner  :  and  I  was  about  answering 
it  in  as  delicate  a  denial  as  I  could  give,  when  I  observed  Thison  mak- 
ing all  sorts  of  motions  with  his  head  and  hands  ',  and  he,  fearing,  doubt- 
less, that  I  was  going  to  grant  the  request,  interposed  his  objections 
until  the  bail-bond  was  signed ;  and  he  begged  me,  in  a  whisper,  to  make 
out  the  bond,  and  he  would  let  me  '  know,  bimeby,  the  reason  why  he 
insisted  on  this  being  executed  at  once.' 

At  Thison's  suggestion,  though  I  could  not  tell  what  was  passing  in 
the  old  man's  mind,  I  sat  down,  and  prepared  the  bond ;  that  con- 
cluded, I  intimated  to  my  prisoner,  that  all  was  ready,  and  he  had 
better  sign  at  once,  particularly,  as  it  was  a  darling  object  of  my  assist- 
ant, and  I  rarely  crossed  him  in  any  thing. 

*  Yes,  Sir ! '  said  he,  seating  himself  alongside  of  the  table  at  which 
I  sat ;  and  I  handed  to  him  my  pen,  and  he  wrote  his  name,  in  a  bold, 
dashing  hand. 

*  Perhaps,*  he  continued,  *  my  ancient  Theban,  here,  would  like  to 
witness  the  bond.     How  is  it,  would  you  ? ' 

*  I  'm  goin'  to  do  dat,'  said  Thison  ;  '  and  he  moved  toward  me,  and 
I  vacated  my  chair,  and  gave  it  to  him. 

*  Thank  'ee,  Mr.  Sheriff;  much  obliged.  I  'm  gittin'  old.  Oh  !  oh  ! 
that  rheumatiz,  how  it  bothers  me  ! '  and  Tise  took  the  pen,  and  dipped 
it  in  the  ink-stand,  and  he  tried  to  write  his  name  :  he  could  n't ;  some- 
thing was  the  matter  with  the  pen  ;  no,  it  was  the  ink ;  it  was  too 
thick.  He  tried  it  again  ;  a  hair  had  '  got  on  depint.'  He  picked  it  off: 
he  guessed  it  was  right  now,  and  he  dipped  it  in  the  ink  again ;  he 
could  n't  write  with  sich  a  pen  —  and  he  dipped  it  in  the  ink  again  ; 
and  then  he  tried  to  write  again ;  and  then  he  thought  he  had  too 
much  ink  in  his  pen  ;  and  he  held  the  bond  pressed  with  the  left  hand, 
as  it  lay  on  the  table,  and  seemed  intensely  interested  in  reading  its 
contents,  and  the  pen  still  in  his  right  hand.     He  tried  again,  and  he 
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found  he  had  his  pen  too  highly  charged,  so  giving  it  a  double  motion 
downwards,  and  a  repeater,  and  still  another 

*  Why,  why  I  what  the  devil  are  you  about  ?  '  cried  John  Stopford  ; 
•  what  do  you  mean,  eh  ?  what  the  devil  are  you  about  ? ' 

TiSE,  thus  interrupted  in  so  abrupt  a  manner,  afiected  entire  inno- 
cence of  what  was  charged  upon  him. 

*  You  blasted  old  heathen  !  look  at  my  white  pantaloons  !  See  what 
you  have  done  !  You  have  shaken  all  the  ink  out  of  your  pen  on  my 
pantaloons !     What  do  you  mean,  eh  ?     You  blasted  old  heathen ! ' 

'  Did  n't  mean  to  do  it.  I  ask  your  pardon.  Sir.  You  see,  Sir,  I 
was  n't  thinking  of  any  thing  but  the  bond  ;  and  I  hope  you'll  excuse 
me!' 

And  1  looked,  and  beheld  the  blackness  of  darkness  on  the  white 
trowsers ;  and  great  was  the  area  of  the  dark  spot  the  old  gentleman 
had  cast  on  John  Stopford's  pantaloons. 

*  Sheriff','  observed  Stopford,  *  I  will  procure  bail  immediately.  I 
do  n't  like  this  black  business.  1  have  sent  my  brother,  and  he  ^wHH  be 
here  with  good  and  sufRcient  bail  in  a  few  minutes.  I  am  exceedingly 
anxious  to  get  rid  of  the  company  of  that  old  friend  of  yours  as  soon  as 
I  can  :  blast  him  I  —  ink-spot ! ' 

Thison,  although  I  could  scarcely  keep  my  gravity  —  I  was  satisfied, 
had  done  this  thing  intentionally  —  put  on  the  b^  face  he  possibly 
could,  and  took  the  denunciations  of  Stopford  very  coolly  ;  and,  coming 
up  to  me,  he  whispered :  *  Did  n't  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Sheriff*,  I  *d  make  him 
fighter  bimeby  ?  and  I  spotted  him  fust-rate.  Now,  let  de  twins  git 
mixed  up,  so  dat  an  old  man  can't  tell  'em  apart !  '  Old  Teban !  old 
Heathen  ! '  eh  ?     I  '11  let  him  know  he  ain't  going  to  come  any  of  his 

James  of  hit  and  miss  with  me.     No  !  no  !  no !  he  *s  spotted  for  all 
ay,  any  how  ;  and  dat 's  what  I  call  spottin'  a  gentleman  I     He  !  he ! 
he! '  and  he  smothered  his  laugh,  lest  Stopford  should  hear  him. 

The  8ureties  soon  ailer  appeared  ;  and,  having  executed  the  bond,  I 
took  my  departure  with  *  Old  Tise,'  and  we  left  the  twins  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  that  sort  of  feeling  consequent  upon  an  attempt  to  foil  an  c^- 
ffcer  of  the  law,  '  by  getting  themselves  mixed  up,'  as  Tise  said ;  and 
to  the  contemplation  of  his  system  of  spotting  a  gentleman. 


M7       SWEET      LITTLE      HINNIE. 


*  Mr  sweet  little  hinnie, 

My  bonnie  wee  doo, 
What  sets  rne  a  dreamin' 
An'  thinkin'  o'  you? 

*  The  sly  pawkie  archer 

Has'wounded  my  heart, 

And  nane  but  you,  Mary, 

Can  pluck  out  the  dart.' 

'  Gif  that  be  sae,  Johnie, 

I  '11  pluck  out  the  diirt; 
An'  1  '11  ffie  up  myscl' 
To  heal  up  your  heart. 


*  1  *11  be  your  leal  wifie, 
E'en  snd  I  repent; 
So  aff  to  my  mmnie 
An'  get  her  consent' 

*  I  '11  off,  my  wee  dautie ; 

Ac  kiss  ere  I  gang; 
The  lift  it  is  starry ; 
The  road  is  na  luig 

'  I  '11  soon  be  back,  lassie : 

liove's  wings  quickly  flee ; 
Then,  then  I  shall  never 
Part,  Maby,  frae  thee ! 

Javk*    Li««» 
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LAYS      OF       QUAKERDOM. 

VISIT    OF    MART    PI8HBR    TO     THE    saLTA-N    MOHAMMED      IV. 

AT       ASRIAMOPX.B,        16S8. 


It  was  Summer.    Vapors  golden 

Croviming  all  the  regal  hills, 
Hung  like  snowy  veils  of  vestals 

Swaying  o'er  the  singing  rills, 
And  along  tlie  Orient  glowing 

Drew  their  rosy  curtaining 
Backward  from  the  sun,  advancing 

To  his  Empire  like  a  King. 
On  the  hill-side  lay  the  cattle 

Stretching  in  the  golden  glow, 
As  it  passed  to  wake  the  sleepers 

In  the  quiet  vale  below. 
Measured  as  the  march  of  armies, 

Filed  the  shadows  o'er  the  grain 
Bent  beneath  the  spectral  columns ; 

Trooping  in  an  endless  train. 
Stately  stood  the  trees,  displaymg 

Pearls  upon  their  leafy  stems ; 
At  the  zephyrs'  soft  impleading, 

Flingmg  down  their  diadems 
To  the  humble  grass  beneath  them 

In  an  ample  wealth  of  gems. 
All  the  air  was  tilled  with  fragrance, 

Breathing  through  the  voice  of  song; 
Forth  from  hill,  and  stream,  and  woodland 

Rolled  the  morning  hymn  along. 


ir. 


In  the  country,  calm  and  holy, 

When  the  Summer-day^  were  come. 
With  his  household  sat  the  Quaker 

In  their  old  paternal  home; 
Where  the  earth  his  fathers  nourished 

Long  upon  her  bounteous  breast. 
When  their  simple  lives  wore  ended 

Held  them  in  unbroken  rest; 
Where  primeval  trees  the  ho7iestoad 

In  their  vast  embraces  fold ; 
And  within  their  solid  fibres 

Annals  of  the  agjs  hold ; 
Ever  to  the  life  around  tliera 

By  the  leafy  minstrels  told. 
Bending  now,  in  8tat3ly  gossip, 

With  the  wandering  Sununer-breeze: 


Now  in  nobler  strains  relating 

Stories  of  the  centuries ; 
Now,  like  orators,  declaiming, 

Swaying  into  awftal  form ; 
Toss  their  arms  and  lift  their  voices 

O'er  the  tumult  of  the  storm ; 
All  the  day  their  lore  repeating 

In  the  heedless  ear  of  strife ; 
All  the  night  the  calm  stars  listen 

To  their  minstrelsy  of  hfe. 
III. 

To  the  lindens  o'er  the  threshold, 

On  a  glorious  Summer-day, 
Came  the  merry  children  bounding 

Fresh  and  blooming  from  their  play ; 
Groupuig  round  to  hear  their  father 

Tell  another  Quaker  Lay ; 
Tell  them  how  brave  Mary  Fisheh 

To  the  Sultan  bore  her  word; 
How  the  noble  Turk  received  her 

And  her  Message  from  the  Lord. 
Low-voiced,  from  subdued  emotion, 

Ballad-like,  the  tale  began ; 
Sweetly  in  the  Summer  stillness 

Thus  the  simple  story  ran : 

IV. 

The  Sultan  Mahmoud  lay  encamped 

Within  his  guarded  hold ; 
Full  fifty  thousand  men  of  war 

Were  with  their  leader  bold. 
Full  fifty  thousands  cimetars 

Flashed  in  the  waning  light, 
And  the  brave  Moslem'  only  inounied 

Their  weapons  were  so  bright. 
Flung  out  above  the  royal  ciinip 

'MoHAMMEi/s  Hag  revealed 
The  siiining  crescent's  silver  rim 

Within  its  Siicred  field. 
Stretched  in  the  opening  of  his  tent 

The  mighty  Chief  reclined ; 
High  purposes  and  vast  designs 

Revolving  in  liis  mind. 
The  shadow  of  tlie  lofty  thought 

Fell  slowly  o'er  his  face. 
And  softened,  in  its  noble  lines. 

The  fierceness  of  his  race. 


1  TiiR  Mcrei  flas;  of  Mouammbo  Is  only  dbplayed  when  thu  Sultan  takes  the  field,  or  In  oasos  dt 
great  nallonal  emergency. 
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On  CGBtly  tapestries  of  the  East 

His  royal  person  laid ; 
And  gleamed  amid  the  Tjrrian  dyes 

His  keen  Damascus  blade. 
The  ample  turban  round  hia  brow 

Leaned  on  his  swarthy  hand ; 
While  his  unconscious  fingers  plucked 

The  jewels  from  the  band. 
His  eye  was  resting  on  the  flag 

As  in  its  sliade  he  lay, 
Pondering  on  IslarrCa  vast  renown 

And  wide-extended  sway. 

V. 

For  then  the  Crescent's  shining  arch 

Flamed  in  the  tropic  sun. 
And  flashed  where,  up  far  Arctic  nights, 

The  northern  streamers  run. 
From  distant  Asia's  peopled  plains 

And  mountain-steppes,  a&r, 
Vast  hordes  of  fierce  believers  came 

To  Islam's  holy  war.^ 
And  the  Great  Vizier  Kirpum 

Was  marching  to  his  liege, 
Triumphant  with  the  tropliies  won 

At  Candia's  bloody  siege.* 
The  annies  of  the  Faithful  held 

Their  undisputed  way. 
And  the  mute  nations  paled  before 

The  Moslem's  dread  array.* 

VI 

The  Sultan  dreamed  of  boundless  power. 

To  wield  his  conquering  sword, 
And  make  the  unbeUevers  own 

The  Prophet  of  Oie  Lord; 
To  fling  the  banner  of  his  Faith 

O'er  Jslniti's  ancient  reign, 
Above  tlie  valleys  of  Castile, 

The  ni<»untiiin-heights  of  Spain. 
In  the  jireat  Temple  of  the  Croes^ 

Murslial  his  Moslem  force, 
And  make  its  sacred  fane  at  Rome* 

A  stable  for  his  liorso !" 
The  symbol  of  hia  perfect  power. 

On  Jblain's  flag  unfurled, 


Behold  the  crescent,  round,  and  rise^ 
Full-orbed,  upon  the  world  I 

vn. 

As  thus  he  lay,  an  Aga^    came^ 

With  many  a  low  salam : 
*What  wouldst  thou  now?'  the  Sultan 
said. 

In  accent  deep  and  calm ; 
*  Shadow  of  God  :  without  the  camp 

A  Christian  waits,  abhorred. 
Who  bringeth  fit)m  her  English  home 

*A  Message  from  ihe  Lor€U 
They  drove  her  thrice  beyond  the  lines  { 

Boldly  again  she  came, 
Demanding  audience  calm  and  high, 

In  Allah's  holy  name. 
'A  woman,  saidst  thou? '  Mahmoud  tosc^ 

Still  leaning  on  his  hand : 
'A  woman,  seeking  Islam's  shrine 

From  her  own  Christian  land?' 

'  Most  mighty  Sultan,  one  who  would 

Your  royal  harem  grace : 
Rich  in  the  sweetness  of  her  sex, 

Tlie  beauty  of  her  race; 
But  not  to  Mecca's  holy  slirine 

Her  pilgrim  foot-steps  came: 
To  preach  tlie  glory  of  the  Cross 

In  her  own  Prophet's  name ; 
^^Not  at  the  evening  Namas  bowed 

Her  unbelieving  head.' 

*And  came  she  to  the  camp  alone? ' 

*Alone ! '  the  Aga  said. 

Thus  saith  the  infidel :  'Arrived 

^'At  Smjrrna  by  the  sea; 
Captive  they  sent  her  from  the  strand; 

At  Venice  set  her  free. 
From  thence  on  foot>  two  hundred  league^ 

Alone  by  night  and  day, 
Her  journey  through  a  war-like  land 

A  weary  distance  lay.     ' 
(Our  boldest   ^*Spahis  could  not  ride 

Safely  along  that  way.) 


a&9  KiRPUu.  the  Grand  Vizier  of  Moiiammkd  IV.,  wa»  a  man  of  great  ability,  to  whom  the  Snltan 
entnisteil  tlip  Mcsre  of  (.'andia,  with  a  command  that  no  ono  of  that  army  should  appear  alive  In  bis 
pre«(ence  un;il  C'an<lia  should  be  taken.  The  f4ege  liad  lasted  twenty-two  years,  and  coeit  the  Turks 
one  hundred  thou.^tand  soldiers,  be^iue  about  an  equal  number  of  men  not  refdsten»d  in  the  army. 
Chrlstetubun  repirded  the  defence  of  Candia  as  the  orreat  BtrugK'^  between  the  Cross  and  the  Cnwoent, 
and  men  a-)d  inuuiliona  of  war  came  from  all  the  Chriilian  nations.  It  surrendered  to  Ki&puli  In 
about  two  yeara^ 

ft  Bt  i*KTKR'8  at  Rom& 

0  ^^ '  Maiiommkd  IV.  declared  hb  determination  to  make  the  altar  i^  Borne  a  stable  for  his  hooM^ 

8  Asa  is  a peieral  officer. 

P  Persian  title  of  the  Sultaa 

lojV'/mr/",  i^  praytT  The  evening  Namas  was  instltntcd  In  commemoration  of  Jmrs  Cheisi; 
whom  tlio  Turks  reccxmize  as  a  historical  personage ;  not  to  bow  to  that  was  to  reject  Jb3U8  also. 

11  She  went  to  SmjTiia. 

i9S|inld  <  —  cavaVy.  Yellow  fla«  h  the  Asiatic  cava'ry.  to  whom  the  Saltan  gives  preoedoQoe  bj 
plndng  thmii  on  hb  right  hand :  Kurupean  Spahis  on  the  left 
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Her  Prophet  gave  her  meat  and  drink, 

And  nerved  each  sinking  limb ; 
In  clouds  by  day,  by  night  in  fire, 

He  bade  her  follow  him 
To  Adrianople's  royal  camp, 

(So  saith  her  doubtful  word,) 
To  bring  the    ^^Refuge  of  the  world 

'A  Message  from  the  Lord,^ 

VIII. 

The  Sultan  mused  a  while,  and  spoke : 

1**  Caimakin,  GrOD  is  God  ; 
What  wouldst  thou  with  this  infidel  ? ' 

*  Chastise  her  with  the  rod  I ' 

Up  to  his  feet  the  Sultan  sprung ; 

His  glance  was  stern  and  high ; 
The  Aga  and  Caimakin  paled 

Before  liis  flashing  eye. 

*Now  by  my  Father's  soul,'  he  said, 

*  My  own  right  royal  arm 

Would  from  thy  shoulders  strike  thy  head, 

Shouldst  thou  that  Christian  harm. 
The  Prophet's  self  had  not  inspired 

A  sterner,  loftier  faith 
To  hft  a  woman's  soul  above 

Danger,  and  toil,  and  death. 
She  shall  have  audience.    To  our  staflf 

Our  royal  mandate  bear; 
We  shall  await  them  in  our  tent. 

After  the  morning  prayer. 
See  thou  that  noble  Christian,  then, 

Straight  to  our  audience  led ; 
And  for  her  safety  and  repose 

Thou  'It  answer  with  thy  head.' 

IS 

Morning,  beyond  the  eastern  hills 

Her  glorious  march  begun ; 
And  Adrianople's  holy  mosques 

Stood  glittering  in  the  sun. 
The  loud  '^  Muezzins'  pious  call 

Fell  from  the  minaret ; 
Reverent  the  fierce  believers  all 

That  sacred  summons  met. 
Tlie  standard  of  the  Prophet  swung 

Slowly  upon  tlie  air. 
While  its  defenders  in  the  camp 

Devoutly  knelt  in  prayer. 


Alone,  amid  that  turbaned  host, 
By  larger  truth  made  free. 


The  Christian,  at  the  call,  withhold  , 

The  homage  of  her  knee. 
Fierce  bigots,  with  their  eyes  of  fire, 

Saw  her  refuse  to  kneel ; 
And    swarthy   hands,    unclasped    from 
prayer, 

Convulsive  clutched  the  steel 
Apart  she  sate,  serene  and  still, 

Within  the  open  tent; 
To  that  devout  delusion  round 

Respectful  pity  lent. 
Her  spirit  through  the  Sacred  Courts 

Its  own  high  path-way  trod, 
In  the  still  temple  of  the  soul 

Communing  with  her  God. 

XI. 

As  thus  she  sate,  the  Aga  came, 

By  the  Caimakin  sent. 
To  bid  her,  in  the  Sultan's  name, 

Attend  him  in  his  tent. 
The  fiery  warriors,  on  her  way, 

Gathered  in  silent  wrath. 
And,  motionless  as  forms  of  bronze^ 

Ranged  them  along  her  path. 
Swarthy  and  grim  on  either  side 

The  breathing  statues  stood ; 
Two  lines  of  sabrea,  half  unsheathed, 

Seemed  thirsting  for  her  blood 
With  folded  hands  and  steady  step, 

And  eye  in  quiet,  bent 
Upon  the  savage  throng,  she  passed 

Into  the  royal  tent 

XII. 

The  Sultan,  on  a  raised  Divan, 

Sat  in  his  splendid  state ; 
Grouped  in  a  crescent  round  the  tent 

His  staff  and  escort  wait ; 
Warriors  of  grave  and  noble  mien 

Ranged  as  they  ranked  in  fame, 
Who  to  that  audience  with  the  Giaour 

Slow  and  reluctant  came. 
Rich  draperies  of  Damascus  hung 

In  many  an  ample  Ibid  ; 
(Old  triumphs  on  their  emerald  ground 

Were  wrought  in  gems  and  gold,) 
That  backward  from  the  Sultan's  seat 

Were  looped  on  either  hand; 
The  Mufli  and  Cairnakin  stood 

Beside  each  jewelled  baud. 
The  Koran  on  a  frame  of  pearl 

Its  sacred  page  displayed; 
The  Greek  Dragoman,  waiting  near, 

Profound  obeisance  paade. 


mTttlb  of  the  Saltan. 

14  Caimakin,  U  tlie  snbstltnte  f  )r  the  Oranfl  Vizier  in  lils  absonoc 

ifiMuenlj,  wlio  calls  to  prayers  fh>m  the  mlaaret  of  the  luusqutA 
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Amid  the  dazzling  splendor  round, 

In  sweet  and  solemn  mood, 
The  Quaker,  in  lier  humble  garb, 

Serene  and  simple  stood, 
Despite  the  Aga's  frequent  sign 

To  make  lier  low  salafira ; 
Bespectful,  but  unmoved  remained, 

Sileat,  and  Arm,  and  calm. 

XIV. 

^Chrislian^^  at  length  the  Sultan  said, 
'  We  wait  to  hear  thy  word : 

Declare  it,  neither  less  nor  more, 
Thy  ^Message  from  the  Lord.^ 


1  » 


So  still  she  stood,  again  he  said : 

'  Speak  what  thou  hast  to  say ; 
If  these  rude  warriors  waken  dread, 

My  staff  alone  shall  stay. 
Speak  freely,  we  have  liearts  to  feel, 

And  ears  prepared  to  hear; 
And  be  thy  message  good  or  ill, 

Speak  —  thou  hast  none  to  fear.' 

*I  seek,'  she  said,  'the  Life  within, 
Wliere  strength  and  wisdom  lie, 

To  give  ray  utterance  weight,  and  power, 
And  unction,  from  on  high.' 

Gravely  the  listening  Moslem  heard. 

And  patient  and  sedate; 
Waiting  tiie  Christian's  farther  word 

The  turbaned  warriors  sate. 

XV. 

Below,  the  encampment  seemed  to  lay, 

That  morning,  hushed  and  still ; 
The  distant  chargers'  firiondly  neigh 

Came  faintly  up  the  hill, 
With  sound  of  steel  that  peaceful  rung 

From  restless  Spahis  nigh. 
As  some  impatient  horseman  tiung 

His  burnished  armor  by. 
The  ancient  Hebrus  rolled  along 

By  the  old  cypress  groves. 
From  whoso  deep  shade  the  turtle's  song 

Proclaimed  its  peaceful  loves. 
The  sun-light  fell  in  waves  of  gold 

In  all  that  bounteous  clime. 
Where  melody  and  fragrance  hoiu 

Perpetual  Summer-time. 
As  Nature  to  tliat  scene  of  strife 

Her  holiest  influence  lent. 
Subdued,  the  tierce  surrounding  life 

Throbbed  through  the  silent  tent. 

xvr. 

A  light  upon  the  Christian's  face 
From  ber  rapt  spirit  broke: 


And  slowly,  with  unconscious^graoe  - 
And  solemn  power,  she  spoke : 

xvir. 

'  Bold  follower  of  thy  Prophet,  hear 

The  Message  of  the  Lord; 
Ye  men  of  carnal  war,  give  ear 

Unto  his  living  word. 
The  Holy  Spirit  bade  me  leave 

My  home  and  native  land, 
Bearing  God's  message  in  my  heart, 

My  life  within  my  hand ; 
Led  me  in  fire  through  dreary  nights, 

Ln  clouds  througli  burning  days; 
O'er  pathless  deeps  and  mountain-heights, 

And  by  untra veiled  ways ; 
To  bid  your  Sultan  in  liis  youth 

Seek  an  immortal  crown, 
And  build  in  God's  eternal  truth 

Your  glory  and  renown : 
To  wield  the  great  and  growing  power, 

Vouchsafed  you  from  abovei 
To  help  establish  in  tlie  earth 

Justice,  and  Truili,  and  Love; 
To  leave  your  heathen  ways,  and  live 

The  husband  and  the  wife, 
Around  the  sacred  hearth  of  home 

A  higher,  holier  lifo. 
God  made  the  union  of  the  twain 

When  first  the  race  began ; 
JFbr  ever  shall  His  act  remain 

The  marriage-kiw  of  man. 
God  bids  tfiee,  great  and  mighty  King, 

Thy  wars  and  fightings  cease, 
And  thy  victorious  armies  bring 

To  the  pursuits  of  peace ; 
A  greater  than  thy  Proplvot  speaks ; 

Hear  thou  His  hving  word : 
'  Make  of  thy  spear  a  pruning-hook, 

A  plough-share  of  thy  sword. 
Thou  mak'st  a  wilderness  to  howl 

Where  peopled  cities  stood, 
And  marchest  through  the  affrighted  earth 

In  surging  seas  of  blood. 
Before  thee,  horror  and  despair, 

Ruin  and  death  behind ; 
Famine  and  pestilence  are  there, 

Thou  scourge  of  human  kindt  * 

X7III. 

Clear  and  distinct  her  utterance  fell 

Upon  the  stillness  round ; 
Tlie  turbaned  warriors  half  uprose 

To  catch  the  startling  sound ; 
As  the  Dragoman  passed  her  woixiB 

Into  tlieir  native  tongue, 
To  strike  the  bold  blasphemer  down 

A  score  of  warriors  sprung. 
A  ring  of  quivering  sabres  gleamed 

Grasped  in  each  swartliy  haod 
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But  the  bold  bigots  quailed  before 
The  Sultan's  high  command. 

A  moment,  o'er  the  Christian  s  head 
Tlie  Hashing  weapons  hung ; 

Then  each  witliin  its  sheath  of  steel 
Keen  and  reluctant  rung. 

X!X. 

Unmoved  and  calm  the  Quaker  stood. 

But  Death,  as  he  drew  nigli, 
Heightened  the  radiance  of  her  face, 

The  lustre  of  her  eye ; 
Deepened  her  clear  and  thrilling  tone, 

That  o'er  the  turbaned  throng. 
Obedient  to  the  Sultan's  sign, 

Unfaltering,  rolled  along. 

XX. 

**Tis  written,  and  for  ever  makes 

Part  of  God's  holy  Word, 
*  Whoso  the  sword  of  warfare  takes 

Shall  perish  by  the  sword.' 
Your  cities  stand  upon  the  dust 

Of  nations  passed  away, 
Who  perished  wholly  ;  for  their  trust 

In  carnal  weapons  lay. 
Israel^  an  alien,  o'er  the  earth 

Wanders  without  a  home ; 
Lo  I  where  are  Persia,  Syria  now, 

Egypt,  and  Greece,  and  Rome? 
For  ever  lost  to  Time  and  Life  1 

Thus  God  fultiUs  Mis  Wo7'd; 
Whoso  shall  t^ke  the  sword  in  strife 

Shall  perish  by  the  sword. 
Islam  shall  not  escape  the  wo 

Of  those  who  build  by  wrong; 
Strong  as  thou  art,  great  Sultan,  know 

That  God  is  great  and  strong ; 
For  principalities,  nor  powers, 

Nor  heights,  nor  depths  untrod; 
Things  past,  nor  present,  nor  to  come. 

Limit  the  power  of  God. 
Turn  thou  to  peace !  or  God  shall  wring 

The  sceptre  from  thy  liand. 
And  the  great  wo  of  nations  bring 

Upon  thy  favored  land. 
Then  shall  your  Crescent's  light  go  down 

In  darkness  and  in  blood  ; 
Forgot,  your  glory  and  renown. 

Where  once  your  temples  stood.' 

XXI 

She  ceased ;  and  though  above  the  throng 

A  solemn  silence  fell, 
Deep  in  the  hangings  of  the  tent 

Her  utterance  seemed  to  dwell. 


Palo  as  a  prophetess  she  stood ; 

Her  eyes  were  filled  with  light ; 
Mutely  the  wondering  warriors  gazed, 

The  Presence  was  so  bright. 
The  aged  Mu/ti  stroked  his  beard, 

Pondering  on  what  he  saw : 
'An  infidel  1  so  filled  with  p»wer 

Without  His  holy  law  1 ' 

XXII. 

^Christian,'  the  Sultan  said,  'we  see 
The  Great  God  gives  thee  words. 

Dwell  in  our  land ;  we  welcome  thee ; 
Thy  Message  is  the  Lord's.^ 

*  Great  Sultan,  may  thy  people  own 
The  Word  of  Truth  I  brought; 

In  peace  I  leave  you,  and  aloncj 
Even  as  your  camp  I  sought.* 

'Escort  to  ^^  Stamb&ul  thou  slialt  have^ 

Escort,  the  best  of  mine; 
I  would  not,  for  an  hundred  lives, 

That  harm  should  come  to  thine.' 

•Hoi  Kizlar-Aga,  bid  thy  staff  '^ 

Send  me  a  thousand  horse ! 
The  Spahis  of  our  yellow  flag. 

The  boldest  of  then*  force ; 
And  bid  them  hither;  Mo? ah,  bring 

My  noble  Arab  mare; 
Brave  Christian,  Morah  will  bo  proud 

Courage  like  thine  to  bear.' 

XXIII 

Moved  by  his  generous  words,  she  said : 

*  I  thank  thee,  noble  Turk ; 
I  do  not  need  thy  men  of  war 

To  do  my  Master's  work ; 
His  arm  is  underneath  me  still ; 

He  is  my  staff  and  guide ; 
Legions  of  angels,  at  His  will, 

Shall  gather  to  my  side. 
Now  peace  be  with  you  from  above ; 

Peace  in  your  councils  dwell ; 
For  in  our  common  Father's  love 

I  bid  you  all  —  farewell  I ' 

She  turned,  and,  meekly  and  sedate, 

Passed  slowly  from  the  tent, 
While  the  great  Sultan,  where  he  sate, 

In  salutation  bent. 
Thoughtful,  unconscious  that  his  hand 

Rested  upon  his  sword. 
He  sate,  revolving  in  his  mind 

The  Christian's  fearless  word : 


16  Stamboul,  ts  Constantinople. 

t^  KizLAK-AoA,  commander  of  the  horm. 
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Lifting  his  eye,  the  Crescent's  light  — 
Kindling  above  him  then  — 

Flashed  inward  through  its  quiet  depths, 
And  lired  his  soul  again. 
•  •  >  • 

XXIV. 

Who  seek  to  know,  the  record  tells 

That  Quaker,  travelling  far, 
Went  peaceful  to  her  English  home ; 

The  Sultan  went  to  war : 
And  at  Vienna's  fearful  siege. 

On  many  a  dreadful  field, 
Before  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross 

Beheld  his  armies  yield ; 
And,  as  without,  relentless  foes 

Humbled  his  power  and  pride ; 
Within,  as  stormy  factions  rose, 

Beset  on  every  side, 
By  Adrianople's  mosques,  resigned 

His  sceptre  and  his  sword ; 
And  dying,  pondered  in  his  mind 

That  Message  from  ilie  Lord. 


XXV. 

Two  hundred  years  I    The  Sultan  rests 

Upon  his  tomb  of  state ; 
While  Islam's  Empbe  rocks  around 

Upon  the  brink  of  fate. 
Beyond  the  Balkan  mountains  high 

Its  ancient  foemen  throng ; 
Their  drum-note  echoes,  rolling  by, 

Lo !  '  God  is  great  and  strong  ! ' 
Around  her  lessening  lines,  and  near 

The  nation's  clashing  swords, 
Repeat  in  Islam's  startled  ear : 

'That  Message  v)a;s  the  L0BD*8l ' 

XXVI. 

Two  hundred  years  I    The  Quaker  slesps 

Within  her  nameless  grave ; 
But  a  whole  kindred  people  keeps 

Her  memory  pure  and  brave. 
The  while,  her  '  Fhith  of  Peace  and  iow^' 

That  feebly  then  began, 
Grows  with  the  world's  great  life  to  be 

The  common  Faith  of  man,* 


*  Mabt  Fishkk,  on  her  retnm  flrom  New-England,  where  she  met  with  sovere  treatxiMDt,  Ml 
oat  on  her  mission  to  Mohammbd  IV.,  then  encamped  with  his  army  without  Adrianoplei  Km 
reached  Smyrna  by  aea,  bat  the  English  Consul  sent  her  back  to  Venice,  no  doubt  believlag  her  t» 
be  crazy,  as  most  people  are  charitably  supposed  to  be  who  are  in  advance  of  their  timea.  From 
Venice  she  made  her  way  by  land,  on  foot,  to  Adrianople,  more  than  six  hundred  mil^  tbroB|^ 
a  country  filled  with  soldiers  and  out-laws  of  every  description ;  delivered  her  message  to  the  Sul- 
tan, who  assembled  his  Staff,  and  received  her  in  state,  acknowledged  her  *  mission,*  and  the  truth  of 
what  she  said,  and  requested  her  to  stay  in  his  dominions.  Upon  her  declining  to  do  so,  he  olfered 
her  escort  to  Constantinople,  saving  the  country  was  full  of  danger,  and  he  would  not,  on  any  acooont) 
harm  should  come  to  her  in  his  kingdom.  She  declined  his  escort,  and  reached  Constantinople  nd 
England  in  safety. 

Some  idea  of  the  peril  and  privation  of  this  Journey  may  be  had  fh>m  Mart  MoOTAGirx's  Letten^ 
who,  as  the  wife  (^  the  En^ish  Ambassador,  went  to  Adrianople  nearly  fifty  yean  afUr  Mabt 
Fishbb's  visit,  and  erroneously  states  that  she  was  the  first  Christian  woman  who  had  made  the 
dangerous  journey  since  the  Greek  Emperors,  and  Pope  bewailed  her  as  one  environed  by  the  grettU 
est  peril ;  whereas,  the  heroic  Quakeress,  defended  by  no  guard,  under  the  auspices  of  no  Govern- 
ment—  save  that  which  is  above  all  kingdoms  —  made  the  Journey  half  a  century  before;  and II 
may  indicate  how  contemptuous  mast  have  been  the  feeling  at  that  time  toward  the  Quakers,  aeelnf 
that  this  act  of  true  heroism  was  not  known  to  Mart  Moxtaouk,  even  under  the  clrcumataooM 
of  a  similar  Journey  from  the  same  country  and  city,  and  that  no  contemporaneoos  history  reoords 
it,  or  any  tradition  preserves  it,  save  the  '  Memorials  of  the  Meeting,'  if  there  was  any,  to  which  the 
simple  Quaker  returneil  her  credentials,  If  she  had  any,  saying  she  *■  had  performed  the  service  to  tbt 
peace  and  satisfaction  of  her  own  mlnd.^ 

The  Turkish  power  reached  Its  height  In  the  rclgn  of  Mohammed  IV.,  at  the  Bucceasfhl  termlnatkm 
of  the  slt'ge  of  Candla,  and  began  its  decline  in  the  same  reign  at  the  Turkish  siege  of  Vienna,  when 
SoBiKSKi,  King  of  Poland,  came  to  the  aid  of  Austria,  and  defeated  the  Turks  with  great  slaagbter. 
MouAMMBD  IV.  was  subsequently  deposed,  and  died  In  the  Seraglio,  after  five  years'  seclusion.  He 
was  a  great  and  splendid  monarch,  who  reigned  nearly  fifty  yeans  In  the  early  part  of  which  be  tt- 
tended  his  dominions  and  consolidated  his  power,  reducing  the  Janizaries  of  his  kingdom,  so  long  the 
dread  of  the  ruler  and  the  terror  of  the  people.  His  speech  on  the  occasion  of  his  compulfloiy  ab- 
dlcatiun,  is  a  rare  si>ecluieu  of  eloquclloe. 
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S7     OHARX.BS     ASTOR     BRXSTSS. 

OHAPTSB    MIVK. 

.      THE      PASSAGE      OP      THE      RED      SEA.  * 

For  five  or  six  yeais  Marcel  had  worked  at  the  famous  paintmg 
which  (he  said)  represented  the  Passage  of  the  Red  Sea;  and  for  five 
or  six  years,  this  master-piece  of  color  had  heen  obstinately  refused  by 
the  jury.  In  fact,  by  dint  of  going  and  returning  so  many  times  from 
the  artist's  study  to  the  Museum,  and  from  the  Museum  to  his  study, 
the  picture  knew  the  road  to  the  Louvre  well  enough  to  have  gone 
thither  of  itself,  if  it  had  been  put  on  wheels.  Marcel,  who  had 
repainted  the  canvas  ten  times  over,  from  top  to  bottom,  attributed  to 
personal  hostility  on  the  part  of  the  jury  the  ostracism  which  annually 
repulsed  him  from  the  Square  Saloon ;  nevertheless,  he  was  not  totally 
discouraged  by  the  obstinate  rejection  which  greeted  him  at  every  ex- 
hibition. He  was  comfortably  established  in  the  persuasion  that  his  pic- 
ture was,  on  a  somewhat  smaller  scale,  the  pendant  required  by  the 
Marriage  of  Cana^  that  gigantic  master-piece  whose  astonishing  bril- 
liancy the  dust  of  three  centuries  has  not  been  able  to  tarnish.  Ac- 
cordingly, every  year  at  the  epoch  of  the  exhibition,  Marcel  sent  his 
great  work  to  the  jury  of  examiners ;  only,  to  deceive  them,  he  would 
change  some  details  of  his  picture,  and  the  title  of  it,  without  disturb- 
ing the  general  composition. 

Thus,  it  came  before  the  jury  once,  under  the  name  of  The  Passage 
of  the  Rubicon;  but  Pharaoh,  badly  disguised  under  the  mantle  of 
CsBsar,  was  recognized  and  rejected  with  all  the  honors  due  him.  Next 
year.  Marcel  threw  a  coat  of  white  over  the  foreground,  to  imitate 
snow,  planted  a  fir-tree  in  one  corner,  and,  dressing  an  Egyptian  like 
a  grenadier  of  the  Imperial  Guard,  christened  his  picture.  Passage  of 
the  Beresina.  But  the  jury  had  wiped  its  glasses  that  day,  and  was 
not  duped  by  this  new  stratagem.  It  recognized  the  pertinacious  picture 
by  a  thundering  big  pie-bald  horse  that  was  prancing  on  top  of  a  wave  of 
the  Red  Sea.  The  skin  of  this  horse  served  Marcel  for  all  his  experi- 
ments in  coloring ;  he  used  to  call  it,  familiarly,  his  synoptic  table  of 
fine  tones,  because  it  reproduced  the  most  varied  combinations  of  color, 
with  the  different  plays  of  light  and  shade.  Once  again,  however,  the 
jury  could  not  find  black  balls  enough  to  refuse  the  Passage  of  the 
Beresina, 

*  Very  weU,*  said  Marcel,  *  I  thought  so !  Next  year,  I  shall  send  it 
under  the  title  of  the  Passage  of  the  Panoramas.* 

*  They  're  going  to  be  jollily  caught — caught!  * 

sang  Schaunard  to  a  new  air  of  his  own  composition ;  a  terrible  air, 
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like  a  gamut  of  thunder-claps,  the  acoompaniment  whereof  was  a  ter- 
ror to  all  pianos  within  hearing. 

*  How  can  they  refuse  it,  without  all  the  vermiUion  of  my  Red  Sea 
mounting  to  their  cheeks,  and  covering  them  with  the  blush  of  shame  ? ' 
ejaculated  the  artist,  as  he  gazed  on  his  picture.  *  When  I  think  that 
there  is  five  hundted  francs'  worth  of  color  there,  and  at  least  a  million 
of  genius,  without  counting  my  lovely  youth,  now  as  bald  as  my  old 
hat !  But  they  shan't  get  the  better  of  me  I  Till  my  dying  day,  I  will 
send  them  my  picture.     It  shall  be  engraved  on  their  memories.' 

*The  surest  way  of  ever  having  it  engraved,'  said  CoUine,  in  a 
plaintive  tone,  and  then  added  to  himself,  *  Very  neat,  that ;  I  shall 
repeat  it  in  society  I  * 

Marcel  continued  his  imprecations,  which  Schaunard  continued  to 
put  to  music. 

*Ah,  they  won't  admit  me !  The  government  pays  them,  lodges 
them,  and  gives  them  decorations,  on  purpose  to  refuse  me  once  a  year ; 
every  first  of  March  I  I  see  their  idea !  I  see  it  clearly !  They  want 
to  make  me  bum  my  pencils.  They  hope  that  when  my  Bed  Sea  is 
refiised,  I  will  throw  myself  out  of  the  window  of  despair.  But  they 
little  know  the  heart  of  man,  if  they  think  to  take  me  thus.  I  will 
not  wait  for  the  opening  of  the  Saloon.  From  to-day,  my  work  shall 
be  a  picture  of  Damocles,  eternally  suspended  over  their  existence.  I 
will  send  it  once  a  week  to  each  of  them,  at  his  home  in  the  bosom  of 
his  family  ;  in  the  very  heart  of  his  private  life.  It  shall  trouble  their 
domestic  joys ;  they  shall  find  their  roasts  burnt,  their  wines  sour,  and 
their  wives  bitter !  They  will  grow  mad  rapidly,  and  go  to  the  Insti- 
tute in  strait-waistcoats.     Ha  !  ha  !  the  thought  consoles  me.' 

Some  days  afler,  when  Marcel  had  already  forgotten  his  terrible  plans 
of  vengeance  against  his  persecutors,  ho  received  a  visit  firom  Father 
Medicis.  So  the  club  called  a  Jew,  named  Salomon,  who  at  that 
time  was  well  known  to  all  the  vagabond-dom  of  art  and  literature, 
and  had  continual  transactions  with  them.  Father  Medicis  traded  in 
all  sorts  of  trumpery.  He  sold  complete  sets  of  fiimiture  firom  twelve 
franca  up  to  five  thousand ;  he  bought  every  thing,  and  knew  how  to 
dispose  of  it  again,  at  a  profit.  Proudhon's  bank  of  exchange  was 
nothing  in  comparison  with  the  system  practised  by  Medicis,  who  pos- 
sessed the  genius  of  traffic  to  a  degree  at  which  the  ablest  of  his  religion 
had  never  before  arrived.  His  shop  was  a  fairy  region  where  you  found 
any  thing  you  wished  for.  Every  product  of  nature,  every  creation  of 
art ;  whatever  issues  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth  or  the  head  of  man, 
was  an  object  of  commerce  for  him.  His  business  included  every 
thing ;  literally,  every  thing  that  exists  ;  he  even  trafficked  in  tJie  ideal. 
He  bought  ideas  to  sell  or  speculate  in  them.  Known  to  all  littera- 
teurs and  all  artists,  intimate  with  the  palette  and  familiar  with  the 
desk,  he  was  the  very  Asmodeus  of  the  arts.  He  would  sell  you  cigars 
for  a  column  of  your  newspaper,  slippers  for  a  sonnet,  fresh  fish  for 
paradoxes ;  he  would  talk,  for  so  much  an  hour^  with  the  people  who 
furnished  fashionable  gossip  to  the  journals.  He  would  procure  you 
places  in  the  Chambei*s,  and  invitations  to  parties.  He  lo<^ed  wander- 
ing artistlings  by  the  day,  week,  or  month,  taking  for  pay,  copies  of  tlie 
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pictures  in  the  Louvre.  The  greea-room  had  no  mysteries  for  him.  He 
would  get  your  pieces  into  the  theatre,  or  yourself  into  the  boudoir  of 
an  actress.  He  had  a  copy  of  the  Almanac  of  Twenty-five  thousand 
Directions  in  his  head,  and  knew  the  names,  residences,  and  secrets  of 
all  celebrities,  even  those  who  were  not  celebrated. 

A  few  pages,  copied  from  his  waste-book j  will  give  a  better  idea  of 
the  universality  of  his  operations  than  the  most  copious  explanation 
could. 

'Sold  to  Mr.  L ,  antiquary,  the  compass  which  Archimedes  used  at  the  siege  of 

Syracuse.    Seventy-tive  francs. 

'Bought  of  Mr.V ,  editor,  the  entire  works,  uncut,  of  Mr.  X ,  Member  of 

the  Academy.    Ten  francs. 

'Sold  to  the  same,  a  criticism  of  the  complete  works  of  Mr.  X ^  of  the  Academy. 

Thirty  francs. 

'Sold  to  Mr.  X ,  of  the  Academy,  a  laudatory  review  (twelve  columns)  of  his 

oomplete  works.    Two  hundred  and  fifty  francs. 

*  Bought  of  Mr.  R ,  literary  man,  a  criticul  article  on  the  complete  works  of  Mr. 

X .    Ten  francs.    Plus  half  a  ton  of  coal  and  four  pounds  of  coffee. 

'Sold  to  Mr.  G ,  a  porcelain  vase  which  had  belonged  to  Madame  Dcbarbt. 

Eighteen  francs. 

'Bought  of  little  D ,  her  hair.    Fifteen  francs. 

'  Bought  of  Mr.  B .  a  lot  of  articles  on  Society,  and  the  last  three  misatkes  in 

spelling  made  bv  the  Prefect  of  the  Seine.    Six  francs,  j)lu8  a  pair  of  Naples  shoes. 

'Sold  to  Mademoiselle  0 ,  a  flaxen  head  of  hair.    One  hundred  and  twenty 

francs. 

*  Bought  of  Mr.  M ,  historical  painter,  a  series  of  humorous  designs.  Twenty- 
five  francs. 

'Sold  Mr.  Ferdinand  the  time  when  Mme.  La  Baronne  de  T goes  to  mass. 

Twenty  francs. 

'Bought  of  Mr.  J ,  painter,  the  portrait  of  Mr.  Isidore  as  Apollo.    Six  francs. 

'Sola  Mile.  R a  pair  of  lobsters  and  six  pair  of  gloves.  Thirty-six  francs.  Re- 
ceived three  francs. 

'  For  the  same,  procured  a  credit  of  six  months  with  Mme.  Z ,  dress-maker. 

(Price  not  settled.) 

*  Procured  for  Mme.  Z ,  dress-maker,  the  custom  of  Mile.  R .    Three  yards 

of  velvet,  and  three  vards  of  lace. 

'  Bought  of  Mr.  k ,  literary  man,  a  claim  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  francs 

against  the newspaper.    Three  francs,  plus  two  pounds  of  tobacco. 

'Sold  Mr.  Ferdinand  two  love-letters.    Twelve  francs. 

'Sold  Mr.  Isidore  his  portrait  as  Apollo.    Thirty  francs. 

'  Bought  of  Mr.  M ,  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  his  work,  entitled,  Sub-Mch 

rine  Revolutions. 

*  Lent  Mme.  la  Comtesse  de  G a  service  of  china.    Twenty  francs. 

'Bought  of  Mr.  G ,  journalist,  fifty-two  lines  in  his  article  of  city  gossip.    One 

hnndred  francs,  plus  a  set  of  chimney-ornaments. 

'  St>ld  to  Messrs.  0 and  Company  fifty-two  lines  in  the  city  gossip  of  the . 

Three  hundred  francSjjo^M*  two  sets  of  chimney-ornaments. 

'  Bought  of  Mr.  G.  G.,  a  memoir  on  the  flux  and  linen  trade.  Fifty  francs,  and  a  rare 
edition  of  Joseph  us. 

'  Sold  M'ile  S.  G a  complete  set  of  new  furniture.     Five  thousand  francs. 

'For  the  same,  paid  an  apothecary's  bill.    Seventy-five  francs. 

'        do.  do.  a  mnkman's        do.     Three  francs.' 

These  quotations  show  what  an  extensive  range  the  operations  of  the 
Jew  took.  It  may  he  added,  that  although  some  articles  of  his  com- 
merce were  decidedly  illicit,  he  had  never  got  himself  into  any  trouble. 

The  Jew  comprehended,  on  his  entrance,  that  he  had  come  at  a 
favorable  moment.  In  fact,  the  four  friends  were  at  that  moment  in 
council,  under  the  auspices  of  a  ferocious  appetite,  discussing  the  grave 
question  of  meat  and  drink.  It  was  a  Sunday  at  the  end  of  the 
month  —  sinister  day  ! 

The  arrival  of  Medicis  was  therefore  hailed  by  a  joyous  chorus,  for 
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they  knew  that  he  was  too  saving  of  his  time  to  spend  it  in  visita  rf 
polite  ceremony ;  his  presence  announced  business. 

*  Good  evening,  Gentlemen !  *  quoth  he. 

'  Colline  ! '  said  Rodolphe,  who  was  studi/ing  the  horizontal  line  it 
full  length  on  his  bed,  *  do  the  hospitable.  Give  our  guest  a  chair  :  a 
guest  is  sacred.' 

Colline  took  an  arm-chair  about  as  soft  as  iron,  and  shoved  it  toward 
the  Jew,  saying : 

*  Suppose,  for  once,  you  were  Cinna,  (you  are  a  great  sinner,  you 
know,)  and  take  this  seat.' 

*  Oh  !  oh  !  oh ! '  shouted  the  others,  looking  at  the  floor  to  see  if  it 
would  not  open  and  swallow  up  the  philosopher.  Meanwhile,  the 
Jew  let  himself  fall  into  the  arm-chair,  and  was  just  going  to  cry  oat 
at  its  hardness,  when  he  remembered  that  it  was  one  which  he  himself 
had  sold  Colline  for  a  deputy's  speech.  As  the  Jew  sat  down,  his 
pockets  reechoed  with  a  silvery  sound ;  melodious  symphony,  which 
threw  the  four  friends  into  a  reverie  of  delight. 

'  The  accompaniment  seems  pretty,'  said  Rodolphe  aside  to  Maroel ; 

*  now  for  the  air  I ' 

*  Mr.  Marcel,'  said  Medicis,  '  I  have  merely  come  to  make  your  fin^ 
tune  ;  that  is  to  say,  I  offer  you  a  superb  occasion  for  making  your  en* 
try  into  the  artistic  world.  Art,  you  know,  Mr.  Marcel,  is  a  barren 
route,  of  which  glory  is  the  oasis.^ 

*  Father  Medicis,'  cried  Marcel,  on  the  tenter-hooks  of  impatience, 

*  in  the  name  of  your  revered  patron,  St.  Fifty-per-cent.,  be  brief  I ' 

'  Here  it  is,'  continued  Medicis  ;  *  a  rich  amateur,  who  is  collecting  a 
gallery  destined  to  make  the  tour  of  Europe,  has  charged  me  to  procure 
for  him  a  series  of  remarkable  works.  I  come  to  ofler  you  admission 
into  this  museum  —  in  a  word,  to  buy  your  ^Passage  of  the  Red  SeaJ 

*  Money  down  ?  '  asked  Marcel. 

*  Specie,'  replied  the  Jew,  making  the  orchestra  of  his  pockets 
strike  up. 

*  Do  you  take  the  specious  offer  ?  *  asked  Colline. 

*  Wietch  I '  shouted  Rodolphe,  *  do  n't  you  see  that  he  is  talking  of 
tin  ?     Is  there  nothing  sacred  for  you,  atheist  that  you  are  ?  * 

Colline  mounted  on  a  table  and  assumed  the  attitude  of  Harpccrates. 

*  Push  on,  Medicis  I '  said  Marcel,  exhibiting  his  picture  :  '  I  wish  to 
leave  you  the  honor  of  fixing  the  price  of  this  work,  which  is  above  all 
price.' 

The  Jew  placed  on  the  table  a  hundred  and  fifty  francs  in  new  coin. 

*  Well,  what  more  ?  '  said  Marcel ;  •  that 's  only  the  prologue.' 

*  Mr.  Marcel,'  replied  the  Jew,  *  you  know  that  my  first  offer  is  my 
last.  I  shall  add  nothing.  Reflect :  a  hundred  and  fifty  francs :  that 
is  a  sum,  it  is ! ' 

*A  very  small  sum,*  said  the  artist ;  *  there  is  that  much  worth  of 
cobalt  in  my  Pharax)h's  robe.  Make  it  a  round  sum,  at  any  rate ! 
Square  it  off* ;  say  two  hundred  I ' 

'  I  won't  add  a  sous  I '  said  Medicis ;  *  but  I  stand  dinner  fiir  the 
company ;  wine  to  any  extent.' 

'  Going !  going !  going ! '  shouted  Colline,  with  three  blows  of  hid 
fist  on  the  table,  *  no  one  speaks  ?  —  gone  I ' 
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'  Well,  it 's  a  bargain  !  *  said  Marcel. 

*  I  will  send  for  the  picture  to-morrow/  said  the  Jew ;  *  and  now, 
gentlemen,  to  dinner ! ' 

Medicis  treated  the  four  friends  in  a  really  magnificent  way,  and 
gave  them  their  first  edition  of  a  number  of  dishes.  They  departed 
from  the  gorgeous  banquet  as  drunk  as  a  vintage-day.  Marcel's  intoxi- 
cation  was  near  having  the  most  deplorable  consequences.  In  passing 
by  his  tailor's,  at  two  in  the  morning,  he  absolutely  wanted  to  wake  up 
his  creditor,  and  pay  him  the  hundred  and  fifty  francs  on  account.  A 
ray  of  reason  which  flashed  across  the  mind  of  CoUine,  stopped  the 
artist  on  the  border  of  this  precipice. 

A  week  after.  Marcel  discovered  in  what  gallery  his  picture  had  heea 
placed.  While  passing  through  the  Faubourg  St.  Honore,  he  stopped 
m.  the  midst  of  a  group  which  seemed  to  regard  with  curiosity  a  sign 
that  was  putting  up  over  a  shop-door.  This  sign  was  neither  more  noi 
less  than  Marcel's  picture,  which  Medicis  had  sold  to  a  grocer ;  only, 
the  Passage  of  tJie  Red  Sea  had  undergone  one  more  alteration,  and 
received  one  more  new  name.  It  had  received  the  addition  of  a  steam* 
boat,  and  was  called  the  Harbor  of  Marseilles.  The  curious  by-standeis 
were  bestowing  on  it  a  flattering  ovation.  Marcel  returned  home  in 
ecstasy  at  his  triumph,  muttering  to  himself.  Vox  Fopuli  vox  Dei. 


DECEMBER. 

Last  night,  the  wind  came  wailing  round  my  dwellings 

Out  fh)ra  autumnal  forests  brown  and  sere ; 
"With  moan,  and  groan,  and  shrilly  tone,  upwelling, 

Thrilling  my  soul  with  fancies  cold  and  drear; 
Loud  through  my  latticed  window  swelling,  telling 

The  foiling  glories  of  the  dying  year ; 

The  foiling  hopes  and  purpose  of  the  year. 

What  l\igh  resolves  and  longings,  warm  and  earnest, 
And  what  fixed  hopes,  and  plans  for  coming  cheer, 

Began  to  span  the  future ;  e'en  the  sternest, 
Pointing  to  joys  that  soon  should  enter  here. 

Ah  I  what  a  fall  I  stern  lesson,  thou,  man,  leamest  I 
Sad  diapason  of  the  failing  year  I 
Dead  hopes,  departed  pleasures  of  the  year  I 

So,  to  ray  soul,  I  heard  the  night-wind  singing ; 

So,  through  my  soul  swept  fancies  cold  and  drear; 
"With  moan,  and  groan,  and  choking  tone,  upbringing 

Forgotten  vows,  lost  loves,  and  heart-strings  blear; 
Shafts  of  remorse,  and  sorrow's  winging,  wringing 

Tears,  on  my  pillow,  for  the  wasted  year  — 

Rain,  from  the  heavens,  for  the  wasted  year  1 

E'en  as  the  dead  leaves,  foiling  in  the  forest. 
E'en  as  the  frosted  flowers  strew  Summer's  bier  — 

Heart-sore,  no  more  shall  pour,  when  need  is  sorest, 
The  dews  that  Spring  so  freely  lavished  here. 

Tree  of  my  life's  dead  hopes  1  the  leaves  thou  worest, 
How  thick  they  strew  the  autumn  of  the  yearl 
How  sad  they  swell  the  requiem  of  the  year  1 
Grand  Rapids,  Mich.,  I8j3. 


L.  J.  Batm. 
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MODERN      SORCERERS. 

It  has  been  mentioned,  on  the  authority,  I  believe,  of  the  newspaper, 
in  the  columns  of  which  we  periodically  tind  records  of  heaven-dropped 
firogs,  that  a  tadpole  of  inquriug  mind,  having  just  arrived  at  that  stage 
of  transition  into  froghood,  when  his  tail  dropped  off,  became  miracu- 
lously gifted  with  speech,  and,  addressing  himself,  in  private  communion 
with  his  injured  feelings,  uttered  the  pithy  interrogatory,  *  What  next?  * 

The  reiteration  of  this  hopeless  inquiry  is  about  the  farthest  thing 
from  my  present  intentions.  Tadpoles  though  we  are,  wonders  come 
80  thick  upon  us  from  day  to  day,  that  we  hardly  have  time  to  cherish 
into  full-blow  our  astonishment  at  this,  when  on  comes  tJuU,  and  nips 
in  the  bud  our  beginning  wonderment  for  fotlier:  and,  so  far  I'rcm  the 
few  pages  into  which  I  hope  to  compress  my  present  remarks,  being  set 
forth  as  a  field  in  which  any  flowers  of  philosophy  may  be  culled,  I 
warn  the  reader,  at  the  beginning,  that  my  space  will  be  much  liker, 
in  the  main,  to  a  dry-dock,  into  which  I  feel  myself  impelled  to  proceed, 
for  the  purpose  of  letting  oil'  an  imlimited  quantity  of  superfluous  steam. 

Accustomed  as  I  have  been,  from  my  small  boyhood  upward,  to  con- 
sider '  all  the  world  a  stage,'  it  is  with  feelings  akin  to  admiration,  that 
I  reflect  upon  the  present  improved  state  of  the  machinery  of  the 

*  mezzonine  floor  ^  of  that  stupendous  establishment.  I  will  here  state, 
for  the  intbrmation  of  such  of  my  readers  as  have  been  nurtured  in  a 
superstitious  seclusion  from  the  temple  of  the  acted  drama,  that  the 

*  mezzonine,'  vulgarly  '  mazarine '  floor,  of  a  theatre,  is  the  lower-deck 
or  chamber,  immediately  beneath  the  stage,  the  chamber  of  horrors,  in 
fact,  from  which  Bill  Griggs,  aitistically  got  up  with  a  luminous  death's 
head  on  the  top  of  his  natural  numskull,  and  a  bloody  winding-sheet 
over  his  cotton- velvet  wrap-rascal  and  corduroy  shorts,  is  gradually  de- 
veloped through  a  trap,  to  horrify  the  upper  world,  as  the  ghost  of  the 
murdered  Scroggins.  Well,  the  world  being  a  stage,  it  follows,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  that  the  chaotic  region,  known  as  the  *  bowels  of  the 
earth,'  must  be  fitted  up  with  a  regulation  '  mezzonine.'  The  drama 
of  life  is  merged  in  melodrama :  the  stage  darkened ;  the  traps  are 
catapulting  forth  their  apparitions ;  the  foot-lights  burning  blue ;  the 
serpents  of  the  orchestra  metamorphosed  into  real  live  pythons ;  pit, 
boxes,  and  gallery  are  standing  upon  the  benches,  and  with  out-stretched 
necks,  distended  eyes,  and  imbecile  relaxation  of  mouth,  are  waiting 
for  the  developments  of  the  next  act.  Superstition  is  the  scene-painter, 
mysticism  the  manager,  but  who  is  the  prompter  ?  Spirit  of  Sweden- 
borg  I  —  if,  happily,  thou  may'st  be  translated  from  the  Swedish  into  a 
four-legged,  walnut,  domestic,  decently-clothed  table,  like  that  at  which 
I  now  write  —  surely  art  thou  become,  literally,  a  *  household  word :' 
and  being  such,  I  here,  straining  for  the  requisite  faith,  beseech  thee  to 
lift  up  thy  ofl-hind  walnut-leg,  gently,  and  at  such  a  mild  angle  as  not 
to  capsize  my  ink-stand  ;  and,  watching  with  thy  to-md-invisible  eyes, 
as  I  touch  the  alphabet,  to  spell  out  for  me,  in  thy  ragged-school-boy, 
round-about,  rhapsodical  revealings,  an  answer  to  the  above  important 
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query.  B/  the  light  of  a  lamp,  (a.  sjiirit-larop,  of  cour*e,  bii<]  haunted 
by  A  shade:,)  1  wait  for  you.  '  Cuinu  u'er  the  Eva  at  the  silent  liour.' 
The  hmxsi  is  still :  it  is  not  yot  miiluigtil :  I  am  wide  awuke  ;  ns  keen 
for  tijc  su[it:ruixLuTal  as  if  my  fiicultie^  had  beiin  rccoully  whutled  ouooe 
of  Maclii's  Mjgic  Strops.    I  pause  ibr  a  reply.    I  wish  I  may  get  it. 

The  Eu^piciuu  of  Eorccry,  iu  all  ages,  uulil  this  pie^ut  ouu  of  the 
Goldiia  liuuee,  baa  been  visited  upon  the  atlaiiited  with  the  utmost  rigor 
of  the  lawi  of  Lyueh  and  other:i ;  buruiug  at  the  stake,  breaking  upoii 
the  white!,  imprisonment  for  life,  at  the  laust.  Iu  the  palmy  dayN, 
whan  the  merriment  of  our  ancestral  hnilii  woa  augraeuted,  aa  the  old 
•ong  itilbrms  us,  by  the  woggiug  of  assembled  beurdi,  a  telegraph- 
operator  would  have  stood  no  chance.  Ho  would  have  been  carviid  and 
grilleil.  spalch-cocked,  as  it  were,  by  the  public  executioner ;  anil  sub- 
EHiquoully.  his  romaiua  would  have  been  carefully  levigated  iu  a  mortar, 
ftnd  distributed,  as  in  mockery,  to  the  four  cardinal  points.  At  present, 
he  is  a  Hat  fact :  a  subelantial.  unromantic,  (augible,  two-legged  light- 
ning-conduelDr,  There  is  no  witchcrall  about  hmi  now.  He  is  simply 
a  small  magnet  in  the  laboratory  of  natural  philosophy,  to  whicli  every 
thing  iu  our  day  seems  to  bo  possible  :  except,  indeed,  as  Bome  fiend  iu 
human  form  remarked,  the  production  of  ashes  from  gun-powder.  And 
so,  the  natural  having  bocomo  flat,  we  must  ueeda  have  recourse  to 
mysticism  :  and  society  fmds  it  necessary  to  maintain  its  sorcei'ers  and 
eoiceresjcs,  professional  and  amateur.  A  new  want  has  arisen,  result* 
ing  in  a  vampire  appetite  for  dcud  men,  combined  willi  a  supernatural 
copaciouauCM  of  swallow.  '  What 's  in  a  name  J '  Why,  this  much  : 
that  the  sorcerer,  or  witch,  or  wizard,  or  woTEe,  of  former  days,  hu 
*  b'iled  down  to  a  p'lut "  in  the  aeathiug  caldron  of  time  :  and,  retoiniug 
la  \as  rcfiiiL'meat  the  very  essence  of  the  proscribed  devil-raiser,  pervades 
the  woilil  with  patchouli  instead  of  briniitono,  perrumiiig  our  drawiiig- 
iBoni=  with  the  odor  of  the  Banetil.y  of  the  professed  ■  intdinm,'  The 
three  youii^  sorceresses,  beneath  Ibo  throbbing  branches  of  whose  deli- 
cate hands  I  but  lately  saw  an  innocent-looking  rose- wnod- table  become 
atiimateil  with  a  manifestation  of  being  —  pumped  lull  of  spirits,  if  I 
may  be  permitted  to  apply  so  profane  au  JUustratiou  —  were  greeted  with 
trcuiblinq;  whispers  of  applause  by  the  circlijig  guests,  as  each  anxious 
inquiry  upoii  subjects  of  such  popular  interest  as  the  number  oi'  teeth 
8t  pre-^^'ut  tenanting  the  interior  ol'  Mrs.  Hobbs's  mother's  head,  was  re- 
sponded to  by  Rosewood,  with  eloquent  stamp.  There  was  something 
uwful  in  the  exactitude  with  which  each  isolated  nipper  was  numeri- 
cally knocked  olP.  and  sublime  in  the  simple  faith  with  which  the  com- 
pany accepted  Mrs.  Hobbs's  mother's  assurances  of  the  correctness  of 
the  i^uni-lotal,  without,  in  any  instance,  availing  themEelvea  of  her 
prollerel  invitation  to  a  personal  inspeclion.  These  three  young  sor- 
cerc-sci  are  slill  at  large ;  nor  have  I  heard  that  any  legal  proceedings 
are  likely  to  be  instituted  against  them.  And  long  may  they  continue 
to  bcwileb  the  tables,  and  those  who  sit  at  them  ;  of  the  latter  of  which 
misdemeanors  I  firmly  believe  them  lo  be  guilty,  many  times  a  month. 
Of  their  sorcery,  however.  I  hold  no  account :  tor,  having  been  granted 
an  appeal  to  Rosewood,  immediately  after  the  successful  response  on  tho 
subject  of  Mrs.  Hobbs's  mother's  dental  relics,  and  having  humbly  ex- 


172  Modern  Sorcerers.  [February, 

pressed  a  desire  to  be  informed  as  to  the  precise  number  of  lines  con- 
tained in  the  third  sonnet  of  the  poems  of  John  Keats,  Rosewood  men- 
daciously rapped  forth  the  number  of  six,  which  was  subsequently, 
Heaye  for  correction  having  been  granted  by  me,)  extended  to  nine,  and 
nnally  reached  the  limit  of  twenty,  without  once  hitting  upon  the  ne- 
cessary and  normal  quantity  of  fourteen.  The  magic,  then,  of  these 
young  soothsayers,  was  of  the  same  mild  quality  as  that  of  the  profes- 
sional lady-medium  of  great  renown,  but  small  acquaintance  with 
polite  literature,  who,  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  a  miscreant,  repre- 
senting himself  as  a  relation  of  the  departed,  did  impiously  invoke  and 
conjure  up  from  nothing,  the  spirit  of  one  Lemuel  Gulliver,  which 
dwelleth  nowhere  —  Gulliver,  the  companion  of  our  childhood:  but 
who  never  was  bom,  and,  of  course,  never  died. 

Of  a  less  diluted  brewage,  however,  is  the  necromancy  indulged  in  by 
divers  divines  and  jurisconsults,  whose  *  experiences '  on  the  subject  oi 
spirit-communications  have  recently  been  given  to  the  world.  The  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Godfrey,  for  instance,  Rector  of  Wortley,  England,  professes  to 
have  been  eminently  successful  in  sustaining  table-talk  with  a  defunct 
parishioner  of  his,  who  leprescnts  himself  as  being  condemned  ibr  un- 
known spaces  to  haunt  and  inspire  the  reverend  gentleman^s  mahogany. 
*The  bad  spirits  alone,*  says  this  lost  sheep  of  the  fold  of  Worlley,  *  are 
thus  condemned  to  haunt  the  places  of  their  earthly  pilgrinr.age ;' 
some  being  locally  transmigrated  into  stocks  and  stones,  while  othen 
gibber  and  leer  at  us  through  the  eyes  of  epileptic  idiots  and  convulsed 
lunatics.  If  this  spirit  was  a  spirit,  and  spoke  the  truth,  shall  men  ex- 
press surprise  if,  in  the  course  of  our  promised  progress  of  communion 
with  the  spirit- world,  (for  the  initiated  tell  us  it  is  only  just  beginning,) 
an  over-heated  dumb-stove  become  endowed  with  speech,  and,  shoutp 
ing  through  its  pipe,  as  through  a  speaking-trumpet,  petrify  the  heaita 
of  a  palpitating  household  with  the  terrible  monosyllable,  *  Fire  I'  Shall 
I  be  shocked  at  finding  that  my  peculiar  clothes-horse  has  become  ani- 
mated with  the  royal  spirit  of  the  King  Nebuchadnezzar,  and,  abandon- 
ing with  recklessness  its  hitherto  useful  and  respectable  cari*er,  been 
detected  out  at  grass  in  the  neighboring  meadows  ?  Who  shall  be  re- 
sponsible for  the  reputations  of  his  fire-irons?  —  the  poker,  tongs,  and 
shovel  —  w^hose  ironical  gravity  of  demeanor  has  established  for  them  a 
hitherto  untarnished  respectability  ?  Possibly,  renowned  individuals^ 
who  have  been  re-produced  in  posthumous  marble,  at  the  expense  of  a 
grateful  country,  may  think  it  worth  while  occasionally  to  *  possess '  and 
animate  their  chiselled  effigies.  No  shock,  indeed,  w  ould  it  be  to  my 
feelings,  but  rather  a  gratification,  if  such  an  art-creation  as  Sally's 
famous  '  Eve  at  the  Fountain '  were  to  rise  from  her  graceful  recum- 
bence, and  shaking  down  for  a  garment  her  *  rippled  tresses,*  like  the 
Lady  Godiva,  trip  daintily  through  the  garden  in  search  of  apples —  or 
of  Adam.  But  how  trjing  to  refined  sensibilities  to  come  suddenly  upon 
a  marble  general,  lunching  upon  the  road-side  '  metal '  of  a  macadam- 
ized highway,  in  company  with  a  granite  statesman !  —  a  veritable 
'Festin  de  Pien*c,*  foreshadowed  by  the  immortal  Moliere ! — whose  ter- 
rible *  Statue  of  the  Commander,*  with  his  marbleized-ironical  nod, 
haunts  mo  ever  as  I  recall  the  reading.     There  be  modern  statues,  luiw- 
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ever,  of  dukes  and  of  presidents,  rampantly  riding  *  a-cock-horse/  that 
will  be  warranted  safe  from  all  such  somiiambulitish  vagaries,  inas- 
much as  no  spirits,  from  regions  above  or  from  regions  below,  would  be 
found  to  possess  them  at  any  price.  Far  from  us  be  the  evil  spirits 
elicited  from  the  deceased  parishioner  by  the  alphabetical  spells  of  the 
Rector  of  Wortley !  Modem  sorcerers !  —  iconoclasts  of  the  cherished 
images  dear  to  us  from  infancy !  —  where  shall  the  limits  be  when  ye 
abolish  the  boundary  between  spirit  and  matter  ?  Like  the  *  apprentice- 
sorcerer  *  of  Gothc,  ye  may  indeed  bring  up  the  evil  power  to  your  call, 
but  find  yourself  unable  to  dismiss  it.  The  evil  spirit  that  moves  your 
table  may  tamper  with  your  weapons,  playfully  draw  your  razor  across 
your  unsuspectuig  throat,  or  transfer  the  contents  of  your  revolver  into 
your  troubled  dream-case,  at  the  dead  hour  of  the  night :  and  people 
msh  in,  and  morning  brings  the  coroner  and  his  m3n:midons,  and  noon 
a  verdict  of*  Died  by  his  own  hand ' — a  verdict  founded  upon  the  prima 
facie  evidence  that  has  sufficed  for  ages.  The  Rector  of  Wortley  is 
welcome  to  his  revelations ;  and  I  hope  he  finds  himself  desirably  situ- 
ated in  his  increased  domestic  circle :  but  it  might  have  been  more 
judicious  in  him  to  have  withheld  from  publication  the  statement  of 
the  defunct  parishioner,  to  the  e fleet  that  his  great  trouble  in  the  other 
world  arose  from  his  having  deserted  the  Episcopalian  for  the  Wes- 
leyan  Church,  unmindful  of  the  warnings  of  his  former  pastor.  It  is 
instructive  to  remark  how  invariably  the  *  mediums '  manage  to  elicit 
revealed  testimony  in  favor  of  the  particular  sects  or  creeds  to  which 
they  happen  to  belong,  respectively.  The  latest  report  I  have  seen  is 
that  of  a  French  Roman  Catholic,  whose  spiritual  communicant  dated 
his  revelations  from  '  Purgatory,'  and  stated  that '  a  mass  would  do  him 
good.'  Now,  earnest  though  such  persons  may  be  in  their  faith  in 
inspired  furniture,  they  thus  furnish  their  opponents  with  a  weapon 
which  they  will  not  be  slow  in  turning  against  them  :  and  the  mildest 
form  of  objurgation  which  they  may  expect  from  the  sceptical  will  have 
for  its  burden  the  imputation  of  pious  fraud.  Certain  it  is,  that  persons 
of  known  respectability,  and  of  good  education,  have  gone  deeply  into 
the  modern  sorcery ;  that  they  believe  in  it,  and  that  they  take  pains  to 
promulgate  their  belief.  But  it  is  equally  certain,  that  infallibility  is 
no  attribute  even  of  the  highest  compound  of  respectability  and  educa- 
tion. Over-wrought  enthusiasm  —  mind  warped  with  intensity  of  ap- 
plication to  a  particular  subject  —  incapacity  for  analyzalion  —  the 
vanity  of  seeming  to  possess  the  power  of  communication  with  the 
invisible  world  —  all,  or  any  of  these,  might  supei'sedc  education,  force 
of  character,  honesty.  Accident  has  often  deceived  the  hardest-headed 
sceptic.  Years  before  spirits  rapped,  and  in  those  simple  days  when 
the  only  record  we  had  of  self-moving  furniture  was  embodied  in  the 
discreditable  nursery-rhyme,  which  sets  forth  how  '  the  dish  ran  af^er 
the  spoon,'  a  hay-stack  moved  at  midnight  from  its  position  by  a  lonely 
grange  in  a  quiet  English  valley,  and  pursued  nearly  to  the  death  a 
respectable  country  physician  who  was  wending  his  solitary  way  home- 
wards from  a  professional  call.  The  doctor  dashed  the  spurs  deep  into 
the  ribs  of  his  astonished  roadster,  as  he  beheld  in  the  misty  moonlight 
his  gigantic  pursuer  hot  upon  his  track.     Haystack  kept  in  a  line  with 
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him,  as  he  pushed  his  palfrey  at  full  gallop  over  the  flinty  wheel-ruts 
of  the  deserted  lane.  Now  it  appeared  closing  upon  him,  the  ghost  of 
Timothy  and  Clover,  a  monstrous  mass  of  many  tons'  measurement, 
ready  to  diverge  from  its  parallel  track,  and  overwhelm  him  with  it8 
immensity.  Down  the  lane  they  clattered,  the  horse  and  his  rider ; 
ever  pursued,  passibiis  cequisy  by  the  supernatural,  silent  stack,  which 
cleared  the  fences  on  the  line  of  country,  as  if  imbued  with  the  spirit  of 
all  the  steeple-chasers  that  might  be  foddered  on  it  for  a  mouth.  At 
length  the  pace  was  too  much  for  horse-nature,  and  the  steed  gave  in. 
Human  nature,  too,  was  about  to  collapse.  The  doctor  reeled  in  his 
saddle.  Instantly  expecting  the  haystack,  he  mechanically  raised  his 
hand  to  wipe  the  perspiration  from  his  reeking  brow,  when,  lo !  the 
mysterious  pursuer  disappeared  as  if  by  magic.  The  secret  was  out. 
A  stray  curl  of  the  doctor's  wig  had  drooped  from  his  temple  at  the 
moment  of  passing  the  haystack ;  and  the  eye,  fascinated  by  the  imper^ 
ceptiblc  substitution  of  one  object  for  another,  confounded  the  impres- 
sion of  the  sedentary  haystack  with  that  of  the  moving  tuft.  The 
doctor  was  a  man  of  strong  common-sense,  given  neither  to  wine  nor 
witchcraft ;  and  yet,  had  he  fainted  from  fatigue  and  excitement,  with- 
out accidentally  implicatmg  his  wig  in  the  affair,  who  knows  but  he 
might  have  become  a  conveii;  to  the  supernatural,  and  anticipated  the 
table-turners  in  a  pamphlet  setting  forth  his  experiences  of  an  inspired 
haystack  —  a  •  moving  accident  by  flood  and  field  .■' 

If  I  had  no  graver  objection  to  our  sorcerers,  I  would  object  to  them 
for  their  want  of  poetry  There  is  no  melody  about  that  detestable 
dead  denizen  of  Wortley,  who,  under  the  unromantic  patronymic  of 
Brown  or  Smith,  returned  from  his  particular  limbo  to  utter  contradic- 
tory platitudes  through  the  infantile  A  B  C  oi  an  earthly  medium. 
There  is  neither  rhyme  nor  reason  in  any  of  the  printed  statements  eet 
forth  by  the  sorcerers ;  nor  has  a  couplet  as  jtit  been  waf\ed  to  us  from 
ghost-laud  that  would  be  considered  worthy  of  a  place  in  the  *  pcet's 
corner '  of  the  newest  country  newspaper  farthest  west.  Their  mecha- 
nism is  destitute  of  originality.  Even  their  pretended  vision  of  the 
departure  of  tlie  soul  from  the  body  is  but  a  revival  of  the  ancient  dec- 
trine  of  Palingencsy,  extended  to  suit  circumstances.  A  pale,  floating 
exhalation,  say  they,  has  been  seen  by  the  eye  of  the  iniiiated,  prcceed- 
ing  from  the  body  at  the  moment  of  death  —  a  sort  of  spiritual  fac- 
simile, preserving  the  fbnn  of  the  case  from  which  it  has  just  parted. 
Compare  this  with  the  records  of  old  Gallarel,  a  chemist  of  note  kome 
two  centuries  ago,  who  telLs  us  of  a  Polish  sava?ft,  also  a  chemist  of 
grc:it  renown,  who  achieved  much  celebrity  by  his  illustrations  of  the 
Palinprenesy  —  the  delirium  treme?Js  of  the  day  in  which  he  flourished, 
as  the  Fpirit-manifestation  is  that  of  ours.  In  vegetables,  particularly, 
according  to  Galliirel,  tlic  professor  was  great;  and  the  treat  of  the 
evenin<r  at  one  of  his  cnnvcrzntioncs  was  the  production  of  a  lottle,  not 
containing  medicinal  Geneva,  or  any  other  evasive  anti-liquor-law  stim- 
ulant, but  simply  charged  with  the  ashes  of  some  beautiful  flower —  a 
rose,  for  instance.  By  the  application  of  a  process,  known  to  this  cele- 
brated druggist  alone,  a  light  cloud  would  be  seen  to  arise  from  the 
mouth  of  the  uncorked  phial,  which,  to  the  delight  and  wonder  of  the 
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spectators,  would  gradually  develope  itself  into  the  semblance  of  a  rose 
of  great  perfection  and  freshness.  Equally  successful,  I  have  no  doubt, 
would  the  talented  necromancer  have  been,  in  the  treatment  of  a  potted 
lobster,  or  of  a  jugged  hare.  Another  of  the  remarkable  men  of  that 
day  —  he  must  have  been  a  *  Wizard  of  the  North  * —  brought  frost  to 
his  aid.  Having,  in  the  course  of  some  experiments,  as  Gafiarel  tells 
us,  extracted  the  salts  from  some  burnt  nettles,  and  placed  the  lye  in  a 
situation  exposed  to  the  cold  night  air,  he  was  startled  next  morning  at 
finding  the  plant  re-produced  in  ice  —  a  perfect  fac-simile  of  the  original 
nettle,  as  if  spun  out  of  sugar  or  of  glass.  ^  delighted  was  he  at  the 
spectacle,  that  he  sent  ofi,  express,  for  a  friend  to  assist  him  in  enjoying 
his  nettles  before  a  thaw  came  ;  and  his  enthusiasm  even  found  vent 
in  verse ;  for  he  burst  forth  with  an  average  spiritual-manifestation 
couplet,  of  which  the  substance  is : 

*  From  this  we  gather,  that  when  the  body  dieth, 
Still  in  its  ashes  the  shadowy  form  lieth.' 

If  you  toill  go  in  for  supernatural  philosophy,  let  your  psychology  be 
of  the  German  school :  for  the  Germans  *  do  their  spiriting  gently  ;'  sug- 
gesting the  presence  of  the  departed,  without  the  unpoetical  material 
process  patronized  by  the  rappers.  Hear  Uhland  upon  the  subject. 
Many  years  ago,  I  know  not  when,  I  fell  in  with,  I  cannot  tell  where, 
the  following  version  of  his  poem  of  *  The  Ferry.'  Quoting,  as  I  do, 
from  memory,  and  being  slightly  hampered  by  other  and  inferior  trans- 
lations of  the  same  poem,  which  I  have  seen  more  recently,  I  can  give 
but  imperfectly  the  version  I  love,  as  it  glows  to  me  through  the  golden 
haze  of  the  past : 

'  Many  a  year  is  in  its  grave 
Since  I've  crossed  this  restless  wave : 
And  the  evening,  bright  as  ever, 
Shines  on  ruin,  rock,  and  river. 

*  Then  in  this  frail  boat  bcsidej 
Sat  two  comrades,  old  and  tried : 
One  with  all  a  father's  truth, 
One  with  all  the  tire  of  youth. 

*  One  on  earth  in  silence  wrought, 
And  his  grave' in  silence  souglit: 
But  the  younger,  brighter  form, 
Passed  in  battle  and  in  storm. 

*And  in  life,  wherv  I  look  back. 
On  my  dim,  uncertain  track, 
Miss  I  then  the  comrades  true. 
Snatched  by  death  from  mortal  view  ? 

*  No !  — the  links  that  Friendship  twined, 
Were  of  spirit,  soul-refined  : 
Soul-like  were  those  days  of  yore : 

Let  us  walk  in  soul  once  more ! 

*  Take,  0  boatman !  thrice  thy  fee ! 
Take !  —  I  give  it  willingly : 

In  thy  boat,  unseen  by  thee, 
Spirits  twain  have  crossed  with  me  I ' 

Far  more  congenial  to  me  is  such  a  mingling  of  spirits,  than  any 
thing  as  yet  propounded  by  the  modern  sorcerers.  There  is  a  legend, 
gravely  stated  by  an  old  French  writer,  as  being  of  record  in  the  ar- 
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chives  of  Brittany,  which  accords  more  "with  their  delirium-trementltiis 
doctrines.  A  gentleman  of  mark,  Tibergeau  his  patronymic,  •  was 
travelling  in  Britanny,  accompanied  by  a  friend.  One  stormy  night, 
they  put  up  at  a  lonely  way-side  imi,  where,  according  to  the  sociable 
custom  of  the  day,  properly  eschewed  by  modem  wide-awakes,  they  were 
accommodated  in  a  double-bedded  room,  to  wliich  they  retired,  having 
first  partaken  of  the  refreshments  necessary  for  their  revival  after  a 
fatiguing  journey.  They  had  not  slept  long,  however,  when  Tibergeau 
was  awakened  by  a  noise  in  the  cliamber,  and,  upon  drawing  aside  the 
bed-curtains,  he  beheld,  with  astonishment,  four  gorgeously  got-up 
serving-men,  setting  forth  a  splendid  banquet  upon  a  great  table.  The 
side-board  was  particularly  resplendent,  being  garnished  with  plate  of 
untold  value,  including  many  surprising  drhiking- vessels  of  gold.  The 
table  was  soon  covered  with  all  the  delicacies  of  the  season  ;  the  hot- 
test kind  of  curries,  and  all  sorts  of  capsicum  peppers,  flanked  with 
devilled  drum-sticks  and  kidneys,  forming,  apparently,  the  staple  of  the 
repast.  Tibergeau,  tickled  with  the  cheerful  exhalation,  tried  to  wake 
up  his  friend,  but  he  had  to  do  with  one  who  '  paid  attention  to  his 
sleeping,'  and  all  his  efibrts  were  in  vain.  Presently  came  the  guests, 
a  goodly  company,  and  seated  themselves  around  the  table.  "Whether 
from  diabolical  sympathies  or  otherwise,  they  seemed  to  take  very  kindly 
to  the  be-devLlled  luxuries,  course  after  course  disappearing  as  fast  as 
the  flunkeys  could  serve  them  up.  At  last,  came  the  dessert,  and  then 
a  personage,  distinguished  above  the  others  by  his  stature  and  dignified 
presence,  filled  from  a  slender  wine-flask  a  golden  goblet  to  the  brim, 
and  turning  toward  the  bed  with  easy  familiarity,  said  :  '  Tibergeau,  old 
boy  I  here's  to  you  :  you  '11  pledge  me,  won't  you  ?  '  It  would  be  super- 
fluous to  state  that  Tibergeau  felt  rather  shaky  at  being  thus  personally 
addressed  by  a  suspicious  character,  in  a  lunnnous  jerkin,  and  trunk-hose 
of  antiquated  cut :  but  his  terror  was  unspeakably  aggravated  when 
one  of  the  attendants  approached  him  with  a  golden  goblet  brim-full 
of  wine,  and  an  invitation  to  pledge  the  challenger.  There  was  no  help 
for  it,  however,  and  so  he  nodded  tremulously  at  the  revellers,  and  drank  ; 
and  as  the  wine  was  of  most  rare  and  excellent  vintage,  he  drained  the 
bumper  to  tlie  xcry  last  drop.  A  soothing  sensation  followed  upon  the 
draught.  Tibergeau  slept,  and  that  soundly,  for  the  remainder  of  the 
night,  and  it  was  broad  day-light  when  he  awoke,  with  a  golden  goblet 
clutched  con\nilsivcly  in  his  right  hand,  as  in  a  vice.  He  told  the  story 
to  his  friend,  who  liad  been  slabbering  over  him  in  an  imbecile  manner 
ever  since  day-break,  trying  to  coax  the  goblet  from  his  grasp.  The 
friend  told  the  landlord,  and  both  landlord  and  '  friend '  went  in  for 
*  snacks,'  insisting  that  the  goblet  in  which  Tibergeau  had  pledged  the 
goblin,  should  now  be  pledged  '  for  the  good  of  the  house,'  and  the  pro- 
ceeds properly  distributed  amongst  the  three.  See  how  avarice  over- 
leaps itself  I  Tibergeau  brought  the  affair  into  court,  and  when  the 
judges  had  weighed  the  evidence,  they  decreed  that  as  the  fete  had 
clearly  been  given  in  honor  of  him  alone  —  a  fact  proved  by  the  circum- 
stance of  the  visionary  revellers  having  thrown  his  friend  into  a  state 
of  coma  —  the  golden  vessel  should  be  adjudged  to  him.  And  so  it  was  ; 
and  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  if  a  strict  search  were  to  be  instituted 
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among  those  named  Tibergeau,  in  the  by-ways  of  Brittany,  some  such 
goblet  would  be  foimd  among  them,  as  an  heir-Joom,  with  the  tinsel 
gone,  probably,  and  the  pinchbeck  predominant. 

And  if  any  spirit  has  spirit  enough  to  go  into  the  matter  with  me,  on 
the  broad  principle  established  in  the  experience  of  honest  old  Tiber- 
geau, and  to  such  an  extent,  that  on  waking  up  one  of  these  frosty 
mornings,  I  discern  upon  my  table  a  real,  bodily,  presentation  piece  of 
plate — a  cigar-case,  tor  instance,  (for  I  am  not  proud,)  executed  in  dead 
silver,  of  course,  and  graven  with  a  suitable  inscription  in  black-letter, 
then  shall  I  be  ready  to  acknowledge  the  presence  among  us  of  real, 
table-haunting,  poll-taxable,  actionable  ghosts  ;  and  then  shall  I  wil- 
lingly sit  at  the  same  table  with  the  dead  parishioner  of  Wortley,  aad 
row  in  the  same  boat  with  the  Modem  Sorcerers. 
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Darrnrss  creepeth,  cold  and  cheerless, 
O'er  the  vales  and  mountains  high ; 

But  the  stars,  all  bright  and  tearless, 
Look  down  through  it  from  the  sky. 

Darkness  hangeth  o'er  to-nioiTow, 
Veiling  all  the  onward  way; 

Through  the  coming  niglit  of  sorrow, 
Bright  Hope  piercetli,  and  't  u^  day. 

Darkness  cometh  sad  and  slowh% 
O'er  the  faces  we  love  best ; 

Then  a  radiance,  soft  and  holy. 
Falls  upon  them  in  their  rest. 

Darkness,  clouds  of  gloom  and  sadness, 
O'er  the  present  sweepeth  fast ; 

But  long-hidden  lights  of  gladness 
Flash  out  brightly  in  the  pa.st 

Darkness  hangeth  still  and  breathless, 
Round  the  spirit  near  its  flight ; 

Soon  it  passes  strong  and  deathless ; 
Breaks  upon  its  path  the  light. 

liCt  me  love  the  darkness  breaking 
"With  a  calm  and  holy  ray ; 

All  the  better  spirit  waking, 
Through  it  dawns  a  milder  day. 
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THE   VISION   OF    THE   NIOHT. 

'  Ih  tboughta  from  the  viitions  of  the  Di^bt.  when  deep  sleep  f&lleth  on  ta^sx, 

'  Fear  came  upon  int>.  and  trcicbling.  whicb  made  all  my  bones  to  shake 

'Then  a  spirit  pas&ed  before  my  face  ;  the  hair  of  my  flesh  stood  up  '  Jo». 

Spirit  of  dread  I  whence  comest  thou, 
And  what  the  message  thou  dost  bring? 

Why  dost  thou  stoop  to  hide  thy  brow, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wing  ? 

Speak !  for  with  fear  I  will  not  bow, 
But  ask  thee  many  a  thing. 

Even  as  I  gaze,  a  wondrous  change 

Flits  over  thy  upturned  face, 
A  halo  bright,  a  beauty  strange, 

Invests  thee  with  an  angel's  grace. 
Thy  outstretched  arras  are  full  of  love ; 

With  faith  thy  upward  gaze  is  bright; 
And  from  the  opening  heaven  above. 

Streams  down  a  flood  of  golden  light 

Upon  thy  standing-place. 

I  gaze  in  rapture ;  but  a  sliade 

Falls  on  thy  radiant  brow ; 
And  quickly,  as  thou  wert  afraid, 

I  see  thee,  trembling,  bow. 
Strange  shadows  every  where  arise, 
And  baleful  fires  light  thine  eyes  — 

I  feel  thy  stifling  breath :  ^ 

Oh,  put  not  on  such  fearful  guise  1 

Thou  art  more  terrible  than  Death. 


Another  change :  lialf  bright,  half  dark  — 

Now  beaming  like  a  radiant  star. 
Now  looming  on  my  shrinking  sight, 
A  shadowy  monster  of  the  night  — 

Now  near  me  —  now  afar : 
It  is  a  well-remembered  form, 

To  which  I  turn  with  love  and  fear ; 
A  comrade  through  ]x)th  cjdm  and  stonn, 

Often  forgot,  yet  ever  near  — 
Beside  me  till  I  reacli  the  goal : 
I  cannot  part  from  thee,  0  Soul! 


Spirit,  or  whatsoe'er  thou  art, 

That  journeyest  with  me  on  ray  way, 
Speak  1  and,  if  thou  canst,  impart 

Some  knowledge  when  our  course  shall  stay. 
Wliere  shall  we  stop  ?  —  in  silent  earth, 

Insensate  as  surrounding  clay  ? 
Or  wilt  iJiou  have  another  bui;h, 

And  travel  on  thy  road  alway  ? 

Or  must  we  never  part? 
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A  shadow  gathers  on  thy  face ; 

Thy  hps  m  solemn  silence  close: 
But  yet  thou  peer'st,  as  if  in  space 

A  vision  slowly  rose : 
But,  if  the  silent  tomb  it  be, 

Or  aught  beyond  —  I  cannot  see.  j.  h.  a,  b. 

Cleveland,  Ohio. 


SKETCHES       OF       TRAVEL. 


B7     WltLt*!!      XV.     CAUPBELl.. 


DRYBURGH        ABBEY 


The  silver  Tweed,  the  bonnie  Tweed,  sweeps  gracefully  around  the 
rums  of  Dryburgh  Abbey.  It  thus  forms  a  beautiful  setting  to  the  old 
moss  and  ivy-covered  remains  which  it  encircles.  But  the  sparkling 
waters  and  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  Tweed  no  more  delight  the  eye 
and  charm  the  ear  of  the  great  poet  and  novelist  of  Scotland.  The 
magician's  wand  was  broken,  and  his  harp  unstrung,  and  he  had  laid  him 
down  to  sleep  his  last  sleep,  in  a  spot  which  in  fife  he  loved  so  well. 
This  immediate  neighborhood  was  the  home  of  his  boyhood ;  where 
he  recited  to  his  youthful  and  wondering  companions  long  talea  of  his 
own  invention,  and  where  it  may  be  supposed  there  was  opened*  up 
tlirough  the  dim  vista  of  future  years  but  a  faint  outline  of  his  ot\^i 
distinguished  career  as  an  author.  Crossing  the  river  by  the  usual  ford, 
and  which  seemed  to  give  new  life  to  the  horse  furnished  me  by  my 
friend  near  Hundalee,  a  short  circuitous  ride  brought  me  to  the  entrance 
of  the  Abbey.  I  stood  over  the  grave  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  The  foun- 
dation of  Dryburgh  Abbey  was  laid  more  than  seven  hundred  years 
ago,  during  the  reign  of  David  I.,  and  very  shortly  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  Abbeys  of  Kelso  and  Melrose.  The  Abbey  of  Jedburgh 
was  also  enlarged  during  this  reign ;  so  that  the  fine  ruins  of  Kelso, 
Jedburgh,  Dryburgh,  and  Melrose,  all  go  back  to  the  reign  of  the  pious 
David,  the  first  of  that  name  among  the  Scottish  kings.  But  for  cen- 
turies, Dryburgh  has  been  in  ruins ;  and  large  yew  trees  have  grown 
up,  and  now  cast  their  dark  shade  over  these  remains  of  an  age  long 
gone  by.  In  the  mutations  of  fortune  and  of  time,  the  Abbey  came  into 
the  ownership  of  the  Halliburtons,  of  Mertown,  the  maternal  ancestors 
of  the  father  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  In  1786,  and  when  Sir  Walter  was 
still  a  lad  of  fifteen,  it  was  purchased  from  the  Halliburtons,  and  sub- 
sequently came  back  to  the  ownership  of  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  to  whose 
ancestors  it  had  belonged  more  than  two  centuries  ago.  It  was  to  thi^ 
sale  by  the  Halliburtons  that  Sir  Walter  afterward  feelingly  alluded. 
'And  thus  we  have  nothing  lefl  of  Dryburgh,  although  my  father's  ma- 
ternal inheritance,  but  the  right  of  stretching  our  bones  where  mine 
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may  perhaps  be  laid  ere  any  eye  but  my  own  glances  over  these  pa^es. 
He  (lied  ^^^cpteinber  twenty-lirst,  1832. 

'  It  was,'  says  Lockliart,  '  a  beautiful  day,  so  warm  that  every  win 
dow  was  wide  open,  and  so  pcri'ectly  still  that  the  sound  of  all  others 
most  delicious  to  his  ear,  the  gentle  ripple  of  the  Tweed  over  its  peb- 
bles, was  distinctly  audible  as  we  knelt  around  the  bed,  and  his  eldest 
son  kissed  and  closed  his  eyes.' 

On  the  twenty-sixth  of  the  same  month,  he  was  laid  beside  his  wife, 
in  St.  Mary's  aisle,  the  most  beautiful  part  of  the  ruins.  There  that 
eldest  son,  who  had  closed  and  kissed  his  eyes,  was  afterward  laid  be- 
side him.  There  is  somethinj^  beautifully  touching  in  this  laying  down 
of  friends  to  rest  together.  The  feeling  which  prompts  it  is  natural  to 
the  human  heart.  The  aged  Oneida  Indian,  who  had  almost  reached 
his  hundred  years,  finding  death  approaching,  desired  to  be  carried  and 
laid  in  the  grave  at  the  feet  of  his  Christian  teacher,  who  had  long 
preceded  him  ;  *  for,'  said  he,  '  I  want  to  go  up  witli  him  at  the  great 
resurrection.' 

It  was  mid-summer  when  I  stood  near  these  graves.  A  plain  marble 
monument  covers  them.  The  summer  breeze  stirred  gently  the  dark, 
tliick  leaves  of  the  overhanging  trees.  The  birds  which  nestled  in  teh 
branches  seemed  to  sing  in  subdued  tones.  I  was  alone,  and  busy 
memory  called  up  in  rapid  succession  the  incidents,  the  trials,  and  the 
triumphs  of  a  life  so  full  of  interest.  It  was  not  without  emotion  that 
I  turned  away  from  this  *  hoary  Abbey  of  Drj'burgh,  surrounded  with 
vew  trees  as  ancient  as  itself.' 

The  toucliing  address  of  him  who  slept  there,  to  his  own  minstrel 
harp,  was  on  my  lips  : 

*  Harp  of  the  North,  farewell !    The  hills  jejow  dark. 
On  purple  peaks  a  deeper  shade  descending ; 

In  twilight  copse  the  glow-worm  lights  her  spark ; 

The  deer  half  seen  are  to  the  covert  wending. 

Resume  thy  wizai-d  elm  !  the  fountain  lending 

And  the  wild  breeze  thy  w^ilder  minstrelsy. 

Thj  numbers  sweet  with  nature's  vespers  blending 

With  distant  echo  from  the  fold  and  lea 

And  herd-boy's  evening  pipe,  and  hum  of  housing  boe. 

•Yet  once  again,  farewell,  thou  minstrel  harp  I 
Yet  once  again  forgive  my  feeble  sway ; 
And  little  reck  I  of  the  censure  sharp 
May  idly  cavil  at  an  idle  lay. 
Much  have  I  owed  thy  strains  on  life's  long  way. 
Through  secret  woes  the  world  has  never  known, 
When  on  the  wearv  night  dawned  wearier  day. 
And  bitterer  was  the  grief  devoured  alone ; 
That  I  o'erlive  such  woes,  Enchantress,  is  thine  own. 

*  Hark !  as  my  lingering  footsteps  slow  retire, 
Some  spirit  (»f  the  air  nas  waked  thy  string; 
'T  is  now  a  seraph  bold  with  touch  of  lire ; 
*T  is  now  the  brush  of  Fairy's  frolic  wing. 
Receding  now,  the  dying  numbers  ring, 
Fainter  and  fainter  down  the  rugged  dell ; 
And  now  the  mountain-breezes  scarcely  bring 
A  wandering  witch-note  of  the  distant 'spell; 

And  now,  'tis  silent  all !  Enchantress,  fare  thee  well  I* 
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THE        SPANISH        ALARM-BELL. 


BY      IBAAC      UACLKZXaM, 


DoRiva  the  invasion  of  Spain  by  the  French  armi^a,  in  1909,  all  classes  of  people  flow  to  arni>»  at 
the  sounding  of  the  Scniaten.  Ttfn  Somatenes  are  the  levy-en  masse,  which,  by  an  ancient  law  of 
Catalonia,  are  bound  to  turn  out  and  defend  their  parishes,  whenever  the  3omaten  is  heard  from  the 
belfries 

r. 

O'er  terraced  slope  and  woody  steep ; 
O'er  elifts  where  loamy  ton-ent.s  leap ; 
Oil  mountain  roads,  so  lone  and  drear 
That  only  the  stout  muleteer 
May  scale  their  heijrhts  or  thread  their  glade, 
Or  smuggler  \)\\'  his  dangerous  trade ; 
Across  the  vineyards  of  Navarre 
And  Biscay's  valleys,  wondrous  fair, 
Where  in  their  cliestnnt  forests  green 
Their  lives  pass  peaceful  and  serene; 
Par  o'er  the  reahii  from  mount  to  sea, 
Rings  out  the  tocsin  of  tlie  fi'ee  1 

ir. 

Murat  has  deluged  Madrid's  street 
With  gory  hoof  and  sanguine  feet ; 
Iler  stately  s(iuares,  her  humblest  lane, 
His  platoons  redden  with  the  slain  1 

HI 

From  that  grand  city  peals  the  spire 

Cross-crown'd  and  glittering  like  lire ; 

From  each  cathedral-dome  sublime, 

The  crashing  bells  swing  out  their  chime. 

Rings  out  the  summons  full  and  bold, 

From  fortalice  and  castle  old ; 

From  village  chapels  far  away, 

Embosomed  amid  woodlands  gay, 

Rings  out  the  'larum,  not  the  peal,  ' 

That  bids  the  worshipper  to  kneel 

Where.swings  the  censer,  while  the  priest 

Devoutly  shares  the  sacred  feast: 

No  !  'tis  a  sound  more  lierce  and  grand 

That  swelleth  over  Spanish  land ; 

And- thus  in  earthquake-tones  it  calls 

To  all  Castilian  huts  and  halls. 

IV. 

Arm  for  the  battle  I  arm  for  strife ; 

Arm  with  the  musket  and  the  knife ; 

Arm,  sailor,  at  the  breezy  port; 

Arm,  soldier,  in  the  mountain  fort ; 

Arm,  noble,  in  your  gilded  room ; 

Seize  casque  and  weapon,  blade  and  plume ; 

Vine-dressers,  leave  the  half-pruned  vine, 

To  lavish  ruddier  drops  than  wine ; 

In  the  brown  glebe  leave  plough  and  steer; 

The  harvest  of  the  dead  draws  near. 
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T. 


Asturian  and  Gallician  boor, 

From  fastness  of  your  mountains  pour ; 

The  shepherd  of  La  Mancha's  plain. 

From  old  Castile  the  jocund  swain ; 

The  Andalusian,  soft  yet  stern, 

Whose  veins  with  Moorish  ardor  bum ; 

Let  the  Valencian  all  forget 

His  citron  grove  and  Castanet ; 

Let  all,  a  vengeful  multitude, 

Rush  to  the  harvest-field  of  blood! 


Tl. 


With  lusty  sinews  swing  the  bell  I 
To  the  invading  French  a  knell  I 
Poor  Spain  deplores,  all  gashed  and  gored, 
Her  king  despoiled  of  crown  and  sword ; 
Her  princes  and  her  nobles  spumed, 
Her  cities  sacked,  her  vilbis  burned  1 
The  foe' in  bivouac  pitch  their  tent 
Beneath  Spain's  purpled  firmament. 
By  Ebro's  bank  and  Douro's  stream, 
Aiid  where  the  tides  of  T;igus  gleam, 
Their  circles  of  resplendent  steel 
Round  your  beleaguered  cities  wliecl — 
An  iron  girdle  keen  and  red, 
Ensanguined  by  your  noljle  dead. 


VII. 


They  smite  your  gates  with  scornful  blade ; 
They  storm  them  in  fierce  escalade  ; 
They  plant  their  guns  your  rnmparts  near, 
And  'gainst  them  scalinyr-ladders  rear: 
They  breach  the  strong-holds  whore  of  yore 
The  gallant  Cid  beat  V)ack  the  Moor; 
Their  siege-trains  from  each  emVinisure 
A  storm  of  hurtling  missiles  pour ; 
Fascines  and  gabions  they  prepare, 
Their  bomb-shells  hgiit  the  midnight  air ; 
Their  cannon,  with  the  iron  hail 
With  carnage  paint  each  mp'tle  vale  I 


Tin. 


Ring  wide  the  tocsin !  tower  and  r^ck, 
Till  reel  your  belfries  with  the  shock. 
King  Joseph,  the  usurper,  comes, 
AVith  prancing  pomp  and  rattling  dmms; 
But  beUs  that  greet  him  seem  to  toll 
For  ghastly  corpse  than  living  soul  I 


xz. 


Rmg  out  the  'larum  1  for  the  foe 

At  Bavlen  hath  been  humbled  low : 

Valencia's,  Saragossa's  wall 

The  Frenchman's  siiattered  ranks  appal ; 

And  soon  the  noble  realm  of  Spain 

Enfiimchiscd  shall  exult  amain. 


LITERARY      NOTICES 


Thb  North-American  Review  for  January  Quarter,    pp.  264.    Boston :  Crosby, 
Nichols,  and  Company.    New-York :  C.  S.  Francis  and  Company. 

This  strikes  us,  on  a  hasty  perusal,  as  a  very  excellent  and  various  number 
of  our  old  established  Quarterly.  Its  articles,  which  arc  ten  in  number,  with 
the  usual  briefer  *  Critical  Notices,'  are  upon  the  following  themes  :  Bunsen's 
*  HipPOLYTUs  and  his  Age  ; '  Wayland's  *  Life  of  Dr.  Judsox  ; '  *  Gironierb 
and  the  Phillippine  Islands ; '  *  Mill  on  the  Theory  of  Causation ; '  *  The  Life 
and  Death  of  Louis  XVII. ;  *  *  Grote's  History  of  Greece  ; '  *  Memoirs  of 
Francis  Horxer  ; '  *A  Frontier  Missionary  and  Loyalist ; '  *  Early  French 
Poetry ; '  and  Hamilton's  *  Memoirs  of  Robert  Rantoul,  Jr:'  The  review 
of  Wayland's  Life  of  Judson  is  a  very  interesting  resume  of  the  volumes,  and 
embodies  a  succinct  account  of  the  life  and  character  of  that  devoted  missionary. 
It  is  a  fact,  of  which  until  now  we  were  ignorant,  that  Dr.  Judson,  previous 
to  his  conversion,  was  attached  for  a  time  to  a  theatrical  company.  But  he 
entered,  very  soon  after  joining  a  Christian  church,  upon  the  high  duties  of  his 
arduous,  self-denying  and  perilous  mission.  His  labors,  his  patient  waiting 
for  results,  his  imprisonment,  his  suffering,  and  the  untiring,  holy  devotion  of 
his  wife,  impart  to  the  article,  as  to  the  volumes  of  which  it  is  the  su])ject,  a 
rare  although  often  painful  interest.  We  quote  the  following  tribute  from  the 
present  Mrs.  Judson  to  her  predecessor  in  the  affections  of  her  devoted  hus- 
band : 

'  Sometimes,  for  weeks  together,  they  had  no  food  but  rice,  savored  with  nagapeo —  a 
certain  preparation  of  tish,  not  ahvays  palatable  to  foreigners.  But  once,  when  a  term 
of  unusual  quiet  gave  her  time  for  the  softer  and  more  homely  class  of  loving  thoughts, 
Mrs.  JcDSON  made  a  great  effort  to  surprise  her  husband  with  something  that  should 
remind  him  of  home.  She  planned  and  labored,  until,  by  the  aid  of  butFiilo  beef  and 
plantains,  she  actually  concocted  a  mince  pie.  Unfortunately,  as  she  thought,  she  could 
not  go  in  person  to  the  prison  that  day ;  and  the  dinner  was  brought  bv  smiling  Moung 
Ino,  who  seemed  aware  that  some  mystery  must  be  wrapped  up  in  that  peculiar  pre- 

Paration  of  meat  and  fruit,  although  he  had  never  seen  the  well-spread  boards  of 
lymouth  and  Bradford.,  But  the  pretty  little  artifice  only  added  another  pang  to  a 
heart  whose  susceptibilities  were  as  quick  and  deep  as,  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  they 
were  silent.  When  his  wife  had  visited  him  in  prison,  and  borne  taunts  and  insults 
with  and  for  him,  they  could  be  brave  together ;  when  she  had  stood  up  like  an  en- 
chantress, winning  the  hearts  of  high  and  low,  making  savage  jailers,  and  scarcely  less 
savage  nobles,  weep ;  or  moved,  protected  by  her  own  dignity  and  sublimity  of  purpose, 
like  a  queen  along  the  streets,  his  heart  had  throbbed  with  proud  admiration ;  and  he 
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wns  almost  able  to  thank  Gon  for  the  trials  which  had  made  a  character  so  intrinsically 
noble  shine  forth  with  such  peculiar  brightness.  But  in  this  simple,  home-like  act,  this 
little,  un])retending  effusion  of  a  loving  heart,  there  was  something  so  touching,  so 
unlike  the  part  she  had  just  been  acting,  and  yet  so  illustrative  of  what  she  really  was, 
that  he  bowed  his  head  upon  his  knees,  and  the  tears  flowed  down  to  the  chains' about 
his  ankles.' 

We  quote  a  passaije  from  Dr.  Judsox's  earlier  narrative,  (lescribinpr  a  visit 
which  ho  paid  to  the  imperial  city  of  Ava,  to  hold  an  interview  with  the  em- 
peror.    It  is  exceedingly  graphic : 

*'The  scene  to  which  we  were  now  introduced  really  surpassed  our  expectation.  The 
spacious  extent  of  the  hall,  the  number  and  mngnitude  of^  the  pillars,  the  height  of  the 
dcmie,  the  whole  completely  covered  with  gold,  presented  a  most  gran(r  and  im- 
posing spcciaele.  Very  few  were  present,  and  those  evidently  great  ofticers  of  state. 
Our  situation  prevented  us  from  seeing  the  farther  avenue  of  the  hrtll ;  hut  the  end 
where  we  sat  opened  into  the  parade  which  the  emperor  was  about  to  ius]»ect.  We 
remained  about  five  minutes,  when  everyone  put  himself  into  the  most  resjtectful  atti- 
tude, and  Moung  Yo  whispered  that  his  majesty  had  entered.  We  looked  through  the 
hall  as  fir  as  ihc  pillars  would  allow,  and  presently  caucfht  sight  of  this  modern 
Ah  ASiF.ins.    He  came  forward  unattended  —  in  solitary  granneur  —  exhibiting  the  proud 

ffait  and  majesty  of  an  Eastern  monarch.  His  dress  was  rich,  but  not  distinctive;  and 
le  carried  in  his  hand  the  gold-sheathed  sword,  which  seems  to  have  taken  the  place 
of  the  sceptre  of  ancient  times.  But  it  was  his  high  aspect  and  commanding  eye  that 
chietiy  riveted  our  attention.  He  strided  on.  Every  head  excepting  ours  was  now  in 
the  dust.  Wo  remained  kneeling',  our  hands  folded,  our  eyes  hxed  on  the  monarch. 
When  he  drew  near,  we  caught  his  attention.     He  stopped,  parti v  turned  toward  us: 

* 'Who  are  these?' 

*  '  The  teachers,  great  King,'  I  replied. 

'  'What,  you  speak  Burman  —  the  priests  that  I  heard  of  bust  night  ?'  'When  did 
you  arrive?'  'Are  you  teachers  of  religion?'  'Are  you  like  the  Portuguese  priest?' 
'Are  you  married  ?  *     '  Why  do  vou  dress  so?  ' 

'  Tiiese,  and  some  other  similar  questions,  we  answered,  when  he  appeared  to  be 
pleased  with  us,  and  sat  down  on  an  elevated  seat,  his  hand  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his 
sword,  and  his  eyes  intently  fixed  on  us.     Moung  Zah  now  began  to  read  the  petition. 

•The  emnert»r  heard  the  petition,  and  stretched  out  his  hand.  Moung  Zah  crawled 
forward  and  presented  it.  His  Majesty  began  at  the  top,  and  deliberately  read  it  through. 
In  the  mean  time,  I  gave  Moung  Zah  an  abridged  copy  of  the  tract,  in  which  every 
offensive  sentence  was  corrected,  and  the  whole  put  into  the  handsomest  style  and  dress 
possible.  After  the  emperor  had  perused  the  petition,  he  handed  it  back  without  say- 
ing a  word,  and  took  the  tract.  Our  hearts  now  rose  to  Gon  for  a  display  of  His  gmce. 
'  0,  have  mercy  on  Burmah !  Have  mercy  on  her  king  I '  But  alas  I  the  time  was  not 
yet  come.  He  held  the  tract  long  enough  to  read  the  first  two  .<ientences,  which  assert 
that  there  is  one  eternal  God,  who  is  independent  of  the  incidents  of  mortalitv,  and 
that  beside  Him  there  is  no  Gon  ;  and  then,  with  an  air  of  indifference,  perhaps  dfsdain, 
he  dashed  it  down  to  the  ground.  Moung  Zah  stooped  forward,  picked  it  up,  and 
handed  it  to  us.  Moung  Yo  made  a  slight  attempt  to  save  us  by  unftddiner  one  of  tho 
volumes,  which  composed  our  present,  and  displa^nng  its  beauty;  but  his  Majesty  took 
no  notice.  Our  fate  was  decined.  After  a  few  moments,  Moung  Zah  interpreted  his 
Royal  Master's  will  in  the  following  terms:  'Why  do  you  ask  for  such  permission  ? 
Have  not  the  Portuguese,  the  English,  the  Mussulmans,  and  people  of  all  other  reli- 
gions, full  liberty  to  practice  and  worship  according  to  their  own  customs?  In  regard 
to  the  objects  of  your  petition,  his  Majesty  gives  no  order.  In  regard  to  your  sacred 
books,  his  Majesty  has  no  use  for  them:  take  them  away.' 

'  He  then  rose  from  his  seat,  strided  on  to  the  end  of  the  hall,  and  there,  after  having 
dashed  fo  the  ground  the  first  intelligence  that  he  had  ever  received  of  the  eternal  God, 
his  Maker,  h's  Preserver,  his  Judge,  he  threw  himself  down  on  a  cushion,  and  lay 
listening  to  the  music,  and  gazing  at  the  parade  spread  out  before  him.' 

"While  we  had  a  friend  and  correspondent  at  the  Phillippinc  Islands,  (now, 
alas !  no  more,)  we  should  have  been  at  once  attracted  to  the  review  of  M. 
Gironieke's  work  ;  but  we  left  it,  with  its  successor.  Mill  on  *  Causation,'  to 
peruse,  with  pleasure,  the  paper  on  the  life  and  death  of  Louis  the  Seventeenth, 
one  of  the  most  comprehensive  and  admirably- written  articles  in  the  number. 
Grote's  *  History  of  Greece '  we  have  reserved  for  future  perusal ;  but  the 
.  *  Memoirs  of  Fr^vxcis  Horner/  an  interesting  and  instructive  paper,  was  not 
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ao  easily  skipped,  aft^  bdng  once  coimncnceiL  Tbo  iirticlo  upon  '  Kurly  Frencb 
Foetrj,'  wc  took,  from  ocibuii  iutenml  inUicatioiiii,  to  be  froui  the  ^uitful  and 
clo^i'  pen  of  ProrcBiir  I»ii'(iricu.(ivr.  Amuii^  tbe  '  Criticdl  Koticra,'  in  on 
(Lxpomire  of  agjoss  litcrsTy  fiwitd  by  a  I/intlnn  pttblishcr,  in  tbe  issue  of  Wob- 
cEsTEn's  IJictiooitf)'  iu  Lotidoii;  Ami  uu  Hriidc  untitled  'UiUKMEi.t.  Lunil,'  at 
'Ai.BKRT  Lund,'  ill  which  Jnstiai^  is  donn  to  the  American  explorers,  and  nnAio 
civdit  wrcsti'd  rnim  the  Knglisli  rii^agurii.  '1^  '  Xortli  Anwricaii '  luw  m- 
turutd  fo  ila  usual  ueit  wid  taatefal  typt^caphioal  apjwiirance. 


PonsiXD  PitRonin.    BtPbibbb  Cirki,     Id  uoe  volotne:  pp.  !()■).     Unntiin;  TiCK- 
NHK,  BlED  /.no  Fjelos,  *WBs1iingloii-atreel. 

Thk  eiflters  Oahkt,  Ai-irf,.  the  fidtT.  ond  FiimuK,  thp  nulhtfr  of  the  volume 
before  US,  have  acquired  for  thcmaclvcs  a  rupntntiou  whirh  rcAix^ls  high  honor 
upon  the  iiLeratore  of  the  Tvest,  whether  thpy  bn  rcgordod  as  poets  or  pro«e- 
wrili'rs.  '  Cbver-nook,'  by  the  fonntr  writer,  is  a  work  of  niosl  dccidwl  mEriti 
aud  its  style  is  simple  and  uupretendinK.  to  a  rcmnrknlilo  ili^nn ;  while  niauy 
of  tha  po^'iTB  of  the  some  wrilor  hftvu  atsmpeil  thtmstlvts  |wnuiuiputly  upon 
the  public  mind.  Some  of  them  paasi<ss  n  [wUios  us  nuturol  as  it  is  mre  OB^ 
touching ;  nsrtaiQ  of  her  HUtumtuil  piocrs.  especially,  sivming  almost  to  m( 
with  fwliiiR.  Judgiiifr  from  the  few  poems  by  the  writer  of  the  pitseitt  vo- 
Inino.  which  we  bad  encountered  in  Uie  public  jourunls,  we  had  been  led  to 
conuludo  that  she  lacked  the  intellccluol  »trcngUi  of  licr  mbrt,  yrl.  poeseAMd 
wmcthiny  mure  of  lightnoB  »nd  pracc.  But  there  is  gri-at  depth  of  fi«Iiuj 
mauilbsteil  to  many  of  the  effusioaa  bvfnre  us,  iiiid  the  rhythm  'm  aliuust  iiivii- 
rkbly  hnnnonlous.  We  force  space  for  the  lines  on  'Our  Baby,'  which  are 
fx«*iliii;,'ly  fi'llritniis : 


I  xhndon 


Dwmedn- 


Wlw 


I  the  HI 


»uld  not  do  n-ilhuu 


hoir  in 


idL-h;ibv.' 


....Jout-iEakinit  trma  the  biisbca 
Siai^De  Inrki  and  piniiani  thruxbes; 
That  'b  tho  time  our  iittis  baby, 
PininjI'  here  fbr  hoaren,  it  mav  be, 

rifisei)  tier  e_j-e»  n»  when  in  Hleeping, 
A  nd  her  while  hnnitH  «n  her  bnmm 
Folded  like  B  Snminvr-blrMiiiHn. 
Snir  ibe  litlcr  she  diilh  lie  on, 
Sircwed  will)  niscs,  bnir  fo  KioD; 
111),  on  MHt  a  plcnKnnl  ineiiliw 
Throng  the  valler  of  the  Klindow; 
Take  ber  mftlT,  h.Mv  anf^ls, 
V*s\  the  ranka  of  tirni's  evonRels, 
I'uiit  lh>'  »iiinlii  and  nurtrra  IkiIt, 
To  the  Kiirlli-bum,  mreW  nntl  Inwir : 
We  vmnld  hai 
S-My  laid  in , 


n-  :m  f.'niid  in  their  way  as  any  parodies  can  Ik  ;  but 
which  wu  very  littlcnffect     llint  nprm  Lonofeij^w, 
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which  has  been  very  generally  quoted,  may  be  considered  the  best,  although 
the  following,  from  ^  Granny' s-HousCj  is  cleverly  done  ; 

*  Comrades,  leave  me  here  a  little,  while  as  yet 't  is  early  morn  ; 
Leave  me  here,  and  when  you  want  me,  sound  upon  the  dinner-horn. 
'T  is  the  place,  and  all  about  it,  as  of  old,  the  rat  and  mouse 
Very  loudly  squeak  and^nibble,  running  over  Granny's  house; 
Granny's  house,  with  all  its  cupboards,  and  its  rooms  as  neat  as  wax, 
And  its  chairs  of  wood  unpaiuted,  where  the  old  cats  rubbed  their  bac^s. 
Manv  a  night  from  yonder  garret-window,  ere  I  went  to  rest, 
Did  1  see  the  cows  and  horses  come  in  slowly  from  the  west ; 
Many  a  night  I  saw  the  chickens,  flving  upward  through  the  trees. 
Roosting  on  the  sleety  branches,  when  I  tnought  their  feet  would  freeie ; 
Here  about  the  garden  wandered,  nourishing  a  youth  sublime 
With  the  beans,  and  sweet  potatoes,  and  the  melons  which  were  prime; 
When  the  pumpkin-vines  behind  me  with  their  precious  fruit  reposed, 
When  I  clung  about  the  pear-tree,  for  the  promise  that  it  closed, 
When  I  dipt  mto  the  dinner  far  as  human  eye  could  see. 
Saw  the  vision  of  the  pie,  and  all  the  dessert  that  would  be.' 

Very  neat  and  tasteful  in  its  externals  is  this  little  volume  of  poems ;  but 
then  who  ever  saw  a  work  from  the  press  of  its  publishers  that  was  iiot  neat 
and  tasteful  ? 


AtrroBioGRAPHY  OP  AN  AcTRESS :  or  Eight  Years  on  the  Stage.    By  Anna  Cora  Mowatt. 
In  one  volume :  pp.  448.    Boston :  Ticknor,  Reed,  and  Fields. 

A  VERY  lively,  clever  book ;  full  of  matter,  *  as  an  Qgg  of  meat,'  and  written 
just  in  that  off-hand,  frank  manner  which  will  be  sure  to  make  it  a  favorite 
with  nearly  all  classes  of  readers.  It  is  full  of  variety,  too,  and  of  information 
concerning:  'behind-the-scenes'  of  a  public  stage,  for  which  all  who  visit  the 
theatres,  from  the  oldest  to  the  youngest,  have  an  ardent  pencliant.  The  early 
longiiii^  for  the  stage ;  the  struggles  of  a  debutante ;  the  horrors  of  '  stage- 
fright;*  the  triumph,  the  success  —  all  these  are  well  depicted;  nor  are  the 
desa^remens  of  the  dramatic  career  slurred  over,  or  kept  out  of  sight.  Com- 
mending the  work  to  a  wide  and  generous  acceptance,  we  select  the  only  one 
of  many  pencilled  passages  for  which  we  can  find  space.  It  dcvscribes  the 
writer's  debut  at  the  Park  Theatre,  as  Pauline,  in  *  The  Lady  of  Lyons :  * 

'  I  WAS  just  dressed  when  there  came  a  slight  tap  upon  the  door,  accompanied  by  the 
words : 
'  *  Paulixe,  you  are  called.' 

*  I  opened  the  door.  The  call-boy  stood  without  —  the  inseparable  long  strip  of  paper 
between  his  fingers.     I  inquired  wnom  he  wanted. 

*  *  You,  ma'am ;  you  are  called.* 

* '  What  a  singular  piece  of  familiarity ! '  I  thought  to  myself.  '  It  is  I  whom  he  is 
addressing  as  Pauline.'  I  did  not  suspect  that  it  was  customary  to  call  the  performers 
by  the  names  of  the  characters  assumed. 

* '  Called  for  what  ? '  I  inquired,  in  a  manner  that  was  intended  to  impress  the  daring 
offender  with  a  sense  of  the  respect  due  to  me. 

*  *  For  ir/iai  ? '  he  retorted,  prolonging  the  what  with  an  indescribably  humorous  em- 

? basis,  and  thrusting  his  tongue  against  his  cheek,  'why,  for  the  stage,  to  be  sure! 
hat 's  the  wA</^" 

* '  Oh ! '  was  all  I  could  say ;  and  the  little  urchin  ran  down  stairs  smothering  his 
laughter.  Its  echo,  however,  reached  me  from  the  green-room,  where,  after  m&iug 
his  *  call,'  he  had  probably  related  my  unsophisticated  inauiry. 

'At  that  moment,  Mr.  Mowatt  came  to  conduct  me  to  tne  stage.  Mrs.  Vernox,  who 
played  my  mother,  was  already  seated  at  a  snriall  table  in  Madame  Dkschapklles' 
drawiujj-room.  I  took  my  place  on  a  sofa  opposite  to  her,  holding  in  my  hand  a  mag* 
nificent  bouquet,  Claude's  supposed  offering  to  Paulinb. 
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'After  a  few  whispered  words  of  encourfurement,  Mr.  Mowatt  left  me,  to  witness  the 
performance  from  the  front  of  the  house.  Some  body  spread  my  Pauline  scarf  on  the 
chair  beside  me.  Some  body  else  arranged  the  folds  of  my  train  symmetrically.  Some 
body^s  fingers  gathered  into  their  place  a  few  stray  curls.  The  stage^managef  gave  the 
order  of  'Clear  the  sta^e,  ladies  and  gentlemen ; ''  and  I  heard  sound  the  fittle  bell  for 
the  raising  of  the  curtam. 

'  Until  mat  moment,  I  do  not  think  a  pulse  in  my  frame  had  auickened  its  beating. 
But  then  I  was  seized  with  a  stifling  sensation,  as  though  I  were  choking.  I  could  only 
gasp  out,  *  Not  yet  —  I  cannot ! ' 

*  Of  course,  tnere  was  general  confusion.  Managers,  actors,  prompter,  all  rushed  on 
the  stage ;  some  offered  water,  some  scent-bottles,  some  fanned  me.  Every  body  seemed 
prepared  to  witness  a  fainting-fit,  or  an  attack  of  hysterics,  or  some  thing  equally  ridicu- 
lous. I  was  arguing  with  myself  against  the  absurdity  of  this  ungovernable  emotion ; 
this  humiliating  exhibition*  and  mtUcinga  desperate  endeavor  to  regain  my  self-posses- 
sion, when  Mr.  Skerrett  thrust  his  comic  face  over  some  body's  shoulder*  He  looked 
at  me  with  an  expression  of  quizzical  exultation,  and  exclaimed : 

*  *  Did  n't  I  tell  you  so  ?    Where 's  all  the  courage,  eh  ? ' 

*The  words  recalled  my  boast  of  the  morning;  or  rather,  they  recalled  the  recollec- 
tions upon  which  that  boast  was  founded.  My  composure  returned  as  rapidly  as  it  had 
departed.    I  laughed  at  my  own  weakness. 

*  *  Are  you  getting  better  ? '  kindly  inquired  the  stage-manager. 

*  *  Let  the  curtain  rise ! '  was  the  satisfactory  answer. 

*Mr.  Barrt  clapped  his  hands  —  a  signal  for  the  stage  to  be  vacated  —  the  crowd  at 
once  disappeared.  Madame  Deschapelles  and  Pauline  sat  alone,  as  before.  The 
tinkling  bell  of  warning  rang,  and  the  curtain  slowly  ascended,  disclosing  first  the  foot- 
lights, then  the  ocean  of  heads  beyond  them  in  the  pit,  then  the  brilliant  array  of  ladies 
in  the  boxes,  tier  after  tier,  and  finally  the  throngea  galleries.  I  found  those  foofplights 
an  invaluable  aid  to  the  necessary  illusion.  They  formed  a  dazzling  barrier,  that  sepa- 
rated the  spectator  from  the  ideal  world  in  which  the  actor  dwelt.  Their  glare  pre- 
vented the  eye  from  being  distracted  by  objects  without  the  precincts  of  that  luminous 
semi-circle.    They  were  a  friendly  protection,  a  warm  comfort,  an  idealizing  auxiliary. 

*The  fi^Vyw^rtwfe  was  greeted  warm Iv.  This  was  but  a  matter-of-course  compliment 
paid  by  a  New- York  audience  to  the  claughter  of  a  well-known  citizen. 

*  *  Bow !  bow  1  *  whispered  a  voice  from  behind  the  scenes.  And  I  obediently  bent 
my  head. 

*  *  Bow  to  your  right  1 '  said  the  voice  between  the  intervals  of  applause.  I  bowed 
to  the  right. 

*  *  Bow  to  the  left  1 '    I  bowed  to  the  left. 

*  *  Bow  again ! '    I  bowed  again  and  again  while  the  noisy  welcome  lasted. 

*  The  play  commenced,  and,  with  the  first  words  I  uttered,  I  concentrated  my  thoughts, 
and  tried  to  forget  that  I  had  any  existence  save  that  of  the  scornful  Lady  of  Lyons. 
When  wo  arose  from  our  seats  and  approached  the  foot-lights,  Iklrs.  Vernon  gave  my 
hand  a  reassuring  pressure.  It  was  a  Kindness  scarcely  needed.  I  had  lost  all  sensa- 
tion of  alarm.  The  play  progressed  as  smoothly  as  it  commenced.  In  the  third  act, 
where  Pauline  first  discovers  the  treachery  of  Claude,  the  powers  of  the  actress  begin 
to  be  tested.  Every  point  told,  and  was  rewarded  >vith  an  inspiring  burst  of  applause. 
The  audience  had  aetermined  to  blow  into  a  flame  the  faintest  spark  of  merit. 

*  In  the  fourth  act,  I  beotme  greatly  exhausted  with  the  unusual  excitement  and  ex- 
ertion. There  seemed  a  probability  that  I  would  not  have  physical  strength  enough  to 
enable  me  to  finish  the  performance.  Mrs.  Vernon  has  often  laughingly  reminded  me 
how  she  shook  and  pinched  me  When  I  was  lying,  to  all  appearance,  tenderly  clasped 
in  her  arms.  She  maintains  that,  by  these  means,  she  constantly  roused  me  to  con- 
sciousness.   I  am  her  debtor  for  the  friendly  pinches  and  opportune  shakes. 

*  In  the  fifth  act,  Pauline's  emotions  are  all  of  calm  and  abject  grief —  the  faint,  hope- 
less strugglings  of  a  broken  heart.    My  veir  weariness  aided  the  personation.    The 

giUor  of  excessive  fatigue,  the  worn-out  look,  tottering  walk,  and  feeble  voice,  suited 
auline's  deep  despair.    The  audience  attributed  to  an  actor  s  consummate  skill  that 
which  was  merely  a  painful  and  accidental  reality. 

*  The  play  ended ;  the  curtain  fell.  It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  my  sensations 
of  relief^as  I  watched  that  welcome  screen  of  coarse,  green  baize  slowly  unrolling  itself, 
and  dropping  between  the  audience  and  stage.  Then  came  the  call  before  the  cur- 
tain —  the  crossing  the  stage  in  front  of  the  foot-lights.    Mr.  C led  me  out.    The 

whole  house  rose,  even  the  wdies  —  a  compliment  seldom  paid.  I  think  it  rained  flowers ; 
for  bouauets,  wreaths  of  silver,  and  wreatns  of  laurel  fell  m  showers  around  us.  Cheer 
folio wea  cheer  as  they  were  gathered  up  and  laid  in  my  arms.  The  hats  of  the  gentle- 
men and  handkerchiefs  of  ladies  waved  on  every  side.  I  courtesied  my  thanks,  and  the 
welcome  green  curtain  once  more  shut  out  the  brilliant  assemblage.  Then  came  the 
deeper,  truer  sense  of  thankfulness.  The  trial  was  over ;  the  debutante  had  stood  the 
test ;  she  had  not  mistaken  the  career  which  had  been  clearly  pointed  out  as  the  one  for 
which  she  was  destined.' 
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Not  tbo  leiist  interesting:  portion  of  the  volume  is  tlie  description  of  the 
actress'  career  in  Great  Britain  ;  but  of  this  *  cannot  we  now  report.'  The 
book  is  very  neatly  executed,  and  is  really  •  embellished '  with  a  handsome  pic- 
ture of  the  handsome  author. 


Passiox-Flowehs.    In  one  volume,  twelve-mo:  pp.157.    Boston:  Ticknor,  Reed  .o;d 

J?  I  ELDS. 

Soox  afier  reading,  in  the  columns  of  the  'Tribune,'  the  elaborate  and  eulo- 
gistic notice  of  this  work,  by  the  very  able  literary  critic  of  that  journal,  we 
received  the  volume  itself  from  the  publishers,  ,and  have  read  it  through  ;  and 
we  are  prepared  to  repeat  anJ  endorse  the  high  praise  awarded  to  the  work. 
Although  not  the  wont  of  this  Magazine,  we  shall  in  the  present  instance  con- 
tent ourselves  with  saying  *  ditto  to  Mr.  Bl^rke,'  lamenting  only,  that  the  close 
connection  kept  up  by  the  gifted  author,  in  her  highest  efforts,  prevents  any  other 
than  extended  extracts,  for  which  we  have  no  room  :  *  We  meet  in  this  volume 
'  with  no  expressions  of  morbid,  Bvronic  grief,  assumed  for  the  sake  of  poetical 
efifect ;  the  stamp  of  *  sad  sincerity  '  is  impressed  on  every  line  ;  nothing  but  the 
profound  experience  of  a  rarely-endowed  nature  could  give  such  an  air  of  re- 
ality to  such  impassioned  wails  of  suffering  —  which,  it  is  easy  to  perceive,  are 
uttered  less  from  any  premeditated  artistic  design,  than  from  the  spontaneous 
necessity  of  self-revelation.  All  the  various  moods,  indeed,  that  are  embodied 
in  these  poems,  whether  more  or  less  grave  —  for  none  are  gladsome  —  show 
the  flowering  forth  of  a  spiritual  history  too  passionate  and  intense  for  con- 
cealment, and  for  which  no  fittinir  medium  can  be  found  but  the  most  energetic 
lan<ruage  of  veree.  The  work  abounds  in  no  specimens  of  dainty  fancies, 
highly-^\T0ught,  artificial  embellivshments,  or  even  smooth  and  facile  versifica- 
tion. The  writer  seems  too  utterly  in  earnest  to  waste  a  thought  on  fine,  ela- 
borate finish.  Ofteri  the  diction  is  harsh  and  abrupt  —  sometimes  discord- 
ant—  almost  always,  bare  as  a  granite  rock.  Occupied  with  the  gigantic 
realities  of  thought  and  suffering,  the  poet  has  no  heart  for  weaving  tuneful 
melodies,  and  even  abstains  from  the  use  of  the  natural  ornaments  of  verse,  to 
a  degree  that  has  scarcely  a  parallel  among  modern  writers.  The  cheerful  play 
of  fancy  is  overshadowed  by  the  luxuriant  growths  of  a  sombre  and  terrible 
imagination.  Of  little  account  for  the  purposes  of  this  volume  are  all  the  sweet 
influences  of  nature  :  the  joyous  sun-shine  of  the  outward  world  cannot  attract 
the  writer  from  the  contemplation  of  the  secret  '  chambers  of  imagery,'  where 
are  recorded  the  woes  of  a  bitter  and  desperate  experience  of  life.  In  this 
absence  of  objective  light  and  warmth,  the  language  of  the  volume  has  a  stern 
vigor,  which  betokens  an  intellect  of  masculine  self-concentration  and  force. 
Were  it  not  for  frequent  passages  which  claim  to  reveal  a  feminine  history,  we 
should  not  have  suspected  these  poems  to  be  the  production  of  a  woman. 
They  form  an  entirely  unique  class  in  the  whole  range  of  female  literature.' 

*  The  life-philosophy  which  these  poems  set  forth,  in  a  great  variety  of  applications, 
is  the  stoical  wisdom  of  renunciation.  Never  was  the  discrepancy  between  the  infinite 
longings  of  the  soul  and  the  scanty  resources  of  nature  illustrated  in  such  *  mournful 
numbers.'  '  Hope  nothing  from  life,'  is  the  melancholy  lesson  which  our  Sibyl  pro- 
claims perpetually,  in  an  almost  Davtban  austerity  of  phrase.  .  .  .  Blended  with 
the  key-note  nf  sorrow  and  self-sacrifice,  there  are  occasional  strains  of  divine  tender- 


1854.]  Literanj  Notices.  189 

*  ■  ■  .....     ■  ■  -  -      ■  I  , 

ness,  and,  at  infrequent  intervals,  the  pensive  melody  of  the  poetcsa  is  diversified  with 
the  ringing  sounds  of  audacious  satire.  Woe  to  the  victims  who  are  made  to  writhe 
under  the  trenchant  sarcasm  of  her  fiery  rebuke !  Several  of  the  most  elaborate  pieces 
are  suggested  by  the  recollections  of  Rome.  While  the  sad  contradictions  of  the 
Eternal  City  touch  the  writer  with  profound  sympathy,  she  gathered  refreshment  and 
strength  from  its  motherly  influence,  which  she  does  not  fail  to  commemorate  in  her 
most  pleasing  verses.  The  piece  entitled  *  Wherefore,'  on  the  fate  of  Kossuth,  is  marked 
by  great  originality  of  conception,  and  an  energy  of  expression  almost  terrible.  *  Whit- 
Sunday  in  the  Church,'  with  a  reminiscence  of  Emersox's  'Problem,'  is  an  impas.sioncd 
outcry  for  the  restoration  of  primitive  Christianity.  *  Mind  versus  Mill-stream '  is  a 
parable,  which  gives  its  own  explanaticjn,  without  the  moral,  that  might  as  well  have 
been  left  to  the  intuition  of  the  reader.  A  daring  flight  is  attempted  in  *  Thoughts  at 
the  Grave  of  Eloise  and  Abelard,'  aiming  at  the  passional  significance  of  the  great 
domestic  tragedy  of  the  Middle  Age.  In  the  '  Tribute  to  a  Faithful  Servant,'  a  gush 
of  natural  feeling  gives  an  exquisite  pathos  to  the  whole  composition.  But  we  must 
not  stop  to  particularize  among  these  poems,  each  of  which  has  the  marks  of  unmis- 
takable genuineness  —  a  product  wrung  with  tears  and  prayer  from  the  deepest  soul 
of  the  writer.  Scarce  a  volume  can  be  named  so  free  from  iniitativeness,  showing  so 
little  of  the  influence  of  other  minds,  so  wholly  an  original  revelation  of  a  peculiar  and 
most  suggestive  experience.  Whatever  its  merits  or  defects,  they  are  wholly  the 
author's  own.  We  do  not  anticipate  its  sudden  accession  to  a  wide  popularity.  It  is 
too  intense,  too  subjective,  too  profoundly  earnest  and  sad,  to  win  the  applause  of  the 
multitude.  But  no  amateur  of  human  passion  will  hesitate  to  recognize  in  it  the  workings 
of  a  great  and  noble  soul,  whose  self-truthfulness  gives  a  fresh  glory  to  rare  gifts.' 


History  op  the  Navy  op  the  United  States  op  America.    By  J.  Fknimore  CooPBit. 
Three  volumes  in  One.    New- York:  G.  P.  Putnam  and  Company,  Park-Place. 

This  work,  by  the  man  of  all  others  in  the  United  States  the  best  qualified 
to  write  it,  is  here  continued  down  to  1853,  from  the  author's  own  manuscripts, 
and  other  authentic  sources.  The  first  edition  of  the  Xaval  History  appeared 
in  1839,  in  two  octavo  volumes,  which  were  immediately  republished  in  Lon- 
don, Paris,  and  Brussels.  Beside  the  subsequent  reprints  here  of  this  edition, 
an  abridgment  was  prepared  by  the  author  in  1841,  omitting  the  documents, 
and  more  elaborate  reasoning.  In  1846,  he  revised  the  unabridged  work,  cor- 
recting, condensing,  re-writing  in  part,  and  adding  considerable  new  matter. 
This  copy,  embracing  the  history  to  1815,  with  all  his  latest  emendations,  is 
the  one  followed  in  the  edition  before  us.  That  it  is  an  entirely  reliable,  honest 
history,  there  can  be  no  doubt.  The  author  observes  in  his  preface,  that  •  it 
would  be  much  easier  to  write  a  book  on  the  subject  of  the  navy,  that  should 
meet  the  longings  of  national  vanity,  than  to  write  one  which  shall  meet  the 
reciuirements  of  truth.  Exaggerations,'  he  adds, '  whether  of  fact  or  manner^ 
have  been  regarded  as  out  of  place  in  the  history.  The  navy  of  this  country 
does  not  stand  in  need  of  such  assistants,  to  command  the  esteem  or  the  admi- 
ration of  the  world.  From  the  hour  when  it  was  first  called  into  existence, 
during  the  arduous  struggles  of  a  most  important  revolution,  down  to  the  pre- 
sent moment,  its  services  have  been  material  and  brilliant ;  and  he  is  but  an 
equivocal  friend,  who  shall  attempt  to  conceal  its  real  exploits  behind  the  veil 
of  flattery.  Such  expedients  may  serve  a  purpose,  and  answer  for  a  time ;  but 
in  the  end,  truth  will  be  certain  to  assert  and  to  recover  its  ascendency.  The 
history  is  embellished  with  good  portraits  of  our  prominent  naval  commanders, 
including  that  of  Paul  Jones. 
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Down  the  RU)er^  January^  1868L 

*  Eighteen  hundred  and  fifty/owr,  I  should  say.  It  is  hard  to  bid  farewell 
to  our  old  friend,  the  departed  year,  though  we  have  lately  welcomed  his  suc- 
cessor with  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  the  customary  congratulations  and  merri- 
ment After  the  constant  signature  of  his  number  in  so  many  letters  and 
documents,  for  three  hundred  and  odd  days,  the  force  of  habit  still  induces  ua 
to  evolve  his  ghost  out  of  the  *  vasty  deep '  of  time  gone  by.  The  change  of 
seasons,  if  pleasantly  passed,  is  at  first  with  difficulty  reconciled ;  and  so  it  is 
with  change  of  place.  We  are  like  cats  in  strange  garrets  at  every  melancholy 
remove.  So,  I  find,  since,  in  writing  to  my  familiar  friends,  I  am  forced  to  date  my 
letters,  ^Down  the  Rive).'  I  am  so  rustic  in  my  manners,  and  so  accustomed  to 
the  sight  of  fields  and  meadows,  the  river,  and  the  high  mountains,  and  to  talk 
of  corn,  hay,  oats,  cows  and  horses,  pigs  and  chickens,  that  the  contrast  is 
somewhat  violent  from  the  natural  to  the  artificial,  and  from  the  substantial  to 
that  which  seems  like  a  pantomime  or  passing  show.  Perhaps,  it  might  be 
added,  from  lights  and  shadows  sweetly  blended,  to  the  mingling  of  a  garish 
splendor  with  the  dark  phases  of  wretchedness.  Both  the  eye  and  ear  recog- 
nize a  very  strange  dissimilitude.  With  what  different  tokens,  for  instance,  is 
the  day  ushered  in,  to  those  who  dwell  in  the  precincts  of  a  crowded  city. 
When  you  open  your  eyes  after  the  first  slumber,  and,  like  an  abandoned  slug- 
gard, roll  heavily  over  to  snooze  again,  instead  of  the  clear,  shrill  crowing  of 
the  chanticleer,  which  is  full  of  cheerfulness,  and  that  soothing  murmur  which 
is  like  a  humming-top  asleep,  you  hear  the  clattering  sounds  of  hoofs  upon  a 
pavement,  the  thumping  of  carts,  and  the  guttural  scream  of  the  milk-man  at 
the  door.  This  is  the  way  that  tHe  day  breaks,  and  in  a  little  time  commences 
an  unceasing  roar,  like  the  surf  in  a  storm.  And  what  else  is  there,  to  remind 
the  rude  rustic  like  myself  of  that  which  is  natural,  or  smacks  of  the  country  ? 
You  see  the  very  skies  in  patches,  as  one  who  looks  from  the  bottom  of  a  deep 
well ;  over  the  streets,  streets,  and  over  the  lanes,  lanes,  and  over  the  parks, 
parks  —  but  on  every  hand,  limiting,  though  illimitable,  walls.  It  is  very  true, 
that  in  the  well-stored  markets  there  is  great  display  of  plump  vegetables ;  but 
the  turnips  have  been  washed  white  beneath  a  dashing  jet  of  the  Croton,  and 
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the  mould  which  clung  to  their  fibres  has  been  removed.  So  you  will  obgerve 
pampered  hyi^cinths  and  stock-jellies  looking  out  of  the  polished  windows  on 
the  crowds,  and  the  crowds  gazing  back,  with  a  wistful  eye,  on  the  hyacinths 
and  stock-jellies.  So,  there  are  *  bouquet-men '  without  number,  whose  baskets 
of  green  turf,  arranged  somewhat  stiffly  in  concentric  circle  with  camel ia-japo- 
nicas,  in  all  their  cold  and  waxen  purity,  are  set  down  on  the  tesselated  pave- 
ments of  vestibules.  And  now  and  then  you  will  catch  the  fragrance  of  a  tuft 
of  blue  violets,  raised  under  glass,  whose  probable  fate  will  remind  you  of  those 
celebrated  by  Gifford,  which  ventured  to  peep  abroad  upon  a  chill  May-day : 

* '  Sweet  flowers !  that  from  your  early  beds 
Thus  prematurely  dare  to  rise. 
And  trust  your  unprotected  heads 
To  cold  Aquarius*  watery  skies: 

* '  Retire,  retire !  these  tepid  airs 

Suit  not  the  genial  brood  of  May ! 


Yon  sun  with  light  malignant  glares, 
And  flatters  only  to  betray ! 


*A  few  other  tokens  bring  back  a  reminiscence  of  rural  things.  You  will  be 
jostled,  and  perhaps  lifted  from  your  legs,  by  pigs  in  the  avenues,  who  roam 
abroad  in  defiance  of  municipal  regulations,  suffering  from  cold,  and  hunger, 
and  privation,  one  destitute  of  a  tail,  and  another  of  an  ear,  the  sport  of  dogs ; 
or,  on  some  high  fragment  of  out-jutting  wall,  over  which  the  conflagration 
has  passed,  the  solemn  goat  looks  down  upon  the  ruins,  fancying  that  his  hoof 
is  on  his  native  cli£&.  No  doubt,  it  is  a  luxury  to  find  a  climbing-spot  like  this, 
when  wearied  out  in  chasing  the  tormenting  school-boys,  who  fling  their  satch- 
els against  his  head,  while  he  is  quietly  standing  beneath  a  cart  or  wagon.  The 
sleek  and  well-groomed  horses  who  draw  the  carriages  of  the  wealthy,  and  the 
pet  dogs  who  sometimes  take  an  airing  within,  are  the  only  animals  which  fare 
well  in  the  city. 

*  On  Sunday,  after  morning-service,  I  walked  round  the  square,  and  went  to 
dine  with  that  respectable  old  fogy  whom  I  mentioned  in  my  last  letter.  The 
day  was  snapping-cold ;  and,  as  we  entered  into  the  old-fashioned  room,  and 
saw  the  fire  so  cheerful  in  the  grate,  and  the  hearth  swept,  and  the  snow-white 
cloth  laid  upon  the  table,  and  the  great  arm-chairs  waiting  to  be  occupied 
before  the  blaze,  and  the  very  faces  of  those  sober  portraits  on  the  wall  beam- 
ing with  a  quiet  satisfaction,  and  heard  the  clock  tick  in  the  corner,  a  tranqufl 
feeling  stole  over  me  while  becoming  gradually  warm,  well  suited  to  the  day 
of  rest.  Leaning  silently  on  the  mantel-piece,  and  looking  down  into  an  open 
crater  which  had  just  been  produced  by  driving  the  point  of  the  poker  into  a 
mass  \/  Liverpool  coal,  out  of  which  a  volcanic  flame  spouted,  I  could  not  help 
thinking  wna"  sufferings  were  endured  by  others  at  that  very  moment.  Alas ! 
how  many  are  at  their  Christmas-dinners,  where  the  table  groans  with  plen- 
teousness,  and  no  element  of  happiness  or  hilarity  seems  wanting,  while  ships 
labor  in  a  trough  of  the  sea,  and  hundreds  of  brave  souls  go  down  in  the  bil- 
lows. No  doubt,  those  cast  in  the  very  crisis  of  their  peril  and  agony,  think 
of  the  secure  roof  and  snug  fire-side.  On  the  other  hand,  no  enjoyment  is  par- 
taken worthily  which  does  not  suggest  at  least  a  silent  prayer  and  aspiration 
for  those  who  need  succor. 

*  I  will  call  this  respectable  merchant  Mr.  Pemberton.  He  is  an  admirable 
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piece  of  clock-work,  set  about  seventy  years  ago,  and,  with  slight  repairs,  has 
kept  time  with  the  utmost  accuracy  ever  since,  regulating  the  movenientB  of 
the  whole  house,  and,  thank  God  !  keeps  argoing  still.  All  who  look  in  his 
face,  get  the  time  of  day ;  and  that  is  more  than  you  can  say  of  every  time- 
piece. There  is  nothing  false  about  him  ;  he  is  true  as  any  chronometer  which 
was  ever  made,  and  his  works^  if  you  could  examine  them,  would  speak  for 
themselves ;  as  they  are  admirable,  though  kept  out  of  view.  To  drop  all 
figures,  he  is  what  I  have  already  represented  him,  a  hale,  hearty,  healthful 
specimen  of  a  methodic  New- York  merchant.  He  has  never  been  in  the 
Common  Council,  nor  filled  any  public  office,  although  a  better  man  could  not 
be  found.  He  prefers  the  dignity  of  private  life ;  but,  rain  or  shine,  he  will  be 
seen  walking  to  the  polls  upon  election-day,  straight  as  a  post,  jostling  his  way 
through  the  crowd,  and,  with  a  firm  hand,  and  resolution  on  his  countenance, 
depositing  a  vote  never  challenged,  for  the  right  men.  It  is  only  within  a  few 
years,  since  the  city  has  become  degenerate,  and  profligacy  abounds,  and  the 
young  have  forgotten  the  respect  due  to  their  betters,  and  plunged  into  vice, 
that  such  a  one  is  called,  in  the  slang  of  a  vulgar  vocabulary,  an  old  fogy, 

*  After  the  exceedingly  fat  turkey  served  up  on  that  occasion  had  been  carved, 
and  a  sufficient  time  allowed  for  the  cravings  of  a  decorous  appetite,  I  entered 
into  a  conversation  with  Mr.  Pemberton  to  see  whether  he  had  any  apprecia- 
tion of  rural  affairs.  One  end  which  I  had  in  view  was  to  test  the  force  of 
habit,  and  to  see  whether  he  could  be  jostled  from  an  aflfection  which  had  been 
steadily  forming  for  so  many  years.  *  Mr.  Pemberton,'  I  said,  *  this  city  cannot 
be  so  pleasant  for  a  residence  as  it  was  twenty  years  ago.' 

*  *  Infinitely  more  so,*  he  replied,  in  a  mild  tone  which  assuaged  the  contradic- 
tion. *  It  is  in  all  respects  better  provided  with  the  means  of  improvement, 
and  the  facilities  of  living.  It  is  not  the  same  place.  It  is  the  work  of 
magic' 

*  *  Undoubtedly.  It  has  become  a  queen  city.  You  have  more  commerce, 
^ner  ships,  more  splendid  buildings,  more  convenient  tenements,  better  public 
schools  and  systems  of  education,  more  luxuries  and  appliances ;  but  I  mean  to 
say  that  the  noise  and  c<>nfusion  of  it  has  become  so  great  that  it  seems  not  so 
suitable  to  a  quiet  family.' 

*  *  That  is  because  your  ears  have  not  become  accustomed  to  it.  It  is  all  ha- 
•bit — all  habit.  Let  me  help  you  to  another  piece  of  the  fowl.  I  have  lived  in 
*this  house  fifty  years,  and  have  never  been  disturbed.  It  is  true,  there  is  bustle, 
life,  activity.    One  likes  to  see  them ;  one  never  gets  too  old  to  enjoy  them.' 

*  *  But  it  strikes  me  that  it  is  an  unsuitable  place  to  bring  up  a  family,  because 
extravagance  is  on  the  increase,  and  manners  have  become  corrupted  '  ,^ 

*  *  Excuse  me,'  said  Mr.  Pemberton,  *  but  I  find  human  natnr*^  ^  oe  the  same 
here  to-day  as  it  was  yesterday,  or  when  I  first  came  here.  Not  the  least  dif- 
ference. There  are  more  people,  and  of  course  more  vice.  At  the  same  time 
there  is  more  enterprise  in  like  proportion,  more  integrity.  I  have  lost  a  good 
many  of  my  old  friends,  but  honor  is  not  dead.    Pass  the  wine.  Sir.' 

*  *  But,'  said  I,  trying  to  approach  him  in  a  spot  which  I  thought  would  be 
'pregnable, '  You  must  admit  that  there  was  a  class  of  plain  and  substantial 
livers  in  days  gone  by  which  has  almost  become  extinct.  All  are  afiected  by 
«the  prevailing -passion  for  gilding  and  empty  show.' 
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*  *Are  you  not  mistaken,  my  dear  friend  ?'  he  replied  in  a  very  assuaging 
manner.  '  Inhere  are  as  many  as  ever  who  disregard  these  things ;  but  yon 
don't  see  them  because  they  keep  out  of  view.  Look  at  me.  What  you  see  in 
this  house  was  here  fifty  years  ago,  and  we  are  satisfied.' 

*  *  You,  Sir,  are  a  remarkable  instance.' 

*  *  There  is  nothing  remarkable  about  me.  I  should  be  sorry  if  there  were. 
If  I  have  integrity,  it  would  be  lamentable  if  I  stood  alone  in  that..  If  I  am  a 
plain  man,  there  are  still  plertty  of  plain  men.    Fill  your  glass.' 

*  *  You  are  an  old  fogy,'  said  I  —  to  myself —  obeying  his  invitation,  and 
bowing  my  head  to  him.  The  fact  was,  that  the  city  itself  was  an  ancient 
friend  of  Mr.  Pemberton,  and  he  would  not  hear  a  word  said  in  its  disjmrage- 
ment  His  opinion  in  this  respect  was  impregnable,  but  as  he  did  not  defend 
it  with  dogmatism,  I  left  the  fort  in  his  possession. 

*  *  Mr.  Pemberton,'  said  I,  *  when  were  you  last  at  Rockaway  ?' 

*  '  Forty  years  ago,'  he  replied,  *  it  will  be  on  the  tenth  of  next  July.' 

*  The  fact  is,  that  you  could  not  mention  the  country  to  him  without  suggest- 
ing the  idea  of  fever-and-ague,  which  was  in  his  eyes  more  to  be  dreaded  than 
cholera,  yellow-fever,  or  the  plague.  For  any  one  of  these  visitations  he  would 
never  think  of  budging  from  the  city,  but  he  would  not  go  beyond  the  suburbs ; 
for  green  fields  did  not  suggest  to  hira  the  idea  of  flowing  milk  and  fresh  butter, 
but  the  pale  and  chattering  form  of  this  impersonation  of  evil.  He  once  got 
it  in  his  early  youth  by  a  residence  at  Hungry  Harbor,  and  nothing  ever  so 
excited  his  animosity  or  got  the  mastery  of  his  habits.  If  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  see  no  one  in  business  hours  except  on  business,  this  uninvited  guest, 
in  spite  of  all,  would  be  on  hand,  and  shake  him  by  the  shoulders.  If  he  had 
made  an  appointment  at  the  bank  at  such  a  time,  the  chills  intercepted  him  in 
his  walk,  and  compelled  him  to  be  absent  from  his  post.  He  had  a  summary  way 
of  getting  rid  of  those  whose  company  was  not  desired,  but  this  guest  baffled 
him,  and  hung  upon  his  skirts  for  years.  Hence,  when  he  emerged  again  into 
robust  health  he  never  forgot  or  forgave,  and  to  this  day  he  knows  nothing  of  Fort 
Hamilton,  Staten  Island,  Long  Island,  Bloomingdale,  Yorkville,Manhattanville, 
Yonkers,  and  Dobbs'  Ferry,  but  he  will  shrug  his  shoulders  at  the  very  mention 
with  a  doleful  reminiscence  of  the  fever-and-ague.  To  him  the  sea-shore  did 
not  suggest  coolness,  nor  the  mountain  fi'esh  air,  but  as  one  who  looks  at  jelly 
shakes,  he  shuddered  all  over,  and  again  recurred  to  the  fever-and-ague.  It 
was  in  vain  then  that  I  pictured  to  him  the  charming  fields  which  shelve  away 
to  the  shores  of  the  Long  Island  Sound,  the  rich  lands  of  Duchess  County,  and 
the  banks  of  Hudson  River ;  in  vain  essayed  to  place  in  an  agreeable  light  the 
advantages  of  a  retirement  in  the  evening  of  one's  days,  the  delights  of  farming, 
the  cultivation  of  crops,  the  rearing  of  poultry,  and  to  represent  the  murmur- 
ing of  rills,  Hie  bleating  of  sheep,  the  humming  of  bees^  and  the  lowing  of 
cattle :  he  was  fascinated  rather  with  the  haunts  of  business,  and  with  the 
sweet  security  of  streets.  Like  Johnson,  who  was  contented  with  his  one  visit 
to  the  Hebrides,  and  his  transient  journeying  to  the  frog-eaters,  and  after  that 
returned  to  his  old  haunts  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  so  did  the  citizen  of  Gotham 
store  up  in  remembrance  his  tour  to  Hungry  Harbor,  and  only  went  with  his 
family  for  a  week  or  two,  as  I  have  remarked,  each  year  durmg  the  disagreeable 
dog-days  to  drink  of  chalybeate-waters. 
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'  *  Mr.  Pkmbkrton,'  I  said,  *  you  should  go  to  Fishkill  on  the  North  River/ 

'  *  I  piwsed  through  the  place,'  he  replied,  *  thirty  years  ago  while  travelling 
on  the  p(wt-rou(l  to  Albany.     I  have  forgotten  how  it  looked/ 

'  Such  are  a  few  of  the  words  which  passed  at  the  entertainment  which  I  have 
thou|:ht  worthy  to  record  in  further  illustration  of  a  character  already  slightly' 
Hketche«l  —  ii  genuine  New-Yorker.  Would  that  this  class  of  men  were  so  large 
lis  Mr.  I'kmhekton,  in  his  abundant  charity  and  love  for  his  native  city,  was 
dispo.-K'd  to  make  it.  But  in  spite  of  his  assertion  to  the  contrary,  I  am  dis- 
posed to  think  that  it  is  somewhat  dwindled  from  the  days  of  Peter 
STrvvKSANT.  and  that  secure  and  honest  principles  of  doing  business  have  been 
trttnsji:r{'ssiHl  by  the  reign  of  extravagance,  by  the  unexampled  growth  of  the 
<!0U!itry,  and  by  the  eager  anxiety,  and,  alas!  too  abundant  facility  of  becoming 
suddiiily  rich.  Mr.  Pemberton  has  two  sons,  who  have  inherited  their  father's 
virtues ;  —  the  same  vigorous  sense,  the  same  unpretending,  gentle  manners,  the 
same  healthful  and  uncorrupted  feelings,  and  to  whom  he  will  transmit  the  good 
name  of  a  eommercial  house  which  for  a  century  has  not  been  tarnished. 

*A8  the  shades  of  evening  descended  fast,  and  large  flakes  of  snow  were  now 
tiillin«*\  1  ventured  to  see  whether  my  credit  was  good  for  the  loan  of  an  um- 
brella. 

*  *  C'ertainly,'  said  my  friend,  *  with  much  pleasure.  Here  is  one  of  silk  which 
\  jHTniit  nobtxly  to  use  but  myself.  I  bought  it  in  1810  of  Mr.  Babtbam  who 
kept  a  ston^  in  Nassau-etreet.    Take  any  one  out  of  this  bundle.' 

•  Seleetiug  the  shabbiest  and  most  weather-beaten  of  them  all,  as  I  had  a 
trDRehenuis  memory.  I  tied  my  tippet  around  my  neck,  and  shook  hands,  ac- 
M^>tini;  un  invitation  to  dine  on  the  following  Sunday  with  this  old  fogy.' 


Oratory  -for  the  Redk3iption  op  CREorr.'  —  It  is  now  nearly  thirty-five 
vrars  siiuv  a  man, '  in  convention  convened,'  at  Ithaca,  in  the  county  of  Tomp- 
Ki:cs.  in  this  State,  an^so  and  addressed  the  Chair  as  follows.  Hb  theme  was, 
'The  Lii'iMtce  of  Stiles  by  Execution  for  the  Redemption  of  Credit j  and  his 
-'Ifusion  was  •  printixi  lor  the  benefit  of  the  author ' : 

•  I  woi  Lu  rise  to  ininnluce  a  few  obserratioos,  in  relation  to  my  own  riews  of  tke 
.4ll<int{Htriaut  ctrvum^uiices  of  communitr,  prodactire  ot  the  honormbie  cooTentioo 
which  it  is  uiv  du:v  u>  tiddres:^  A  view  of  the  relation  in  which  I  stazHi  to  commanitr, 
«  s^'ust'  cf  diitv  to  mv<elf.  to  my  countrTj  and  to  posterity,  in  connection  with  the 
alamut>g:  circumstances  of  community,  ana  the  primary  caoaes  thereof  are  calculated 
t^%  excite  em«»:iv>ns  \>i  rejrret,  that  my  faculties  and  utterance  bear  no  proportion  to  the 
s«iH.>rtv>r  md;:nitude  of  statistical  considerations,  prodnctire  of  oar  conrention.  The 
tuaurtutude  i't*  the  object  will  irresistibly  excite  additional  abcritr  im  the  exntioos  oi 
'Very  triend  to  humanity :  for  the  nnanimity  of  the  people,  in  theur  vii^iiance  or  lechar- 
^v.  uuisi  ultimately  decide  the  fiite  of  posterity.  And,  althooch  many  of  as  are  rapidly 
apprvsichinsr  the  ti'nnb  with  accelerated  velocity,  with  every  aiamal  lotatioii ;  vet  ow 
wvddiiioR  with  the  existin;:  fbmialitr  of  |]»olitioU  meawesy  is  eniinentbr  cakn£afied  W 
A^'ord  a  su>picion.  that  we  shall  still  survive  the  Uberties  of  oar  coantry :  Ibr  it  is  saf> 
ticteutly  ev:dent  that,  without  a  united  exertion  to  arrest  the  pto^rross  of  sednctkn  as 
.^  ciinktctcric  weapon  m  the  hands  of  tyrmntsv  the  manades  oif  despotism  will  be,  tfe 
»oa^.  nxeU'vt  iKver  mv<re  to  be  shaken' off  by  the  peonle;  and  we,,  the  deaeauiaats  of 
itr  revolutionary  fiithers  of  liberty,  may  still  live  to  sotemnixe  the  faaetal  dir^  of  o«r 
cv>«&;nr's  boast,'aad  to  weep  over  the' bust  of  departed  |yeatneiiii»  wkick  we  are  mo 
Uttt^'r  wonhv  CO  emulate.*  ...  *  May  the  shouts  of  celestxal  millii>nfl^  from  charioo 
N>f  heavenly  ^berty.  s^Hxnd  the  tocsui  of  alarm  lor  the  fiite  of  o«r  naIlli£nB  of  miecy. 
m  the  edir^'  of  a  sfumberini:  natkM:  and  armt  tht  opiala  wmai  mm.  the  makAtmax 
d«noa  of  seduetton^  with  which  the  poftdecovs  eyews  of  a   ~      ^     ' 
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been  iU-ttuUy  touched ;  till  an  ecumenical  rcauscitatiuD,  like  a  resurrection  from  the 
dead,  shall  assemble  in  convention  everj  town  and  county  in  the  State,  to  assert  their 
riffbts,  and  disavow  the  impositions  of  an  unhallowed  despotism,  preying  upon  the  vitals 
of  heavenly  donations,  throu|^h  the  magnanimous  virtues  of  our  revolutionary  fathers 
of  liberty ! ' 

The  orator  goes  on  to  say,  that  if  his  '  utterance  could  quadrate  in  majesty 
with  the  sublimity  of  his  conceptions,  his  voice  should  echo  upon  every  slum- 
bering soul,  like  the  majestic  thunder  of  the  last  trump :  and,  with  the  velocity 
of  lightning,  an  ecumenical  resuscitation  should  pervade  our  remotest  shores !' 
'  Style,'  we  think,  has  changed  for  the  better  *  in  community '  since  the  year  of 
grace  18191 


(Jossip  WITH  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  From  a  most  pleasant  gos- 
sipping  letter,  from  a  distinguished  legal  friend  in  Vermont,  we  venture  to 
segregate  the  following  entertaining  passages  : 

*I  HAVE  just  returned  from  a  visit  to  Westminster,  one  of  the  oldest  towns  in  the 
State.  In  fact,  it  was  chartered  by  Massachusetts  earlier  than  the  date  of  any  existing 
charter  in  the  State,  being  1732,  while  it  was  supposed  to.  fall  within  the  limits  of  that 
colony.  But  the  orders  in  council  having  determined  otherwise,  the  town  was  re-char- 
tered by  Governor  Wext WORTH,  of  New-Hampshire,  and  is  now  held  under  that  charter. 
The  town  was  allotted  and  settled  long  before  the  Revolution,  and  was  the  seat  of  the 
colonial  courts  as  early  as  1772,  the  ruins  of  the  court-house  still  being  visible.  There 
was  a  considerable  population  residing  there  as  early  as  1770,  when  their  first  Puritan 
place  of  worship  was  erected,  which  is  still  standing  in  most  perfect  preservation, 
although  worship  has  been  discontinued  within  its  hallowed  walls  for  long  years,  by 
reason  of  the  dissensions  incident  to  all  such  associations  not  confined  by  any  superior 
or  outward  pressure. 

*■  It  was  sad  to  pace  its  solemn  aisles,  and  witness  its  venerable  pul]>it,  and  huge 
sounding-board,  depending  upon  nothing,  and  so  imminent  upon  the  speaker's  head  as 
almost  to  peril  his  safety;  all  quiet  and  perfect,  as  only  left  the  last  Sunday.  But  left 
for  ever!  In  the  church-yard,  or  burial-ground,  at  a  short  remove  from  this  venerable 
structure,  repose  the  dead  of  a  century.  Whigs  and  Tories,  Church-men  and  Puritans, 
Bound-heads  and  Cavaliers,  English  naval-officers,  rebels  and  refugees,  side  by  side  in 
that  quiet  sleep  which  knows  no  waking,  till  the  final  morning  uf  the  general  resurrec- 
tion. There  reposes,  in  his  solitary  family-vault,  the  body  of  the  Honorable  Stephen 
Roe  Bradley,  the  first  Senator  from  Vermont,  and  one  of  the  first,  if  not  the  very 
first,  who  held  the  office  of  President  j^ro  iem.  of  the  United  States  Senate.  He  is  ac- 
knowledged, by  all  who  have  seen  him,  to  have  been  a  man  of  a  most  commanding 
personal  presence.  He  was,  too,  a  man  of  great  adroitness  and  energy  in  controlling 
the  public  sentiment  of  the  sparse  settlements  in  what  was  called  *  New- Hampshire 
Grants,'  during  the  Revolution,  and  what  is  now  the  State  of  Vermont.  He  was  the 
author  of  numerous  pamphlets,  which  in  their  day  did  great  service  to  the  popular 
cause. 

'  He  was  a  man  of  imposing  dignity  of  manners,  and  some  formality.  A  character- 
istic anecdote  is  told  of  him  and  General  Exos,  who  were  not  always  upon  the  most 
respectfid  terms  toward  each  other.  At  the  time  of  General  Bradley's  first  election 
to  the  United  States  Senate,  the  forms  of  precedents  had  not  become  very  much  eettled. 
The  file  commonly  afibrded  no  precedent,  and  one  must  be  forged  for  the  occasion. 
After  General  Bradley's  election  was  declared.  Governor  Chittenden,  who  was  a  plain 
man,  appealed  to  the  General  as  to  the  proper  form  in  which  to  certify  his  credentials. 
The  new  incumbent  very  readily  replied,  that  *  The  sovereign  and  independent  State 
of  Vermont,  by  the  grace  of  God,  made  choice  of  Stephen  Roe  Bradley  to  represent 
them/  etc.    The  Governor,  not  being  aware  of  any  want  of  cordiality  of  General  Enos 
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in  reffard  to  the  election  of  the  General,  appealed  to  General  Exes,  who  was  present,  as 
to  the  propriety  of  the  form  of  credential  suj^gested  bj  General  Bradlet.  General 
Kxos  very  promptly  replied,  that  he  could  suggest  no  other  emendation,  except  to  erase 
*  By  the  grace  of  God,'  and  insert,  '  Without  the  fear  of  God,  and  being  mored  and 
seduced  by  the  instigation  of  the  Devil  ! '  The  amendment  was  not  adopted,  I  beliere. 
General  Buadlilt  represented  the  State  in  the  United  States  Senate  for  a  long  time 
with  signal  ability,  and  great  credit  to  himself  and  the  State. 

*A  son  of  General  Bsadlet,  the  Honorable  William  C.  Bbadlbt,  LL.D.,  now  occu- 
pies the  family  mansion,  and  the  paternal  office  where  the  distinguished  Jerry  Masox, 
of  New-Hampshire  and  Boston,  spent  the  term  of  his  novitiate.  Mr.  William  C,  Brab- 
ley  is  a  gentleman  of  eminent  learning  and  most  princely  hospitality.  He  was  bom  io 
1782,  iluit  year  so  abundant  in  eminent  men,  from  which  Webster,  and  Van  Bcrex, 
and  Cass,  and  Bexton,  and  a  host  of  others,  date.  He  entered  Congress  in  1814,  when 
Mr.  Webster  first  entered,  and  although  of  different  politics,  they  were  intimate  through 
life. 

'  Mr.  Webster,  but  a  few  months  before  his  death,  said  to  one  of  his  friends,  who 
was  going  to  Vermont,  that  he  hoped  he  would  call  upon  Mr.  Bradley,  as  he  esteemed 
him  the  most  discerning,  the  soundest-minded  man  in  the  State.  Those  who  know  Mr. 
Bradley  would  perhaps  very  generally  subscribe  to  the  opinion.  But  he  has  always 
sought  exemption  from  public  office,  except  three  terms  in  Congress,  and  confined  him- 
self strictly  to  his  profession.  But  then  bo  is  a  giant;  one  of  the  descendants  of  the 
giant-race  of  men  who  laid  the  foundations  of  the  Government.  He  inherits  all  his 
father's  strength,  and  has  super-added  vast  stores  of  learning.  His  library  is  itself  a 
wonder  for  one  in  his  retired  position.  It  has  thousands  of  volumes  of  the  choicest  and 
rarest  books  in  all  the  departments  of  science  and  learning ;  in  the  ancient  classics ;  in 
the  modern  languages  of  Europe;  in  theology,  from  Eusebius's  history  to  the  Eclipse 
of  Faith ;  in  medicine  and  in  the  law,  his  collection  embraces  almost  all  the  English 
reports  from  the  Year-Books  to  the  present  day.  His  memory  itself  is  a  treasure-house 
of  learning  and  wisdom  from  all  ages  and  all  countries.  It  is  painful  to  converse  with 
such  an  one,  and  to  reflect  how  soon  such  vast  lights  shall  go  out,  in  the  silence  of  the 
grave.     Man  dieth,  but  the  awful  purposes  of  God  still  advance.    I  had  intended,  a 

long  time  ago,  to  treasure  up  some  of  Mr.  B *s  choice  remembrances  of  the  early 

members  of  the  profession  in  the  State ;  but  I  have  no  time  to  detail  them  here,  and 
must  conclude  by  giving  a  brief  note  of  the  death  of  Frekcu,  the  first  victim  of  the 
Revolution  in  Vermont. 

'  William  French  was  shot  at  Westminster  on  the  thirteenth  day  of  March,  1775. 

He  was  one  of  a  party  of  the  adherents  to  the  Continental  Congress  who  had  taken 

possession  of  the  court-house  with  the  professed  purpose  of  hindering  the  colonial  court 

from  proceeding  with  its  business  on  the  next  day.     Being  ordered  to  disperse  in  the 

course  of  the  afternoon,  and  not  obeying  the  sheriff's  proclamation,  a  party  of  the  Tories, 

in  the  course  of  the  night,  fired  upon  them,  and  killed  Frexch,  and  wounded  many 

others.     The  adherents  to  the  cause  of  Congress,  immediately  after  his  burial,  caused 

a  rude  stone,  of  talcose  slate,  to  be  erected  at  the  head  of  his  grave,  with  a  very  marked 

and  original  inscription  upon  it,  which  is  still  legible.    It  is  as  follows,  verbatim  ei 

literatim : 

" '  Tx  Memory  of  "William  Fbrxch 
Son  to  MnNATiiAXiKL  French,  Who 
Was  shot  at  Westminster  March  y©  LSth 
177R,  by  the  hands  of  Cmel  Ministereal 
Tools  of  Gkorok  ve  8d  In  the  Cortbouse  at 
alia  clock  at  Night  In  the  22d  year  of 
his  Age. 

'  Here  William  French,  his  Body  lies, 
For  Murder  his  bloo<l  for  Vencance  Cries : 
King  Gkoroe  the  Third  his  Tory  Crew 
Tha  with  a  bawl  his  head  shot  threw 
For  Liberty  and  his  Country's  Good 
he  Lost  his*  Life  his  Dearest  blood' 

'  Here  is  a  Spartan  spirit,  and  almost  a  Scandinayinn  rudeness  of  letters.' 
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*  Mr.  K.  N".  Pepper,  Esq./  has  sent  us  a  ^Noad  *  to  the  Comet,  in  blank-verse, 
a  deviation  from  the  shackles  of  poetical  rule,  which  marks  the  man  of  '  genus.' 
But  the  thought,  the  thought^  is  the  thing.  Observe  the  variety  and  *  reacti ' 
of  the  poet's  fancy : 

^  Noalr   to   ttc   Comrrft. 

SOTB   IKTO   THX   BUXES   BY   MB.   K.  N.  PXPPBB,  K8Q. 

*  Al  hale  grate  loorainarry  —  twicet  al  hale ! 
Grand  fizzicle  vizziter,  your  welcome. 

In  rejions  ov  spais  whair  al  is  silens 

&  their  4  no  gnois  is  herd  it  is  dificult 

To  traivel  &  not  waik  up  sumthink: 

But  the  grate  Comeck  (meaning  you  ov  coars) 

Hes  dun  it  so  fur  moar  than  50  yeres 

To  the  satisfackshun  ov  all  prcssent 

With  untyrink  pirseverens  se  him  sale 

Onto  a  rowt  as  no  1  ever  thout  of  goin. 

When  hese  frose  the  har  al  of  ov  his  hed 

&  by  loosink  so  menv  railds  ov  tale 

That  he  cant  tcl  wether  hese  goin  forids  or  bacards 

Then  he  shutes  down  to  the  son  for  to  warm  up 

&  put  on  a  litle  bam  of  Columby  or  warpean. 

Setch  hard  werk  it  is  for  him  wuns  to  stop 

That  he  hes  lost  the  nac  threw  want  ov  practis. 

0  Comeck !  ^oin  round  &  round  the  son, 
Why  not  sura  time  or  uther  wynd  him  up, 
&  taiking  the  rains  ov  guvcrmeant  into  your  teth 
up  &  giv  the  soaler  cistim  a  nairing. 
Cum  bio  your  wissel,  the  planits  is  on  a  train ; 
Emi^rans  into  the  frunt  —  ov  collusion  no  dainger 
Gupitter  '11  do  fur  a  b:ilens-wele 
Satern  ull  ring  wen  thays  sumthink  ahed 
Mars  fite  al  irishmen  as  wont  pay  the  fair 
&  venous  so  swete  ile  ride  witn  her  misclf. 
(\vat  a  nidec  now  fur  a  singul  man !) 
Wele  noatify  the  smal  starz  onto  the  rowt 
To  bewair  of  the  Comeck  wen  the  bel  rings. 
Wele  saw  up  the  milky  weigh  fur  fir-woad 
&  use  the  orory  Boryals  fur  a  signle  lite 
Witch  wood  caws  a  stonishmeant  to  spring  from  the  i. 
But  act  your  Plesure  —  we  doant  want  to  dicktate 
onli  we  shood  be  hapy  to  cum  the  perpoased  araingment. 

*  Miss  Terious  Comeck !  wens  do  you  shuit  ?  ^ 
Ware  woa  you  wen  you  1st  thout  ov  flyink? 

Wat  put  it  into  your  hed  to  cum  this  wa, 

Sirprysink  ov  the  naityvs?  —  is  the  stait 

ov  your  fynancys  setch  that  you  cant  suport  moar  tale  — 

Then  thine  wot  a  nauther  sufers  as  cant  suport  eny. 

O  Comeck  praps  its  loansum  traivelink  so 
But  you  doant  no  the  mizzery  of  a  feelink  hart : 
Yourn  al  hed  and  tail,  so  ov  coars  cant  fele. 
i  sumtimes  wish  i  hadent  no  boddy  two 
fur  then  i  mite  be  hapy  —  but  x  kews 
Mi  pirsonle  narativ  —  i  cant  always  Banish 
The  thout  ov  Wo. 

o  mity  loominarey ! 
Iramcns  Miss  terry !  sa  now  wos  it  troo 
You  had  sum  thoiigts  ov  soink  up  the  Erth  ? 
You  ant  noomerus  enuf  fur  that  perseding  — 
o  Know  Mr.  Comeck,  youm  two  smal. 
You  mite  hac  of  a  mountin  or  too  praps 
By  snubink  your  tale  onto  a  pirry  mid 
But  the  Moril  part  of  Comunity 
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Woodent  se  enj  libirtjrs  tooc  with  muther  Erth  — 

o  know  Mr.  Comeck  as  was  sed  be  4. 

1st  egsirsize,  &  git  sum  mete  onto  your  ribs 

&  like  SAMSON  let  your  bar  gro  long. 

We  no  your  talent  into  the  saling  line 

We  acnollig  yoiim  sum  onto  fire-werks : 

But  doant  be  foolish  becaus  you  no  how. 

You  cant  serkumnavoy  grait  Erth  like  you  doe  the  son 

Without  giting  ov  your  horns  noct  of. 

The  son  is  indullgcnt  &  not  a  tal  snapish 

&  hes  so  mutch  biznes  atendink  to  al  the  planits 

That  giving  ov  fits  to  Comecks  is  soopirfloous. 

But  its  a  litle  diferent  hear,    so  bewair 

&  taik  the  folowink  advice  frum  a  frend : 

We  shal  alwais  be  very  glad  to  se  you 

Wen  acting  ov  your  part  into  the  grate  sems 

&  not  gitiug  out  ov  the  ring  &  throing  dert. 

But  the  idee  ov  fiting  on  sitch  a  scail 

We  cawl  perpostrious  into  the  egstream  — 

After  al  i  doant  thine  your  intenshuns  wos  cereus: 
The  grate  Comeck  is  two  magnannymus 
To  hav  setch  a  nidee.    i  hoap  your  felinks 
Hessent  ben  hirt ;  if  so  pies  2  taik  notis 
Your  admyrer  is  rash  almoast  to  cankir 
&  lashed  hisself  cuickly  intwo  angry  waivs 
Wen  he  was  be  4  cuite  cam  and  slepy  like. 
&  al  fur  nothink,  as  we  air  hnpy  to  se. 
So  be  not  likewais  rash  Miss  Terious  Comeck, 
But  folow  into  the  trac  ov  your  ilustris  predisesrs. 
Your  frens  into  this  sexion  air  noomeris 
And  tha  x  peckt  the  ilustris  Comeck  to  doo  his  dooty. 
Witch  is  to  sale  around  &  sa  nothink  to  noboddy 
Not  biting  the  planits  &  sterink  clere  ov  the  stars. 

(p.  s.)    plese  tri  &  let  out  a  litle  moar  tale.' 

*  It  is  n't  every  man/  said  a  genial  friend  of  ours,  who  *  dropped  in '  upon  us 
at  the  sanctum,  the  other  night,  *  no  matter  how  pious  he  may  be,  who  is  cal- 
culated to  shine  as  a  minister  of  the  gospel.  Last  summer,  I  was  at  a  little 
town  in  Indiana,  on  a  Sunday ;  and  as  I  was  passing  a  small  church,  I  heard 
the  congregation  singing  an  old-fashioned,  plaintive  psalm-tune,  and  I  could 
not  help  going  in.  After  the  two  concluding  verses  had  been  sung,  the  *  minister  • 
got  up.  I  never  saw  such  a  looking  clergyman  in  my  life,  before.  He  had  a 
kind  of  green,  'bulgy  '  eye,  a  retreating  forehead  and  chin,  and  his  hair  was  as 
red  as  a  brick.  It  waa  sheared  to  the  skull  in  ridges  made  at  a  clip,  like  a 
short-haired  cocoa-nut,  except  the  fore-top,  which  was  brushed  straight  up  to 
a  point,  forming  what  is  termed  a  *  cow-lick  ' :  it  looked,  as  it  rose  from  his  low 
forehead,  like  a  small  conflagration.  He  opened  the  Bible  with  a  pair  of  great, 
coarse  red  hands,  and  pronounced  his  text  in  a  voice  like  the  tearing  of  a  strong 
rag  :  *  Return  like  a  dog  to  his  vomit,'  (which  he  pronounced  '  wom-mit,')  *  and 
like  the  sow  that  was  washed  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire ! '  T/tere  was  good 
taste  for  you !  I  looked  scrutiuizingly  around,  took  up  my  hat,  vacated  my  seat, 
reached  the  central  *  vomitory  '  of  the  sanctuary,  and  *  cut  my  lucky,'  with 
a  sense  of  supreme  relief.'  -  -  -  We  have  a  word  or  two  to  say  of  Mr, 
William  H.  Disbrow's  Riding- School j  Number  Twenty,  Fourth-Avenue,  near 
AsTOR  and  Lafayette  Places,  which  is  open  day  and  evening  for  equestrian 
tuition  and  exercise-riding.  We  have  known  Mr.  Disbrow  for  many  years, 
during  all  which  time  he  has  been  establishing  himself  as  a  complete  master  of 
his  profession,  and  conferring  physical  grace  and  health  upon  thousands  of  the 
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Uite  of  the  metropolis.  His  hours  are  convenient ;  his  terms  reasonable ;  his 
tuition  admirably  given ;  apd  his  rules  and  regulations  unexceptionable,  and 
always  enforced.  We  commend  Mr.  Disbrow's  school  as  one  which  has  no 
superior,  'here  or  elsewhere.'  -  -  -  A  Missouri  friend,  who  need  not  be  at 
all  afraid  of  writing  to  us  too  often,  sends  us  the  following  *  perfectly  authentic ' 
anecdote.    It  has  awakened  many  a  loud  laugh  in  the  sanctum : 

'An  old  soaker,  who  lives  in  Weston,  Missouri,  took  it  into  his  head  one  daj  that  it 
was  necessary  for  his  future  welfare  to  be  *  born  ag'in,'  and  forthwith  repaired  to  the 

Rev.  Mr.  B ,  the  respected  pastor  of  the  Baptist  denomination  of  the  town  aforesaid, 

to  obtain  light.  He  was  received  with  urbanity,  and  forthwith  the  following  dialogue 
ensued : 

*  *  OLn  S. :  'It 's  your  doctrine.  Boss,  that  a  feller  to  be  saved  must  suffer  immershun, 
Ja'tit?* 

*Mr.  B.  :  *  Yes,  Mr.  S.,  it  is  a  fundamental  doctrine  of  our  Church  that  a  man,  to  bo 
regenerated,  must  repent  of  his  sins,  and  be  imm^rsedJ' 

'Old  S. :  '  Well,  Boss, after  repentin*  of  his  sins,  and  been  ' slid  under, ^  if  he  flashes 
in  the  pan,  then  what? ' 

'Mr.  B.  :  'Although  back-sliding  is  much  to  be  deplored,  still,  if  he  sincerely  repents 
of  his  sin,  and  is  again  immersed,  the  Church  will  receive  him  again.' 

*  Old  S.  :  '  Well,  s'pose  he  a/flti  kicks  out  of  the  traces  after  the  second  time,  (for  you 
know  what  critters  there  are  in  this  world,  Boss,)  then  what's  to  pay  ? ' 

'Mr.  B.  :  *  Notwithstanding  all  this,  if  he  will  seriously  repent,  and  solemnly  promise 
to  amend  his  future  life,  the  Church  will  again  receive  him  into  its  bosom,  after  being 
immersed.' 

*  Old  S.,  (after  a  few  moments  of  deep  thought,)  proposes  the  closing  interrogatory: 
*  Well,  Boss,  wouldn't  it  be  a  blasted  good  idea  to  heep  sich  fellers  in  soak  all  the  time  t ' 

*  My  informant  did  not  say  whether  old  S joined  the  Church  or  not,  but  I  incline 

to  the  opinion  that  he  did  rCt^ 

We  cannot  help  quoting,  *  in  this  connection,'  the  subjoined  somewhat  kin- 
dred anecdote  of  the  late  Isaac  T.  Hopper,  the  Quaker  : 

*  Upon  a  certain  occasion,  a  man  called  upon  him  with  a  due-bill  for  twenty  dollars 
against  an  estate  he  had  been  appointed  to  settle.  Friend  Hopper  put  it  away,  saying 
he  would  attend  to  it  as  soon  as  he  had  leisure.  The  man  called  again  a  short  time 
after,  and  stated  that  he  had  need  of  six  dollars,  and  was  willing  to  give  a  receipt  for 
the  whole  if  that  sum  were  advanced.  This  proposition  excited  suspicion,  and  the  ad- 
ministrator decided  in  his  own  mind  that  ho  would  pay  nothing  till  he  had  examined 
the  papers  of  the  deceased.  Searching  carefully  among  these,  he  found  a  receipt  for 
the  money,  mentioning  the  identical  items,  date  and  circumstances  of  the  transaction, 
and  stating  that  a  due-bill  had  been  given  and  lost,  and  was  to  be  restored  by  the  cre- 
ditor when  found. 

'  When  the  man  called  again,  Isaac  said  to  him,  in  a  quiet  way : 

*  *  Friend  Jones,  I  understand  thou  hast  become  pious  lately.* 
'  He  replied,  in  a  solemn  tone : 

* '  Yes,  thanks  to  the  Lord  Jesus,  I  have  found  out  the  way  of  salvation.' 
'  'And  thou  hast  been  dipped,  I  hear,'  continued  the  Quaker.    '  Dost  thou  know  Jambs 
Hunter?' 

*  Mr.  Jones  answered  in  the  aflBrmative. 

* '  Well,  he  was  also  dipped  some  time  ago,'  rejoined  Friend  Hopper,  '  but  the  neigh- 
bors say  they  did  n't  get  the  crown  of  his  head  under  water.  The  Devil  crept  into  the 
unbaptized  part,  and  has  been  busy  with  him  ever  since.  I  am  afraid  they  didn't  get 
ikee  quite  under  water.    I  think  thou  had'st  better  be  dipped  again.' 

'As  he  spoke,  he  held  up  the  receipt  for  twenty  dollars.  The  countenance  of  the  pro- 
fessedly pious  man  became  scarlet,  and  he  disappeared  instantly.' 
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A  FRIEND  of  ours,  wlio  whcn  he  writes,  edifies,  relates  the  following: 
*  Travelling,  the  other  day,  in  the  cars  of  the  Boston  and  Worcester  rail- 
road, there  Silt  ])efore  me  two  respectalile-lookinj?  individuals,  whose  conversa- 
tion I  could  not  l)ut  over-hear,  and  a  *  section  '  of  which  was  as  follows :  *  Well, 
Jonas  has  p^ot  hinisclf  into  a  bad  fix  this  time  :  the  proof  is  clear  a^inst  him, 
and  there  is  no  doubt  he  'II  be  convicted  of  the  burglar}'.*  The  friend  re- 
sponded :  •  Why,  he  is  out  on  bail ;  why  don't  he  slope  7  They  say  he  is  worth 
five  or  six  thousand  dollars  :  let  him  indemnify  his  ball,  and  *  cut.'  '  *  Yes,  but 
then,  Jonas  is  dc'8|)erate  fond  of  money,  and  he  won't  give  up  any  of  that^  any 
how.  No  :  T  think  he  had  better  go  to  State's-prison,  and  serve  the  sentence 
out.  It  wowld  n't  do  him  any  harm.'  *  I  don't  thinlc  so,'  eaid  the  other ;  *  Jo- 
nas is  a  man  of  high-toned  feeling,  and  that  would  cut  him  to  the  quick/ '  '  We 
should  think  it  would  have  that  effect! '  -  -  -  *  Sometimes,'  writes  our  es- 
teemed friend  and  correspondent,  Richard  Haywarde,  *  we  find  little  enigmati- 
cal poems  like  the  one  enclosed,  that  not  only  delight  the  reader  by  their  exquisite 
versification,  but  also  possess  a  latent  charm,  only  to  be  developed  by  the  skill 
of  the  reader.    1  think  I  am  not  in  error  when  I  add  'Philip^  my  Kins^y  to  this 

class: 

*  *  Look  at  me,  with  thy  large  brown  eyes, 

Puu-ip,  niv  king! 
For  round  thee  the  purple  shadow  lies 
Of  babyhood's  rp<r«"  dignities. 
Lay  on  my  neck  thy  tiny  hand 

With  h)Ve's  invisible  sceptre  laden ; 
I  am  thine  Esther,  to  command, 
Till  thou  shall  find  thy  qtieen-handmaiden, 
Philip,  my  king  I 

*  *  Ohl  the  day  when  thou  goest  a-wooing, 

Philip,  my  king! 
When  those  beautiful  lins  are  suing. 
And  some  gentle  hearts  -bars  undoing, 
Thou  dost  enter  love-crowned,  and  there 

Sittest  all  glorified  ! Rule  kindly. 

Tenderly  over  thy  kingdom  fair, 
For  we  that  love,'  ah !  we  love  so  blindly, 

Philip,  my  king  ! 

*  *  I  gaze  from  thy  sweet  mouth  up  to  thy  brow, 

Philip,  my  king! 
Av,  there  lies  the  spirit,  all  sleeping  now. 
That  may  rise  like  a  giant,  and  make  men  bow 
As  to  one  god-throned  amidst  his  peers. 

My  soul,  than  thy  brethren  higher  and  fairer, 
Let  'me  behold  thee  in  coming  years ! 
Yet  thy  head  needeth  a  circlet  rarer, 
Philip,  my  king! 

'  *  A  wreath,  not  of  gold,  but  palm,  one  day, 
Philip,  my  King! 
Thou,  too,  must  tread,  as  we  tread,  a  way 
Thorny,  and  buter,  and  cold,  and  gray  : 
Rebels  within  thee,  and  foes  without 

Will  snatch  at  thy  crown.     But  go  on,  glorious 
Martyr,  yet  monarch  !  till  angels  shout 
As  thou  sittest  at  the  feet  of  Gon,  viotorious, 
'Philip,  the  king! ' ' 

'At  the  first  glance,  it  would  seem  as  if  *  Philip  '  were,  in  reality,  a  sovereign 
prince,  or  at  least  an  infant  of  the  blood-royal.    But  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
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that  his  only  kiDg^om  Mea  wiUiiti  iha  boiimlftricB  nf  his  molLpr's  brc 

lu  sec  ir  this  Ik<  tiul  so : 

'  'Boijxct  fheo  IIju  piirpla  sbadowliM 

Of  k-iinhmi-r'  riigni  Jigni'le'- 
l«T  nil  inr  nirk  ilir  Imv  bstid 
Will,  fc.*'«  inti>»f«  K^kn  tadm: 


'What  kingdom?  Surely  that  ovorwhioh  evBry  cliilJ  rules  willi  despotic 
•war,  iind  which  thp  mother,  lookuijir  forwutd  in  the  Mure,  sees  re-rcpresenUd 
in  hiT  wiinm  she  cuUa  lus  ■  (lueen-handOuiiili'n.'    ITierefore  she  sajB ; 

— ' '  Ktn,E  kitidljr, 
Tcndorlj  lixtT  ihy  Iriiifrilimi  tUr, 
Fof  wi  lli«[  lovo,  nh !  1W  fort  »  WiiwKy. 
I'niur,  my  king  f 

'  I  think  this  enigmatical  pDrtioD  may  !»■  solved  CASlly  now  : 

'  'Kebeu  vilhii  lift,  tnil  flics  wilhimt 
Will  unnlcli  ol  Ibj  cnmli.     Hut  p)  iig,  KloHniiB 
llmijT,  j-bI  monarch !  till  »n|»l«  bHwi", 
Ai  tbou  liltMl  «t  Ills  fcDt  I?  ano,  Tidtorioai, 
>  Pmup,  the  kEng  I ' 

'  Let  me  tall  your  attention  to  an  exijiiisite  hit  of  art  I  olIuJu  In  the  mnw- 
■ion  of  a  Byllahk  in  one  of  the  liaes  i 

'  'SillcW  all  glorified ! IJak  kindly.' 

'  I  think  the  intcrmeiliate  pause  neceaeary  to  he  observed  here,  in  pkce  or  the 
miffiing^  nor^,  cohnueeii  the  t4?nderness  of  thu  Bentimeat  iruiiderfully.  I  tukc 
this^-m  of  poesy  from  onr  country-paper.  Wlio  wrote  it!  If  you  discover 
till-  niilliiir's  nanie,  make  n  note  of  iL  It  was  published  many  years  ago  ia 
(:h.;.,hii-/ K.Jhil.uf':!,  Journal:  ■  -  -  IVk  commend  the  fuHowing'CAopfer 
flam  lll'iit'lfiiic'  on  'Ilciil E'tnle,'  lo  all  our  leiral  friends,  and  'iwil-estate'bny- 
er' ;  iiud  we  rallier  siLrinisi;llial  our 'J/ifrrfiMleri' will  find  its  perusal  a  pleasant 
in:iller.  I'lMii  hail  .*ii)rne  piipei-s  of  a  similar  kiiid,  a  few  yuarsngo.  but,if  wc 
mny  Ih^  iieriiiiUeil  In  say  so,  none  l>etter  than  tills : 
■Hit.  K'^Tovclhi.l.'sU.'iiltf  Into  (lireoicnnildlvli'liHis:  I^nds TenfmcnU,  and  ircrr-llttineDU. 


lr<K  «*pnrttil  anil  tncoqwroiil ;  cofporral,  ran  thMe  vl 
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*  Trees  and  growing  crops  belong  to  the  land ;  and  pumpklna,  being  *  attached  to  the  Realty,*  *  go 
to  the  heir '  till  they  're  pulled  up,  and  then,  they  generally  '  go  to '  the  pigs ;  so,  wheat  and  barley 
'  go  with  the  land,'  and  so  does  the  rye,  unless  it  is  made  into  wliiskey,  and  then  it  goes  best  with  a 
little  water :  so  of  the  '  standing  corn ' ;  though  we  do  n't  suppose,  that  if  the  proprietor  was  drank  for 
three  weeks  before  he  sold  his  place,  it  would  be  such  a  standing  '  com '  as  that  he  would  .*  go  to  the 
first  purchaser,'  unless  indeed  he  went  to  take  a  little  something. 

*A  man  has  a  '  fee '  in  land,  when  it  is  given  to  '  hlra  and  his  heirs  for  eyer  * ;  but  if  he  happens  to 
have  no  heirs,  it  goes  to  the  King,  who  stands  graciously  ready  to  nab  any  valuable  comer-lots,  when 
the  proper  population  does  n't  turn  up. 

'  'Our  Bractos  '  says,  that  the  word  '  fee '  is  derived  from  the  Saxon  word  feud  or  fight,  because 
all  the  tenants  used  to  bo  continually  fighting  for  their  landlords ;  and,  in  contemplation  of  law,  were 
supposed  to  be  perpetually  standing  outside  the  gate,  armed  and  equipped,  and  r^idy  for  a  breeze  at 
the  shortest  notice;  these  were  called  'retainers,'  hence,  our  term  of  Retainer;  so  that  if  Jqh^v  Dok 
retains  A.  B.,  counsellor-at-law,  to  defend  him,  at  the  suit  of  Richard  Rob,  the  said  A.  B.  is  supposed 
to  march  about  town  %vith  a  band  of  music  and  a  battle-axe,  ready  to  touzle,  maul,  and  maltreat  the 
said  John  Doe,  to  wit,  at  the  county  aforesaid  —  and  probably  takes  depositions  in  imiform. 

*  *  Estate  for  life '  is  a  less  estate  than  a  fee,  and  may  be  '  created  by  deed ';  but  you  cannot  create 
an  estate  by  deed  for  more  than  three  lives,  unless,  perhaps,  one  of  'em  should  be  a  cat's,  and  then, 
it  would  probably  extend  to  ten  or  eleven. 

*  Curtesy '  is  an  estate  for  life,  by  the  '  act  of  the  law ' ;  though  curtesies  are  sometimes  the  acts 
of  the  girls.  Curtesy  is  where  a  man  marries  a  woman, '  seized  of  an  estate  of  inheritance ' ;  and  If 
the  small-pox  or  seven-years'  itch  were  hereditary  in  the  wife's  family,  and  one  of  'em  should  seize 
her,  this  would  be  a  '  seisin  by  inheritance,'  and  the  husband  would  'take  it  for  life ' ;  but  first,  he 
must  have  children  born  alive,  otherwise  the  law  says  to  him, '  You  ain't  in  I ' 

*  'Tenant-for-life  is  entitled  to  emblements,'  or  '  away-going  crops';  and  if  a  man  should  plant  a 
patch  of  peas  and  i)otatoes,  and  then  move  oflF,  in  the  eye  of  the  law  the  peas  and  potatoes  are  sup- 
posed to  follow  hhn ;  and,  if  you  looked  sharp,  you  'd  doubtless  see  them  climbing  over  the  fence 
after  him,  and  calling  out  to  be  dug ;  the  same  is  true  of  trees  and  shmbs,  and  this  was  what  terrified 
Macbeth  so,  when  he  saw  '  Birnam  wood  coming  to  Dunsinane ' ;  for  when  he  saw  the  '  emble- 
ments '  moving,  he  was  lawyer  enough  to  know  that  Uiere  was  a  change  going  on  of  landed  propri- 
etors, that  boded  him  no  good. 

'  The  tenant-for-lifo  also  '  takes'  all  the  catnip  and  boneset  on  his  place,  because  they  belong  to  the 
soil ;  but  the  law  would  not  compel  him  to  *  take  them,'  unless  he  wanted  to,  and  If  they  were  made 
Into  tea,  Speli.man  thinks  he  could  put  in  a  little  milk  and  sugar.  A  tenant-for-life  is  entitled  to 
cut  wood,  and  if  the  landlord  should  interfere  and  raise  a  muss,  he  would  be  compelled  to  cut  stick; 
but,  though  a  tenant  for  life  is  entitled  to  cut  wood,  yet  if  his  son  should  whittle  the  fence,  or  muti- 
late the  parlor-chairs,  or  throw  down  the  book-case,  and  go  to  chopping  It  up  with  an  axe,  and  the 
landlord  should  come  In,  and  they  should  have  a  regular  pitched  battle  over  the  fallen  flimitare,  it 
would  clearly  bo  '  an  action  on  the  case,'  and  the  landlord  would  recover. 

'  When  a  man  owns  the  soil,  he  owns  it  clear  up  to  the  sky,  and  down  to  the  *  other  place ' ;  but  I 
can't  build  my  house  so  as  to  overhang  my  nelplibor's,  and  if  he  has  a  window  built  so  long  that 
the  memory  of  man  does  n't  ran  any  where  else,  you  can't  stop  that  window  np ;  for  it  is  an  '  ancient 
light';  and  therefore,  If  you  should  go  and  look  In  at  that  window,  you  would  be  guilty  of  'ob- 
stracting  ancient  lights,'  and  he  could  take  your  head  off  even  with  the  window-sill,  but  no  fiuther, 
using  no  more  Ibrco  than  was  necessary :  and  if  an  old  man  should  die  of  consumption,  that  would 
be  an  '  obstruction  of  ancient  lights ' ;  but  the  law  would  not  undertake  to  provide  a  remedy,  not 
being  an  undertaker  in  such  .-h-cumstances.  How  far  the  principle  of  ancient  lights  extends,  is,  per- 
haps, a  doubtful  question,  as  jiost  legal  questions  are :  if  you  agree  to  let  your  neighbor  keep  his 
window  open,  and  he  so  keef>s  it  open  for  any  length  of  time,  it  does  not  become  an  '  ancient  light,* 
and  you  may  shut  the  shutters  on  him,  any  time ;  but  if  he  opens  it  against  your  will,  though  you 
should  go  and  shake  your  fist  at  him  every  day  for  twenty-one  years,  or  thereabout^  it  becomes  an 
*  ancient  light'  in  spite  of  you,  and  he  could  blow  wads  at  you  out  of  it,  every  moming  before  break* 
£ut,  if  he  wanted  to,  and  you  'd  have  no  remedy. 

♦All  real  estate  may  bo  bought  and  sold;  for  this  purpose,  we  hare  rcal-estato  agent^  who 
generally  take  the  property  as  part  of  their  ctmimLssions ;  and  when  property  is  conveyed  in  thb 
way,  the  buyer  is  said  to  be  '  in  by  purchase,'  that  is,  if  he  pays  for  It ;  but  there  is  another  way  of 
coming  by  property,  by  which  a  man,  in  legal  phrase,  is  said  to  be  '  in  by  descent ' ;  but  we  do  nt 
suppose  tiiat,  if  a  man  should  tumble  out  of  a  third-story  window.  Into  a  basket  of  cieb,  he  'd  be  '  In 
by  descent '  in  such  a  manner  as  that  he  could  '  hold  the  property '  long. 

*  Every  man's  land  is  called  his  'close,'  and  is  supposed  to  be  surrounded  by  an  ideal,  inviidble 
boundary  or  wall,  which  exists  only  In  the '  eye  of  the  law,'  the  law  being  generally  wall-eyed  and 
befo^ed ;  though  no  IxKiy  can  see  It,  yet,  If  any  i>erson  oversteps  this  boundary,  he  is  guilty  <^a 
tre«pass ;  and  it 's  no  excuse  for  him  to  say  he  could  n't  see  it,  for  the  Law  says  to  him, '  It  *§  all  In  my 
eye,'  and  this  Is  a  ' trespass quare  dausumf regit;''  and  if  a  man  should  be  chasing  a  rabbit 
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uil  lb"  nblili  ■IhhM  niB  cm  IMi  [liw,  tvai;  mMph  af  Qw  mhtilt  llwn>n«r  vgnld  be  t«M  ;  ■• )» 
DBa  nn  tulto  •lmiiU«(i  uf  thdr  own  «toii»  Mil  thf  li«  wooW  dM  pmmll  Wm  In  ninti-  d  lUjr  <b^ 
IWr,  mill  iJiii  luiui  oouM  rirtLj' «tfh  hLin;  hi,  IT  ■  diu  frnn  iwlA  ■"I  ■l>-i>M  nliwpiili  tni-ru.  mi] 
|im  lilewlglD  bin  |puU>hHip9' pDckAt  ^  aiul  ■  LhJf^AtjiHiUl  floiw  ind  jiletil  blH  w-l«  «»at  of  b]>  brMclw^ 
ilutKniiN  tw  ■  tHtfmm  'fmr*  tiuimm  fitgU' !  'Im  tlm  Iw  bnife«  bU  Dtmi.'«>4  aWl*  111* 

•Bo,iu>iiT«]'m>iiVlo(baiiWtnKnl  In.  It  U  *  fins  ol>l  murim  of  tlia  En^M  Itv.tlut  evn)- 
miui'iliuuK.'liUscMh.wbbib.MfiMiigiuirhinh  ■  Ike  Kin?  mmM  imtrr ' ;  Ihnvlhrnlf  IIm  Rbi| 
■tilt  Du[  in  BM  hia  m«1i*l'^rd*iiH'>  Mtupl)*  for  tlM  p>i>VW>  oT  nlktni  ibant^  mhI  lnokln):  Hi  On  , 
phpuia  t«iiltr;.thrmHkM^u<1aMr«u>lHalll*)hialili>i>rlnbla<hy,uiilHt  lh«  <li«>  on  hinr 
ud  llu  Kliw  «>ald  at  lift  UMlMcb  i  ft>r,  .iv  (tusviuj;,  ■  Wiumi  Uir  Kim;  lo  miiuDioL  iImm  iH 
m  W-bi^' iM  MS  nniW  IkB  otd]ii<i^  the  Klnii  wu  ibniluieliT  (brblddan  tsmur  ur  lioutr  Inllu  kli«- 
doiii,HiUiUhbiiMUIInMnoa»cwuei(i(aiuilr11i))IUd:  tad  iitae*  Hn  nmlni.  -Jftaum  Itmpm 
Mnirrff  rf^'or.Uw  King  don  u1  li>»c  any  >nn  nT  ■  chni :  aod,  w  •ntr  mu'i  hniiM  I*  tila  amllf^ 
hv  bH  ui  iuii)aiibU>1  rtglit  tn  ftnuy  II,  ud  niii]>  iiUot  ouuion  bi  bl>  dnur^ uil,  uul  |ill(  Unub*  In  Ui 
troBtpuInt;  hut  <bi  bumht,  nut  bdng  uurhsl  lo  tha  Bally,  would  n1  pn  vllb  ibe  lanl  bW,  It 
Uir;  wvnt  uir,  Ibo  honu  vnulrl  jimhtMjr  go  Tith  itHn ;  ind  M,  •  mta  vmitd  lur*  an  uidmAM 
TlgbtU>iA&latAlii*rvff1iii4nt  <if  raviliyfiirilMpniCwKlqanf  b1ii«(tJD;  bnt  iTm  rhmrjipr  UwRni^kh 
Ion  b  sueti,  Ibal  tiw  King,  M'ltb  nil  Ub  piiinr,  oinl  toko  tlw  oKli'  «(  hb<  iDuiiwt  iii1()«it  1  w  tint 
If  the  King  itauuid  UiiD  out  hU  wbnle  iRllltuy  ItHn,  hgitii,  tmt,  md  dngnaR\  iwd  try  to  lika  > 
mtn'i  bmue.  that  man  sndd  Jnat  walk  ant  In  tbt  Unat,  aed  milap  Iba  nboleDfcm. 

■  Sach  an  ratat  of  tbow  (nut  priadplc^  (iB  Hbldi  h  ftmodad  onr  Hliule  lyHMD  if  JnibpriKlagDo  > 
nsd  11  Is  a  beudftil  flrrllon  or  tbe  laic,  and  nna  Iflnllu^  grpillr  to  11k  tnnxuac  of  kniiiclol^  that 
ereiyonoU  aiipjioafU  lo  knnw  tbo  law;  arid  lbp^*fp^f^,  If  a  l^hlnwo  abTnld  Hnno  tn  thin  mmrtfj, 
he  would  at  once  be  an  able  lattyar;  and  w,  IT  laf  oue  ebonlil  aiy  of  bti  honor,  Judgi-  Hebvix, 
'  He  dA  nt  know  any  mors  law  tbwi  a  Chloanian.'  it  would  bo  (ba  bigbnt  compllaieot  Ibal  tuuU  b« 
I»ld  to  hIa  Itffi  ablUtlei.'  

'WiULgrceidbg,  aTew  jau«ago,io  tlicMonnmeiilAl  Cit;,' writes  'K.  H.  S.,' 
in  a  pletuaot  gonsipping  letter,  '  I  used  somelimca  to  go  on  Sunda]',  to  n 
email  chnrcli  near  luj  raaiileDce,  to  hear  a  somewhat  &111011B  negro  prenulier. 
Tbe  cUnrdi  bod  \ieen  bnilt  by  a  Tew  benevolent  gentlemen,  tia  a,  place  of  wor- 
ahip  fur  lln'ir  sluvcs.  Tiie  preacher,  himself  a  slave,  was  an  old  negro,  famed 
tbrnu^'li'iiit  llic  city  a'  a  perfoclly  original  specimen  of  imagination  and  humor ; 
and  nion-  cspeL'ially.  fur  his  very  uuii|ue  coustruction  of  various  portions  of  (be 
diviin'  Wciril.  Fie  frequently  immbcrcd  among  hia  hearers  the  eliCe  of  the  city, 
dfjwii  Ihither  in  the  hope  of  hearing '  some  new  thing ' ;  and  truth  to  say,  they 
wfre  si'IdiHii  disippoiiitjd.  To  give  some  idea  of  his  style  —  oeecasarily 
iiiiiMTlect  lo  ;iii  outsider,  for  his  gesticulation  was  peculiar  and  forcible  —  I  will 
iiurrali:  Iwo  vmrceaiii;  In  Jescribiug  Christ's  entrance  into  Jerusalem,  he 
said  :  '  Well,  my  liruddreo,  when  de  people  in  'Rusalum  heard  de  Lord  waa 
corning'.  di'V 'bundiincd  der  ockcrpashon,  and  cut  for,de  subub;  crowding  tru 
de  (rate.  I '«!  no  doiihl,  like  a  Hock  0'  sheep :  and  some  broke  off  de  branches 
off  de  tni?i,  and  t'roweil  'em  down,  and  some  t'rowed  down  straw  and  bay,  and 
lie  rest  took  off  der  clothes —  not  all  ob  dcm,  I  'speet — and  tni  'em  down  in 
de  mad.  But 't  was  no  use,  my  breddrcn ;  wid  all  dey  could  do,  dey  could  n't 
tf'ip  lint  arc  cott ;  lie  kim  along,  and  went  right  in  de  gate,  easy  as  nnffin'  1 '  On 
nnnthiT  oci-asion.  when  striving  hia  utmost  to  bring  abont  a  revival,  he  elevated 
hii  humble  flock  several  pegs  in  importance,  Hesaid:  '  Now, if  any  ob  yon  nig- 
gers t'ink  dat  'euusc  you  're  black,  and  poor,  and  miserable,  you  'se  of  do  great 
coii>ikeiiir  ill  de  IjOku's  eyes,  you 'ae  vastly  'staken,I  'apect,  as  I  conld  prove  by 
niauy  jiiiits  nb  de  divine  word ;  but  one  will  bo  'flcient  for  yonr  dull  compr»- 
heusions.  De  Iy)Rii  saj-s,  in  one  place :  '  God  will  not  let  even  a  Bpancr  fall 
to  de  ground  widont  Ilia  notice ' ;  and  in  'nadder  place  He  says :  'Are  sot  two 


204  Editor's  Talk.  [February, 

sparrers  sold  for  a  farden'  ?*  A  farden',  I  would  inform  you,  is  s'posed  to  bo 
'bout  as  much  as  a  cent.  ♦Well,  den :  now,  if  de  Lord  takes  so  much  care  of 
a  sparrer,  worth  only  half  a  cent,  of  how  much  more  'portance,  my  dear  brud- 
dren,  in  His  eyes,  are  you  five  and  six  hundred  dollar  niggers ! ' '  It  strikes 
us  that  we  once  published  this  last  anecdote,  sent  us  by  a  Baltimore  correspond- 
ent, but  we  are  not  quite  certain.  -  -  -  There  is  not  the  smallest  town  in 
the  United  States,  it  is  reasonable  to  assume,  where  the  recent  Destrttction  of  the 
Establishment  of  the  Brother  ft  Harper  by  Fire  is  not  known,  and  all  the  circum- 
stances connected  with  it ;  their  great  loss,  the  universal  public  sympathy,  and 
crowded  offers  of  assistance ;  with  their  characteristic  energy  in  entering  anew 
upon  their  vast  field  of  action.  Our  friend  and  correspondent,  Mrs.  Sioourney, 
has  thrown  Jier  tribute  at  the  great  publishers'  feet,  in  the  ensuing  appropriate 
and  graceful  lines : 

CTonflafitcition 

or   THB 

WALTON      HOT)8E     AND     THB     HARPERS'      ESTABLISHMENT. 

New-York.  Saturday,  December  10th,  1853. 

*Old  Mansion !  that  didst  rear  thj  bead, 

At  first,  'mid  waving  trees ; 
Green  vales,  and  waters  round  thee  spread, 
Where  now,  the  city  dense  and  high, 
Scarce  leaves  a  section  of  the  sky 

The  rural  heart  to  please. 
Even  in  that  dim,  colonial  day 
When  simple  habits  held  their  sway, 
Thy  lofty  nails  with  wealth  were  Ray; 
And  there  Boss  Walton*  feasted  nigh 
The  flower  (»f  England's  chivalry. 
When  from  Canadian  strife  they  pressed, 
The  flush  of  victory  on  their  crest. 
But  now  no  more  with  pride  elato 
Thy  board  shall  bend  'neath  massy  plate. 
For  startling  flames,  with  dire  embrace, 
Have  sternly  swept  thee  from  thy  place; 
V  And  blackened  stones  and  ashes  show 

The  fearful  certainty  of  wo. 

'  But  the  same  fires  that  wrapped  thee  round 
Have  strewed  another  on  the  ground. 
Which  from  the  world  could  claim, 
Though  no  armorial  bearings  gave 
Their  lustre  to  its  architrave, 
A  more  enduring  fame. 

*  An  epithet  bestowed  on  the  master  of  this  stately  manfion,  by  whom  it  was  erected  about  a 
centary  since,  when  that  portion  of  New- York,  now  so  densely  thronged,  was  mingled  with  marsh 
and  forest  Mr.  Walton's  wealth  and  liberal  style  of  living  gaye  him  distinction  in  those  times 
of  primitive  simplicity.  The  baronial  el^ance  of  his  entertainment  to  the  officers  of  the  English 
army,  after  their  conflict  with  the  French  in  Canada,  being  reported  on  their  retom  home,  excited 
the  cupidity  of  the  Second  Gkobob  and  his  venal  parliament,  to  impose  a  heavier  tax  on  the  colo- 
nies. As  a  reply  to  their  remonstrance  that  they  were  exhausted,  both  in  blood  and  treasure,  by 
efforts  to  aid  in  the  recent  war  of  the  mother-land,  this  costly  banquet  was  adduced  in  proof  of  their 
tctual  wealth,  and  the  demand  enforced. 

80,  the  pomp  of  the  Walton  hospitality  was  repaid  by  unexpected  evil  to  the  country,  as  Wol- 
8BT^  ostentations  disjilay  of  the  splendors  of  York-House  to  bluff  King  Hal  accelerated  his  own 
flJL  Thus,  also,  of  old,  the  Monarch  of  Judah,  who  exposed  to  the  view  of  his  Assyrian  guests  all 
the  treasures  of  bis  realm,  found  this  fhmkness  or  vanity  an  element  in  Its  captlvl^.  Peiii^M  in 
the  ear  of  the  eloquent  prophet  who  reproved  him,  it  was  as  the  key-tone  of  that  monmftil  melody: 
'  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  there  we  sate  down ;  yea,  we  wept,  when  we  remembered  Zlon.* 
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^  For  where  the  child  in  fire-si  do  nook 

^  Rejoiceth  with  its  pictured  book, 

Or  student  o'er  his  problem  bends. 

Or  bard  on  fancy's  wing  ascends, 

Or  Christian  cons  the  holy  page 

That  girds  him  for  his  pilgrimage ; 
Even  though  the  lonely  iraveUer  strays 

From  tropic  clime  to  arctic  zone. 

There  hath  the  Harpers'  name  been  known, 

And  spoken  in  the  varying  tone 

Of  authors'  thanks  or  readers*  praise. 

'Yet  shall  the  Brothers'  four-fold  band 
A^in,  and  with  a  giant's  hands, 

These  ruined  walls  restore ; 
And  there  the  press,  with  labor  fraught, 
Shall  give  eternity  to  thought, 
And  sons  of  toil  delighted  tread. 
And  nobly  earn  their  children's  bread, 

Beneath  its  roof  once  more. 
Yes,  from  the  dust,  with  phoenix  eye, 

Yon  renovated  dome  shall  spring, 
(For  truth  and  knowledge  cannot  die,) 

And  mind  shall  spread  a  deathless  wing 
Above  the  flammg  aky.' 


The  air  *  bites  shrewdly  *  to-night,  without  the  sanctum,  and  afar  off  the  keen, 
cold  north-west  wind  howls  in  its  anger ;  but  here  we  sit,  reading  the  *  Evening 
MirroTf  picking  out  dainty  bits  in  its  selections,  scanning  its  lively  and  spirited 
editorials,  and  its  '  curtailed  abbreviations '  of  the  news  of  the  metropolis,  and 
from  all  quarters  of  the  compass,  and  let  old  Boreas  blow  his  blast  so  bold ;  * 
not  without  the  frequent  thought,  howbeit,  '  "WTiere  will  the  *  poor  naked 
wretches '  in  their  '  looped  and  windowed  raggedncss,'  who  not  only  hear  but 
fed  it,  lay  their  *  houseless  heads '  to-night  ? '  -  -  -  A  brother-editor,  writ- 
ing from  Columbia,  Texas,  favors  us  with  the  following  local  gossip :  *  By  the  way, 
a  short  incident  or  two  for  your  meditation.  Occasionally,  in  travelling,  I  have 
encountered  peculiar  customers,  I  remember,  after  a  long  morning's  ride,  ar- 
riving at  a  house  and  asking  if  I  could  get  dinner :  after  some  hesitation,  I 
was  told  to  walk  in.  Preparations  for  dinner  were  soon  made ;  and  after  all 
was  ready,  the  table  laid,  and  the  edibles  placed  thereon,  the  master  of  the 
house,  a  bachelor  of  some  forty  winters,  arose,  with  solemn  dignity,  and  pro- 
ceeding to  the  comer  of  the  room,  extracted  a  key  from  his  pocket  and  applied 
it  to  the  lock  of  a  massive  chest.  The  bolt  yielded,  the  lid  was  raised,  and  the 
dinner-service  of  plate  was  taken  out.  What  do  you  suppose  it  consisted  of? 
Actually,  by  invoice,  taken  as  soon  as  I  left,  of  one  table-spoon,  five  tea-spoons 
of  German  silver,  and  one  ancient  sugar-bowl  of  earthen  ware.  This  was  ihe 
family-plate,  which  was  guarded  with  all  the  care  necessary  to  preserve  a  ser- 
vice of  gold ! A  PLANTER  describing  the  rich  alluvial  soil  of  this  country 

to  a  stranger,  declared  that,  among  other  qualities,  it  was  perus  and  peluvidL 
He  had  given  his  son  a  gratuous  gift  of  five  hundred  acres  of  the  land,  but  it 
had  proved  a  noosness  (nuisance)  to  him,  and  given  him  habits  of  lazi- 
ness ! 1  WAS  in  company  with  a  lady,  not  long  since,  who  had  the  reputci* 

tion  of  being  very  literary.  The  conversation  turned  upon  poetry  and  the 
poets  ;  and  allusion  was  made  to  Cowper.  She  had  not  read  his  novels,  but 
was  familiar  with  Cooper,  and  was  delighted  with    his    Dutch  charao- 
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ters ! There  was  a  party  at  a  neighboring  planter's,  a  while  ago,  which  I 

attended.  Sitting  with  a  company  upon  the  gallery,  a  gentleman,  fresh  from 
Yankeedom,  noticed  some  domestic  animals  that  ap|x?ared  to  have  been  reared 
by  hand.  Speaking  of  them,  he  called  them  *  cossets.'  The  female  portion  of 
the  company  at  once  nssumed  that  peculiar  look  which  country  ladies  will  put 
on  when  a  blunder  is  made.  Explanation  was  afterward  sought,  and  it  ap- 
peared that  the  similiarity  of  sound  between  co.'wef  and  cxirset  had  put  these  very 
delicate  ladies  to  the  blush  !  *  -  -  -  The  Buffalo  'Daily  Courier^  has  been 
greatly  enlarged,  to  afford  space  for  reading-matter,  which  has  gradually  been 
encroached  upon  by  the  increasing  favors  of  advertisers.  Buffalo  is  a  city  of 
well-conducted  and  prosperous  daily  journals,  *  and  this  is  of  them.'  When 
our  friend  Seaver  left  Batavia  for  Buffalo,  we  predicted  his  success  ;  and  the 
result  justifies  our  prophecy.  -  -  -  Right  well  do  we  remember  the  long 
broad  street  in  Detroit,  so  graphically  described  in  the  subjoined  sketch ;  nor 
is  it  a  difficult  matter  to  conceive  how  it  must  look  filled  with  joyous  revelry 
in  all  sorts  of  winter-conveyances : 

'  Michigan'  at  Christmas !  What  a  glorious  time !  How  pleasant  it  makes  one  feel 
to  think  about  it.  To  think  of  the  parties,  the  sleigh-rides,  the  visits,  the  presents  to  be 
given  and  received,  and  the  ten  thousand  other  pleasant  things  attendant  on  Christ's 
blessed  birth-day.  In  all  parts  of  the  world,  where  it  is  a  holiday  at  all,  Christmas  is  a 
grand  one.  All  are  eloquent  in  its  praise.  Who  ever  knew  an  Englishman  who  was 
not  continually  harping  on  its  sports  and  pleasures ;  its  dinners  and  its  claret ;  its  Tule 
and  its  Snap-Dragon ;  its  Sir  Roger  dk  CovERLET-dance  and  its  hoar-frost.  Its  writers 
grow  eloquent  on  the  subject,  and  claim  that  better  sermons,  better  feeling,  better  fan, 
and  a  good  many  other  better  things,  are  to  be  found  in  England  at  that  time,  than  in 
any  other  part  of  the  world.  Such  a  benign  influence  does  this  great  holiday  exert  upon 
the  temper  of  John  Bull,  that  his  usual  growl  subsides  into  an  amiable  grumble;  ana 
some  travellers  have  positively  asserted  that  sometimes  he  even  condescends  to  be 
sociable  under  it  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain,  that  in  merry  old  England,  Christmas 
is  the  most  loved  holiday  in  the  year.  But  in  Michigan,  the  coming  of  Christmas, 
second  only  to  the  Fourth  of  July,  is  hailed  with  delight  by  both  old  and  young ;  and 
I  can  scarcely  believe  that  an  impartial  person,  in  his  right  mind,  could  be  found  who 
would  not  say  that  Michigan  lads  and  Michigan  lassies  have  more  *  real  sport '  than  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  Britain. 

*  To  the  children,  the  space  of  time  between  Thanksgiving  day  (another  great  holiday) 
and  Christmas,  is  the  hardest  time  in  the  whole  year  to  get  over.  Hardly  have  they 
digested  the  roast  turkey,  (a  strict  accompaniment  of  the  former,)  when  they  begin  to 
count  upon  their  fingers  how  many  days  still  intervene  before  the  latter  shall  arrive. 
This  counting  of  the  days  is  practised  about  seven  times  the  first  week,  fourteen  times 
the  second,  twenty-one  times  the  third,  and  so  on  till  the  wished-for  time  arrives,  when 
they  immediately  begin  counting  up  for  Saint  Valentine's  day,  Washington's  birth- 
day, and  the  Fourth  of  July.  This  continual  exercise  is  thought  by  some  to  be  one 
reason  why  the  Yankee  boys  go  so  far  ahead  of  the  English  youth  in  that  greatest  of 
all  sciences,  the  science  of  'Rithmetic.  *  I  wonder  what  will  be  in  my  stocking? '  is  a 
query  often  and  ani^iously  propounded  by  every  juvenile.  Lessons  are  neglected  in 
school,  in  the  vain  endeavor  to  answer  it  satisfactorily.  Hours  innumerable  are  spent 
when  they  ought  to  be  asleep,  in  wondering  whether  their  candy  will  come  in  the  shape 
of  an  apple  or  a  cat,  pear  or  monkey ;  or  if  in  neither  of  these,  what  shape  it  icill  come 
in.  Whether  their  toys  will  be  rolling-horses  or  barking-dogs,  jumping-monkeys 
or  singing-birds,  or  whether  by  some  extraordinary  run  of  good  luck,  they  may  not 
got  them  all,  and  a  wooden-gun  in  the  bargain.  Whether  their  books  will  be  Mother 
Hubbard  and  Jack  the  Giant  Killer,  or  Jack  the  Giant  Killer  and  Mother  Goosv; 
whether  they  will  have  painted  pictures  or  none  at  all,  the  former  always  having  a  d» 
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dded  prefereDOO.  AJr-caAtliw  imcouutubla  uTe  built  hy  that  gruktobt  of  all  earthly 
■rchilecta,  ImiiginatiiiD. 

'On  Chrislnias  morning  their  CBtll»  tumbis  to  the  ((round,  but  tlicit  aorrow  is  DO 
gnaXtT  Uisn  if  Aej-  had  broken  a  cnndy-jieach.  Tbey  cousule  IhemselTes  with  Iha 
tbonght  thiLl  n-hils  Ihoir  oulle*  were  giiud  fur  nothin;;  but  to  think  abnut  uid  look 
>(,  the  ci>utenli  of  Iheic  itookiugs.  thimglt  perbap^  not  so  brUidMine  Id  llie  ilew,  COOld 
b«  eaten,  plaired  witli,  rcsd,  or  olhorwiie  diapoted  uf,  and  in  tbs  oojoj'niiMit  of  the  pre- 
aeat  tht^  furgat  Ibe  dreBmiogs  of  th«  pmt.  The;  have  lired  a  Ibouauntl,  air,  ten  lliaa' 
■nd  CbmtiDBHM  in  liriog  ane>  and  are  perfBctl/  aatieSed  with  their  lut  fur  lbs  liBW 
balng,  but  cominimce  building  and  dreniniag  tpia  butiire  Ihoir  candy  is  gone.  A>  tho 
tfeild^  it  be  a  bu7)  grows  inm  childhood  inlu  foiilh,  nnd  from  jonlh  into  manbood, 
liiliHi*  of  hard-rounht  fields,  where  the  anow-bolli  Of  ihiuk  and  faal;  where  iitf  ars 
woimded,  bnlnoDfl  Ulled)  of  man;  a  well-plajed  game  on  the  ice,  with  a  few  invnlDn- 
tii7  cold  bath),  too  cool,  indeed,  for  comfort,  take  the  place  of  tile  Btoeklae-maiiift. 
to  the  girl  come  dreams  at  pimnnl  (nol  fathiunablt))  parlies  ;  of  gmnd  Kltigli-ridea, 
(in  noue  of  jnurlwu  feel  bjoil,  new-fashioned  catlera,bDt)  in  good  utd-fiwhioned  bol- 
tleighi,  calculated  lo  hold  a  dozen  ooisfortabty ;  of  merij  gnmei  of  Blind  ilan'a  Bnff 
and  PiiM  in  the  Comer;  at  prueats.  nut  from  S«ht>  Ci~4U8,  but  fYom  brother  Jobit, 
father,  mother,  and  perhaps  some  bod;  elec ;  and  of  other  things  too  nnmerons  to 

'  What.  I  nay,  what  his  England  to  oompare  with  the  uninn)^  sporM  of  n  Miclugsi) 
Christmas*  Can  its  fiishionable  parties  equal,  in  point  of  cnmforland  onJDj'menl,  the 
funilj'-gikibennga  in  the  spiwiaiu  uud  mug  old  brm-bonaes.  Trbere  eierj  p«r>iin  cornel 
aa  oorly  as  he  plesAcs.  sajs  what  ho  ebooscB.  and  dnxises  to  suit  binuelf,  vtilhout  tb« 
danger  of  being  cslled  a '  wenT*  hodd  character  * '  Their  tight  dinners  —  light  in  ijuaUl/ 
Odlf,  which  thej  are  obliged  (o  pul  under  two  or  three  buttle*  of  wine  and  a  wonderflil 
qoantiiy  of  brand j-pnneh,  lo  keep  them  down  —  do  not,  I  'U  warrant  joii,  toiln  anjr 
beiler,  im.  dot  half  bo  good,  ss  the  uice  roast-turkey  and  eider  spjilt-aauce  of  Ibe  Mlcbl- 
gan  fanner.  Who  would  giro  an  hour,  spent  on  the  iee  ol  such  games  us  ■  Peul-a-waj',' 
'  Goal,'  or  ■  Tag,'  Sot  a  week  at '  Yule>Log '  and  '  Snop-Dragoo '  ?  A  good  round  of  soow- 
balllDj;  is  worth  adocenof  'SirRuoEB  ui  CorEBLnra.'  Tbo  sight  uf  lhcduiliDg-whit« 
sheet  !<pmid  orcr  hunse-lopi  and  ground,  and  of  the  trees  and  bushes  bending  under 
a  weight  of  nnov,  when  roil  rise  in  the  morning,  is  worth  nil  the  hoor-froats  one  could 
see  in  a  tWflve-Eiionth;  and  a  good  sleigh-ride  on  a  cold,  clear  cTening  is  worth  all  the 
rest  put  t<>gL'ther. 

'This  hist  nnuisement  is  appreciated  b;  the  inhabltsnia  of  those  Slates  which  are  so 
f  jrtuiiaH'  .n  1"  have  "»"wand  not  rain  in  the  winter.  At  the  first  fall  of  sniiw,  of  suffi- 
cient deiiili  fur  Blulghing,  ivhicb  in  Slichigan  usually  happens  about  Christmas,  every 
Im'I.t  whi>  i>u'i]?<  a  liorse  and  sleigh,  or  tchu  is  rich  ennugh  to  hire  one,  enjoys  himsalf 
in  the  tx'-i  i-issililc  manner  by  taking  a  sleigh-ride.  .\t  such  times  tlio  princi]Kil  strcetB 
of  till-  vill;i^'S  and  cities  {nvscnt  a  line  appearance;  jErrRSo:c-Arenue,  in  Detroit, 
[larticularly  so.  II  is  one  iif  tbo  finest  streets  in  the  United  States.  It  is  one  hnn- 
drcil  ond  iiivn'y  foff  liruad,  three  miles  li>ng,  nnd  pared  tbronghoni  ii*  whi>le  extent, 
and  fur  tin-  ^ri^alt-r  [tart  of  Ihc  way  runs  on  the  ridge  of  a  hill.  Imagine  to  rour^lf 
such  n  ^ir>>H.  tilled  lliruuglinut  its  whole  length  and  breadth  niih  sleighs  of  erery 

usually  a  <jiy  a!iil  1 1 ihera  gray,  who  has  brought  bis  family  and  ■  load  of  turkeyl 

to  iD^vTi ;  '\x--  i-M  P'rcnclininn,  vith  his  honie-nuide  hickory-culler,  hHiking  not  unlike  a 
lull-  ennli'ii-.-iiiie  Hjnm  nraners,  who  owns  a  farm  vrhieh  hia  fure&thers  have  owned 
bi'fur.-  hi  Ml  i<>r  many  tfi'uerilions,  wh'ise  ostenfuble  bn«iness  is  Einning,  hut  whose  prin- 
licli  requires  no  trouble  but  the  mowing,  and  who  lires  upon  tbe 
wife  makes,  and  Ihc  prodticts  of  his  pm  and  fisb- 
I :  niili  liU  'higity  WMv  puny,  whose  short  legs  mote  s<i  Aist  Ihatyou  would  he  apt 
lliiuk  ln>  \\-.\i  making  quick  time,  were  there  no  larger  liorses  near  him  ;  the  proii- 
i>1  and  economical  Dutchman,  who  has  saved  money  cuoiigb  tu  buy  a  small  tract  of 
Hwi-iand.  nitli  bis  iviKid-mek  and  "try  hcckory  woot,"  which  was  cut  two  monlhs  he- 
re fruNi  a  becch-gruvc;  the  horse-jockey,  with  his  trotter  bomessed  to  his  old  cutter, 
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rhich  looks  as  if  it  would  part  company  with  its  runners  before  long ;  the  close  Eng^ 
ishman,  who  carries  his  hay  to  market  while  his  competitors,  the  Frenchmen,  are  en- 
joying themselves,  thus  getting  a  quicker  sale  and  a  better  price ;  a  marshfd,  whose 
luty  it  is  to  prevent  persons  from  driving  faster  than  six  miles  an  hour,  with  his  paoer 
passing  you  so  quick  that  you  do  but  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  huge  pair  of  whiskers  and  a 
tremendous  cane,  when  he  is  gone ;  a  constable,  who  looks  as  if  he  was  trying  to  arrest 
Ihe  marshal ;  a  sheriff,  who  strives  to  be  near  enough  the  constable  to  see  that  he  does 
liis  duty ;  a  justice  of  the  peace  lUler  the  sheriff,  and  a  sober  judge  pursuing  them  all; 
followed  by  an  editor,  two  or  three  aldermen,  and  perhaps  the  mayor;  the  young  buck, 
anxious  to  follow  such  distinguished  leaders,  running  into  a  horse-post,  thereby  releasing 
the  horse  from  all  connection  with  himself  and  cutter;  the  sober  old  citizen  in  one 
sleigh,  with  most  of  his  children  and  his  wife  in  another,  with  a  steady  and  exceedingly 
gentle  old  horse,  driven  by  his  oldest  son ;  the  old  horse  not  being  sharp-shod,  slips 
down  and  breaks  the  thills ;  whereupon  the  lady  jumps  out  and  catches  hold  of  the  back 
of  the  cutter,  to  prevent '  Doll '  from  running  away,  should  she  feel  so  inclined  when 
she  gfst&  up ;  the  public  sleighs,  filled  with  families  of  not  over-rich  mechanics,  and  the 
sleek  livery-stable  horses  attached  to  fancy-cutters,  and  driven  by  men.    Imagine  all 
this,  and  much  more,  and  you  will  have  an  imperfect  idea  of  JEFPBBSOX-Avenue  in 
sleighing-time  at  night.' 

There  must  have  been  *  real  sport '  aboat  that  time  on  Jefferson- Avenue. 
Would  we  had  been  there  1  -  -  -  The  following  from  an  esteemed  friend 
in  a  western  city,  will  interest  many  readers :  *  You  know  how  to  sympathize 
with  the  sorrowing,  and  I  am  one  who  needs  sympathy.  The  last  two  months 
of  1853  have  been  mournful  months  to  me.  November  brought  the  death  of 
my  noble  brother,  who  was  murdered  while  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty ;  while 
the  world  around  him  was  still  glowing  in  the  hues  of  his  own  loving  spirit, 
before  the  glory  and  the  dream  had  vanished.  I  feel  like  Wallenstein, 
overwhelmed  by  the  loss  of  Max  Piccolomixi.  By  the  way,  did  you  ever  look 
at  the  original  of  Wallenstein 's  lamentation  ?  I  think  Coleridge  has  not 
done  Schiller  justicein  his  translation.  It  is  a  favorite  passage  with  me, 
and  I  have  made  the  following  translation  : 

*  I  SHALL  recover  from  this  stroke,  I  know : 
What  does  not  man  live  down  ?    From  the  highest, 
As  from  the  commonest,  he  weans  himself: 
For  he  is  conquered  bv  the  mighty  hours. 
But  yet  I  feel  what  I  have  lost  in  him. 
Now  all  the  bloom  is  vanished  from  my  life, 
And  cold  and  colorless  it  lies  before  me. 
For  he  stood  by  me  like  my  early  youth. 
Making  the  Real  glorious  as  a  dream : 
Over  the  plain  and  common  things  of  life 
Spreading  the  golden  splendors  of  the  mom ; 
And  in  the  glow  of  his  warm,  loving  spirit. 
Rose  from  the  ground,  e*en  to  my  own  amazement, 
The  flat,  unmeaning  forms  of  Every-day. 
Whate'er  success  awaits  my  future  toils, 
The  beautiful  is  gone  —  that  comes  no  more  I 

*  If  you  will  look  at  Coleridge's  translation  of  "Wallenstein's  death,  (Act 
V".  Scene  Third,)  you  will  see  that  he  has  omitted  a  considerable  portion.  I 
cannot  see  why  he  omitted 

* '  Und  kalt  und  farblos  seh  ich  's  vor  mir  liegen,' 
('  And  cold  and  colorless  it  lies  before  me ; ') 

for  I  think  it  a  very  beautiful  and  expressive  line.    But  the  worst  thing  in 
Coleridge's  translation  is  the  close.    Wallenstein  means  to  say  that  though 
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success  may  attend  his  efforts,  the  heaxUifvi  is  gone  for  ever.  Coleridge  leaves 
ont  the  idea  of  success,  and  beside,  weakens  the  sense  by  not  translating  the 
emphatic  das,  (that :) 

*  Whatever  fortunes  wait  my  future  toils, 
The  beautiful  is  vanished,  and  returns  not' ' 

We  hold  with  our  friend.  -  -  -  *  Passing  over  the  Buffalo  and  New- York 
Central  Kail-road  from  Portage  to  Buffalo,  early  one  morning  last  summer,  I 
noticed  a  queer-built,  oddly-dressed,  and  altogether  comical-looking  fellow,  talk* 
ing  to  the  conductor.  So  earnest  was  his  conversation,  and  so  pointed  his 
gestures,  that  I  could  not  restrain  my  inclination  to  listen.  The  subject  of 
conference  was  a  rectangular  box,  occupying  the  centre  of  the  car,  much  re- 
sembling in  size,  shape,  color,  and  general  appearance,  a  refrigerator.  Know- 
ing that  it  was  a  portion  of  some  new-fangled  but  unsuccessful  scheme  for  ven- 
tilating rail-road  cars,  I  had  named  it  *The  Refrigerator,^  from  its  almost 
exact  similarity  to  that  useful  article.  Thinking  to  draw  out  my  verdant 
fellow-passenger,  I  said  to  the  conductor, '  What  is  the  matter  with  your  refri- 
gerator ? '  *  Oh  I '  he  replied,  glancing  quietly  at  the  green-horn,  *  it  do  n't  work 
now ;  it 's  lost  its  vacuum.'  The  countryman  opened  his  eyes  and  surveyed  the 
dubious  object  with  intense  interest ;  and  then  innocently  replied :  *  Lost  its 
vacuum,  eh  ?  Well,  Mister,  why  do  n't  you  buy  a  new  one,  and  put  in  it  ? '  * 
Thus  far  our  correspondent ;  but  he  omits  to  tell  us  whether  the  new  *  vacuum  * 
was  purchased  and  reestablished  or  not.  This  is  an  important  omission.  It 
might  throw  light  upon  the  still  unsolved  problem,  cited  by  *  Ollapod,'  to  wit : 
whether  *  a  chimera,  ruminating  in  a  vacuum,  can  devour  second  intentions ! ' 
Here  is  work  for  metaphysicians  I  -  -  -  One  of  the  most  useful,  scientific,  and 
easily-managed  '  improvements '  in  the  city,  is  *  Kidder's  Patent  Gas-Regulator.* 
It  is  affixed  to  the  ordinary  gas-metre  with  very  little  trouble,  and  regulates 
the  pressure  in  such  a  manner  as  invariably  to  secure  the  best  light  with  the 
least  consumption  of  gas.  Its  certain  and  efficient  action  is  testified  to  by  the 
highest  chemical  authorities  of  the  metropolis ;  while  all  who  have  used  it, 
proprietors  of  all  the  largest  hotels,  Stewarts',  in  Broadway,  and  nameless 
numbers  more,  have  given  their  *  hands  and  seals'  to  the  fact,  that  beside 
affording  the  very  best  light,  it  lessens  their  gas-bills  more  than  twenty-five  per 
cent.  We  can  *  bear  testimony '  to  the  same  effect,  having  had  one  of  the 
'regulators '  for  some  time  in  use,  and  thoroughly  tested  its  excellent  qualities 
and  infallible  action.  The  office  of  the  Company  is  at  Number  Two  Hundred 
and  Sixty-Two,  Broadway.  Mr.  S.  T.  Clarke  is  the  secretary,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment explains  the  invention.  -  -  -  -  They  have  orators  out  in  Illinois, 
if  we  may  trust  the  description  of  a  certain  military  one,  furnished  us  by  a 
correspondent  in  that  State :  '  It  was  dog-days,  and  a  great  hue-and-cry  had 
been  raised  about  mad  dogs ;  although  no  person  could  be  found  who  had  seen 
one,  the  excitement  still  grew  by  the  rumors  it  was  fed  on.  A  meeting  of  the 
citizens  was  called  for  the  purpose  of  devising  plans  for  the  extermination,  not 
only  of  mad  dogs,  but,  to  make  safety  doubly  safe,  of  dogs  in  general  The 
'  Brigadier '  was  appointed  chairman.  After  stating  the  object  of  the  meeting, 
in  a  not  very  parliamentary  manner,  instead  of  taking  his  seat,  and  allowing 
others  to  make  some  suggestions,  he  launched  forth  into  a  speech  of  some  half 
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hour's  length,  of  which  the  following  burst  of  forensic  splendor  is  a  *  sample : ' 
*  Fellur  Citizens :  the  time  has  come  when  the  o'ercharged  feelin's  of  aggrawated 
human  natur  are  no  longer  to  be  stood.  Mad  dogs  are  midst  us.  Their  shriekin' 
yelp  and  fomy  track  can  be  heerd  and  seen  on  our  peraries.  Death  follers  in  their 
wake  ;  shall  we  set  here,  like  cowards,  while  our  lives  and  our  neighbors'  lives 
are  in  danger  from  their  dredful  borashus  hidrofobic  caninety?  No;  it 
mustn't  be!  E'en  now  my  buzum  is  torn  with  the  conflictin'  feelin's 
of  rath  and  wengeance:  a  funeral-pyre  of  wild-cats  is  burnin'  in  me!  I 
have  horses  and  cattle ;  I  have  sheep  and  pigs  ;  and  I  have  a  wife  and  child- 
ren ;  and  (rising  higher  as  the  importance  of  the  subject  deepened  in  his 
estimation)  I  have  money  out  at  interest,  all  in  danger  of  hein^  bit  by  titese 
cussed  mad  dogs .''---  Here  is  a  new  *  style '  of  verse,  which  we  com- 
mend to  all  those  students  of  rhythm  (and  we  infer  that  there  are  many  such) 
who  are  trying  to  *  learn  how  to  write  poetry.*  It  is  from  a  '  pome '  entitled 
'The  Factory-Girr.' 


'Pleasant  'tis  to  see, 
In  the  factory, 
"With  spirits  light  and  free, 
Busy  as  a  bee, 

The  ^irl  most  beautiful : 
Features,  fair  and  bright, 
Smiling  soft  and  white ; 
From  mom's  early  light 
To  the  shades  of  night, 

Most  kind  and  dntiful. 

*  What  though  some  may  say, 

*  Scanty  seems  her  pay  ? ' 
Yet,  without  delay, 
Little,  every  day, 
Earned,  and  laid  away, 
Soon  amounis  to  a 

Conaiderahle  ! 
"Work,  as  if  by  stealth. 
Paves  the  way  to  wealth. 
And  to  rosy  health, 

And  well-filled  table. 

'  Spending  not  a  penny 
Of  her  hard-earned  money 
Foolishly,  for  any 
"Worthless  thing,  as  many 

Oft  do  most  needlessly ; 
FeelinM  well-refined ;      , 
Round  her  youthful  mind 
Virtue's  wreath  entwined. 
Being  e'er  inclined 
Useful  books  to  find 


To  improve  her  mind ; 
Being  not  behind 
Any  woman  kind. 

In  taste,  most  heedlessly. 

*  Such  a  brilliant  brightness. 
Such  a  lovely  lightness, 
Such  a  snowy  whiteness, 
Such  a  firm  upric^htness, 
Such  a  frugal  tightness, 
Such  a  nimble  sprightucss, 
Such  a  kind  pohteness  — 

Oh,  how  delectable ! 
Such  a  fiyinff  fieetness, 
Such  a  needful  neatness. 
Such  a  true  discreetness. 
Such  a  charming  sweetness. 
Such  a  rare  completeness  — 

Oh,  how  respectable  1 

*  Many  a  lovely  girl, 
Destined  to  unfurl 
Charming  beauty's  curl, 
"Where  the  waters  hurl. 
And  the  spindles  twirl, 
May  see  fortune  whirl 

With  great  agility : 
Making  her  a  wife. 
Free  from  want  and  strife. 
Living  a  happy  life, 
"With  rich  blessings  rife  — 

In  great  gentUity.* 


What  a  *  flying  fleetness  I '  -  -  -  We  went  to  the  National  Theatre  the  other 
evening,  to  behold  the  'RurcU  Habitation  of  Uncle  Thomas^  vulgarly  known  as 

*  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  ; '  and  we  would  n't  go  to  see  it  again  for  a  *  large  sum  of 
gold.'    The  *  gude  wife '  and  *  Young  Knick  '  wept  their  eyes  out,  and  the 

*  Old '  gentleman  of  that  name  did  the  same  thing,  almost.  *And  what  at? ' 
may  be  asked.  We  answer,  the  touching  and  most  beautiful,  natural  repreeen- 
tation  —  call  it  not  acting  —  of  little  Eva.  But,  one  thing  we  muht  say ;  and 
that  is,  that  it  is  positive  cruelty  to  an  audience  to  '  enact '  the  death-bed  scene, 
where  little  Eva  departs  to  her  home  in  Heaven.    Such  things,  to  any  one  who 
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has  been  bereft  of  children,  must  seem,  we  had  almost  said,  revolting.  A  lady 
in  black,  in  the  parquette,  fell  into  a  violent  fit  of  hysteria^  the  night 
we  were  present;  and  no  marvel.  -  -  -  A  TOWN-correspondent  says  he 
*  feels  it  his  dxUy '  to  send  us  the  subjoined :  *  An  old  woman,  living  near 
S H ,  Long-Island,  had  a  school-master  for  a  son.  When  his  occu- 
pation called  him  away  from  home,  he  found  it  necessary  to  have  all  his  clothes 
marked  :  *Now,'  the  old  lady  said,  *  it  took  her  two  daughters  all  their  time  to 
mark  her  son's  clothes ;  so  she  procured  a  bottle  of  '  durable  ink ; '  and,'  said 
she,  *  in  less  than  half  an  hour  them  gals  had  my  son's  entrails  on  all  his 

clothes! ' There  was  another  old  woman  in  the  town  of  A ,  who  had 

the  misfortune  to  be  half  crazy.  Once  upon  a  time,  being  in  church,  she  took 
upon  herself  the  duty  of  the  minister  and  commenced  preaching  ;  whereupon 
two  of  the  deacons  carried  her  out ;  and  she,  very  much  elated,  said :  *  My 

Master  had  but  one  ass  to  carry  him,  but  I  have  two ! ' During  the  year 

1819,  while  the  yellow-fever  was  raging  with  such  violence  in  this  city,  a  gen- 
tleman travelling  from  New- York,  stopped  at  a  country- town,  where  the  inha- 
bitants were  mostly  Dutch.  During  his  stay,  he  was  asked  if  the  report  was 
true,  that  two  or  three  hundred  died  every  day  in  the  city  ?  He  gave  a  negative 
answer,  and  said  there  had  been  only  fifty  or  sixty  cases  in  all.  *  Well,'  said 
the  Dutchman, '  how  many  generally  come  in  a  case  7^ '  -  -  -  The  *Foun- 
tain  City  Herald '  has  a  correspondent  who  is  endeavoring  to  rival  *  Mr.  Pepper  * : 

'  Away  up  to  the  little  Schoolbouse  not  far  {    lis  an  awfull  sight  his  old  foot  to  see 
tar  away, 

There  i  heard  a  preacher  praying 
And  these  sweet  words  did  say 
fly  to  the  mountain  lot  for  life 
and  do  not  make  a  halt 
away  he  went  with  his  loving  wife 
bat  she  looked  back  and  is  a  pillar  of 
salt 

all  the  world  is  meiy  and  cheery 
every  where  I  roam 
the  Devil  is  dead  there  is  nothing  to 
fear  ye 

and  that  is  good  news  at  home 

The  *  cause  why  *  the  *  pome  was  wrote '  is  thus  stated  : 

'  I  WAS  lisning  to  a  preacher  a  few  nights 
ago  preach  on  the  truths  of  Spiritualism 

nis  texts  was  fly  for  your  life 
the  cheaf  subject  or  his  preaching 
was  on  the  distruction  of  soddom 
and  gomorrow  and  of  lots  wife 
and  this  piece  I  prepared  from 
it  for  the  fountain  city  herald.' 

This  is  a  *  preface 'at  the  eni  of  the 'pome.'  -  -  -  We  are  decidedly  opposed 
to  a  rail-road  in  Broadway,  and  believe  a  very  large  majority  of  our  citizens  are 
of  the  same  opinion.  On  the  Avenues  they  are  a  great  public  benefit  and  con- 
venience, as  the  thousands  can  testify  who  have  taken  the  Sixth-avenue  cars  to 
visit  the  Crystal  Palace  the  past  fall.  We  believe  all  the  city  rail-roads  are 
well  managed  ;  and  surely  the  charge  of  five  cents  for  a  ride  of  three  or  faar 
miles  is  as  low  as  it  should  be.  We  can  speak  from  personal  observation  of 
the  excellent  management  of  the  Sixth-avenue  road.     The  conductors  are 


or  to  hear  his  old  chins  rattle 
i  heard  it  and  I  tell  it  to  thee 
he  is  long  ago  dead  in  battle 
but  since  he  has  gone  to  come  back  no 
more 
to  doubt  i  am  little  in  clind 
that  be  fore  he  had  went  he  left  ^ 
some  of  his  kindred  behind 
if  so  all  the  world  is  sad  and  dreary 
every  where  i  roam 
if  old  nick  has  sons  and  they  are  near  ye 
why  that  is  bad  news  at  home.' 
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always  polite  and  obliging,  and  the  drivers  experienced  and  carefuL  We 
need  not  wish  the  enterprising  officers  and  stock-holders  success,  for  they  have 
it  abundantly ;  but  we  hope  that  in  this  city  of  constant  change,  this,  as  well 
as  the  rail-roads  on  the  other  Avenues,  may  be  considered  '  permanent  institu- 
tions.' They  will  be  appreciated  more  and  more  as  their  extension  is  required 
by  the  wants  of  the  public.  -  -  -  One  of  the  marked  *  features  *  of  Broad- 
way is  the  truly  magnificent  Book-Establishment  of  the  Messrs,  Appldon,  occupy- 
ing the  large  free-stone  structure,  formerly  the  New-York  Society  Library  edifice. 
By  a  steady  course  of  honorable  and  high-minded  dealing,  good  judgment  in 
selecting,  and  great  enterprise  in  circulating  their  publications,  the  Messrs. 
Appleton  have  secured  a  place  in  the  very  front  n^ik  of  American  book- 
sellers. The  following,  from  the  'Courier  and  Inquirer '  daily  journal,  will  af- 
ford a  measurable  idea  of  the  character  of  their  establishment : 

*  The  opening  of  the  new  publishing  and  book-selling  establishment  of  the  Messrs. 
Applbton  on  Broadway,  in  the  building  formerly  occupied  by  the  Society  Library,  is 
deserving  of  something  more  than  passing  notice,  not  only  as  an  enterprise  so  closely 
oonnected  with  the  refinements  and  pleasures  of  the  public,  but  as  a  fact  of  some  im- 
portance in  the  progress  of  the  resources  of  the  city.  The  shops  in  New- York  are  both 
causes  and  effects  of  its  prosperity ;  and  when  luxury  and  good  taste  are  associated 
with  industry  and  bare  money's  worth,  as  in  the  case  of  the  marble  palace  of  the 
Stewarts,  and  in  the  new  accommodations  of  the  Applbtons,  it  is  a  gain  to  all  parties. 
The  purobaser  will  buy  his  books  as  cheaply  or  (with  the  extension  of  the  business) 
cheaper  than  ever,  and  will  hare  his  property  beside  in  the  couTenience  and  elegance 
about  him.  This  is  true  enough  of  every  fine  shop;  but  most  of  all,  of  a  book-store 
which  is  converted  at  once  frt)m  a  mere  ware-room  into  a  costly  free  public  library. 
The  book-shelves  of  the  Applbtons  we  consider  no  unhappy  continuation  of  the  old 
library  which  preceded  them.  Certainly,  nowhere  will  be  found  greater  facilities  foi 
the  knowledge  of  all  of  the  most  important  departments  of  literature  in  the  new,  and 
especially  the  more  valuable,  works  of  the  day.  The  den  in  which  an  English  publisher 
hides  himself,  or  the  order-room  from  which  his  publications  are  sold,  offer  no  such 
advantages  to  the  purchaser.  Tou  will  find  no  such  brilliant  establishments  for  books, 
among  the  famous  houses  for  wares  of  all  other  kinds,  in  Oxford-street,  Regent-street, 
or  the  Boulevards. 

*  The  building  now  occupied  by  the  Applbtons  was  originally  built  for  the  purposes 
of  the  Society  Library,  at  the  cost  of  about  ninety  thousand  dollars,  in  1885,  and  was 
held  for  that  purpose  till  the  last  year,  when  it  was  purchased  with  the  lot  for  a  sum 
exceeding  one  hundred  thousand  dollars.  The  alterations  to  adapt  it  to  its  present  uses, 
a  work  of  no  little  judgment,  have  been  carried  out  after  the  architectural  plans  of  Mr. 
W.  £.  Worthen,  and  consist  chiefly  of  the  addition  of  a  new  basement  and  an  attic 
story,  with  the  remodelling  of  the  great  central  body  of  the  building  by  new  floors. 
These  alterations,  involving  a  large  expenditure,  have  been  accompanied  by  other 
changes  and  additions,  tending  to  the  convenience  and  security  of  the  premises.  The 
whole  building  is  heated  by  steam-pipes,  supplied  from  a  boUtf  in  a  vault  under  Catha- 
rine-lane. This  boiler  also  affords  power  for  the  supply  of  water  to  the  upper  stories, 
for  the  convenience  of  the  occupants  and  the  security  of  the  building. 

*  In  order  not  to  obstruct  the  entrance  or  side-walk  on  Broadway,  a  separate  boilduig 
has  been  constructed  on  Catharine-lane,  as  a  hoisi-way  for  goods  to  which  the  steam- 
power  may  be  apj^ed. 

*  There  are  other  side-entrances  on  Leonard-street,  which  forms  the  northern  boandary 
of  the  building,  for  the  receipt  and  delivery  of  goods  in  the  book-establishmeol  The 
second  story  is  divided  into  three  large  rooms,  suited  to  movantile  poipoees.  The  third 
and  fourth  stories,  comprising  fourteen  rooms,  are  adapted  for  engrarera,  arduteda, 
engineers,  etc.    The  upper  stcny  is  designed  ezdosively  for  artists,  having  a  north  light 
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in  each  of  the  eight  rooms.  The  Messrs.  Appleton  occupy  the  entire  first  floor  and 
basement^  each  sixty  feet  by  one  hundred,  with  the  frontrvaults  and  under-cellars. 

'Artistic  effect  has  been  studied  in  the  interior  decorations  of  the  first  floor :  the  ceil' 
ing  is  supported  by  fourteen  Corinthian  columns,  in  imitation  of  Sienna  marble.  The 
ceiling  and  walls  are  painted  in  fresco,  from  designs  executed  by  NowLAxn  and  Eeas- 
NfeT.  The  book-cases  and  shelving  are  of  plain  oak,  in  length  two  hundred  and  seventy 
feet.  The  basement,  comprising  the  wholesale  department,  is  fitted  up  with  alcoves 
containing  more  than  five  hundred  lineal  feet  of  shelving,  and  a  capacity  of  ten  thou 
sand  cubic  feet. 

'The  ware-housing  of  the  books  in  sheets,  and  the  materials,  are  kept  by  the  Messrs 
Applkton  in  various  portions  of  the  city — an  arrangement  the  wisdom  of  which  th* 
recent  deplorable  loss  of  the  Messrs.  Harper  makes  manifest.    Messrs.  Applbton's 
own  publications,  of  which  the  choice  library-edition  of  the  SpectcUor  may  be  taken  as 
an  index,  represent  a  fair  proportion  of  the  best  authors,  both  old  and  new,  while  their 
imported  stock  covers  the  whole  range  of  the  most  available  library-literature,  *  Na 
ture*s  great  stereotypes,*  the  Bacons,  Swifts,  Miltons,  Macaulays,  and  their  fellows 
Of  editions  de  luxe  their  shelves  and  counters  are  full :  books  which  in  every  style  and 
every  subject  combine  intrinsic  worth  with  elegance.    It  will  repay  our  readers  to  ez 
«mine  for  themselves  this  splendid  establishment.' 

This  is  indeed  a  '  book-store.'    -    -    -    If  Miss  '  F.  C./  the  young  lady  of 

B ,  New-Jersey,  to  whom  the  ensuing  lines  are  addressed  by  an  admiring 

swain,  does  n't  like  them,  after  perusing  and  thinking  over  them  a  little,  let  her 
white  hand  inclose  them  to  us  in  an  envelope,  and  we  will  *  hush  them  up,'  and 
apologize  for  our  correspondent  into  the  bargain : 

*  In  olden  time,'Vhen  war  was  rife, 

And  freemen  fought  the  Hessian  crew, 
The  color  thickest  m  the  strife, 
Was  blue  —  the  brave  old  Jersey  blue, 
The  Jersey  blue,  the  Jersey  blue ; 
In  war,  beware  the  Jersey  blue ! 

'  But  not  alone  on  tented  field 

Do  arrows  pierce  my  gizzard  through ; 
Though  triple  brass  should  form  my  shield, 
I  fall  before  the  Jersey  blue. 
The  Jersey  blue,  the  Jersey  blue ; 
The  eye  that  wounds  in  Jersey  olue ! ' 

May  it '  wound  to  heal  I '  -  -  -  A  gentleman  in  Ohio,  given  to  specula- 
tion in  the  structures  of  legs  and  feathers  commonly  known  as  Shanghai  chickens, 
was  much  annoyed  by  the  rats.  Determined  to  endure  it  no  longer,  he  constructed 
a  large  box-trap,  which  he  baited  with  a  liberal  supply  of  grease,  com,  and 
other  articles  for  which  rats  are  supposed  to  have  a  penchant.  The  next  morn- 
ing, the  boys  ran  in  ^  him  in  a  state  of  excitement,  announcing  the  fact  of  a 
tremendous  *  bobbery '  being  kicked  up  in  the  trap,  which,  of  course,  proceeded 
from  a  captured  rat.  In  a  few  moments,  the  box  was  carefully  lifted,  and  sud- 
denly plunged  into  the  water-butt,  where  it  was  kept  submerged  until  long  after 
the  conmiotion  had  subsided.  Then,  the  trap  was  triumphantly  lifted,  disclosing 
to  the  astonished  bird-fancier  the  swollen  body  of — his  favorite  fifteen-doUa/r 
Shanghai  rooster!  Apropos  of  Shanghais:  take  notice,  that  there  was  or- 
ganized, in  September  last,  the  ^New-York  State  Society  for  the  Improvement  qf 
Domestic  Poultry^  the  first  annual  exhibition  of  which  is  to  be  held  on  tlie 
seventh,  eighth,  and  ninth  days  of  February  instant,  at  Yan  Yechten  Hall, 
Albany.  *  Cock-ardoodle^oo-oo ! '  —  *  Qut-qutKjutKiut-^iar-cut  I '  Won't  there 
be  a  crowing  and  a  cackUng  I    We  have  received  an  invitation  to  forward 
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specimens  from  our  *  stock  of  choice  poultry ! '  Have  n't  got  *  narry  poultry/ 
male  or  female ;  but  if  the  Society  chooses  to  send  us  some,  we  will  endeavor 
to  *  improve '  upon  them,  for  the  next  annual  exhibition.  A  handsome  cock  and 
hen  will  do  to  begin  with.  -  -  -  Concerning  a  gentleman  of  considerable 
wealth  and  influence,  now  living  in  the  Wabash  country,  the  following  is  re- 
lated, which  may  be  interesting  in  these  ^fast '  times : '  Many  years  ago,  before 
he  had  yet  attained  to  station  in  the  monetary  world,  he  had  a  great  taste  for 
'  fiddling,'  and  exercised  it,  it  is  said,  to  the  advantage  of  his  purse  sometimes 
.  at  the  dancing-parties  in  the  neighborhood.  During  a  revival,  one  winter,  in 
one  of  the  churches  of  the  town  where  he  lived,  he,  among  others,  became 
greatly  '  concerned.'  His  favorite  amusement  being  well  known,  he  was  ad- 
vised that,  in  the  event  of  his  becoming  a  member,  he  would  have  to  lay  aside 
his  violin.  Convinced  of  the  sinfulness  of  the  uses  to  which  he  had  often  ap- 
plied that  instrument,  he  was  still  loth  to  give  it  up  entirely.  He  therefore 
tried  to  effect  a  compromise  between  religious  duty  and  worldly  inclination  by 
inquiring  of  the  proper  church-authorities  if  he  might  not  be  allowed  to  play 
a  few  slow  tunes  I '  What  a  ridiculous  compromise,  and  how  much  more  ridi- 
culous the  *  rules '  that  required  it !  -  -  -  The  following  epitaphs  are  carved 
upon  tomb-stones  in  the  neighborhood  of  Sudbury,  Vermont : 

'A  mother's  care  so  numerous  are, 

A  man  doth  never  know : 
Three  children  dear  she  has  left  in  the  care 

Of  him  in  whom  she  trussed  on.' 

•  •  • 

*  On,  cruel  gun !  why  was  it  him 
That  you  must  shoot  so  dead  ? 
Why  could  you  not  have  missed  your  shot, 
And  fired  above  his  head  ? ' 

We  do  the  public  a  service  by  stating,  that  Mr.  R.  T.  Young,  book-seller,  Num- 
ber One  Hundred  and  Forty,  Fulton-street,  manufactures  an  improved  adhesive 
Music  AND  Letter  File,  which  is  the  most  convenient  and  useful  thing  of  the 
kind  we  have  seen.  Letters  can  be  attached  by  simply  moistening  the  edges,  and 
as  permanently  secured  as  if  bound  in  a  volume.  In  this  way  they  can  always 
be  referred  to  without  the  least  delay.  -  -  -  Here  is  a  specimen  of  amor 
patricB :  A  friend  living  in  London  during  1851,  had  frequently  noticed  at  his  fish- 
monger's sundry  signs  of  *  American  Ice,'  *  Norway  Ice,'  and  '  English  Ice.* 
One  day  he  asked,  'Which  ice  do  you  esteem  the  best?  the  American,  I  sup- 
pose ? '  *  No,  Sir,  not  at  all,'  replied  the  fish-monger ;  *  tl^  English  is  the  best, 
and  next  the  Norway ;  the  £eict  is,  American  ice  is  notning  but  water  con- 
gealed!' That's  our  kind  I  -  -  -  *Q.,'  who  sends  us  fie  following,  need 
not  stay  '  in  the  comer ' :  *  During  the  war  of  1812,  an  old  gentleman  who  was 
always  on  the  alert  to  obtain  the  latest  news  Arom  the  army,  made  his  usual 
inquiry  of  a  wag.  *  The  latest  news  firom  the  army,'  replied  the  wag,  '  is,  that 
they  are  in  statu  quo,'    *Ah  ? — liow  far 's  that  from  MorUreal  ? '  asked  the  old 

gentleman.    B ,  a  very  smart  business-man,  on  being  informed  that  an 

off-shoot  of  '  0.  F.  M.'  had  inquired  if  he  moved  in  the  *  first  cu'cles,'  said : 
*  Tell  him,  yes,  when  they  don't  pay  then*  debts ! '  *  -  -  -  We  deeply  grieve 
to  hear,  at  the  moment  of  sending  the  present  number  to  the  press,  of  the  death, 
at  Savannah,  Geprgia,  of  an  old  and  warmly-esteemed  friend  and  correspond- 
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ent,  Hon.  Robert  M.  Charlton.  We  shall  avail  ourselves  of  another  occar 
sion  to  do  justice  to  his  genius  as  a  writer,  and  his  noble  and  kindly  character 
a  man.  Efis  loss  is  irreparable.  -  -  -  The  story,  in  our  December  number, 
of  the  deacon  who  sent  an  order  for  *  to  sam  bux,'  reminds  a  correspondent  of 
a  similar  order  from  a  country  dentist  to  his  correspondent  in  town.  It  read 
something  like  this  :  '  Please  send  by  the  bearer  2  4  teeth ;  *  i.  c,  two  fere  or 
front  teeth.  Phonographic,  was  n't  it?'  -  -  -  Lv  northern  Illinois  are  two 
brothers,  who  officiate,  as  occasions  offer,  in  the  church  as  exhorters,  or  some- 
thing of  the  kind,  and  flatter  themselves  on  the  peculiar  spirit  in  w^hich  they 
at  times  enter  upon  their  humble  calling.  On  one  occasion,  the  elder  brother, 
in  descanting  at  some  length  upon  the  characteristics  of  each,  gave  the  follow- 
ing forcible  illustration  of  his  '  spiritual  superiority : '  *  Brother  George,'  said 
he,  *  can  exhort  and  sing,  but  he  can't  pray.    I  can  pray  his  shirt  off ! ' 


*  Like  many  others,  I  am  a  constant  reader  of  your  Child's  Gossip,  and  have  got 
great  good  thereby ;  and,  as  I  was  making  a  call,  a  few  days  since,  my  friend  told  me  an 
anecdote  of  her  little  girl,  a  rose-butt  of  four  summers.  Her  mother  had  early  taught 
her  to  '  say  her  prayers  *  every  night  before  she  went  to  sleep,  telling  her  that  if  she  did 
so,  *  God  would  always  take  good  care  of  her.' 

*  The  other  day,  while  romping  about  the  yard,  by  a  little  mishap,  she  received  a  hard 
fall.  She  came  running  into  the  house,  her  little  blue  eyes  flashing,  and  said  to  her 
mother : 

*  Mamma,  I  won't  pray  to  (Jod  again,  for  He  don't  half  take  care  of  me ! ' 

*  She  was  not  inclined  to  allow  any  breach  of  contract,  even  though  it  was  made 
by  power  of  attorney.' 

'  Little  Emha  having  done  something  displeasing  to  her  '  mamma,'  was  asked  if  she 
expected  to  go  to  Heaven,  if  she  acted  in  such  a  way.  The  little  one  seemed  much  sur- 
prised, but  presently  exclaimed : 

'  *  Mother,  can't  we  all  go  up  to  Heaven  on  the  *  dumb-waiter '  ? ' ' 

*  I  SEND  the  following  item  of  *  Baby-Literature,'  for  insertion  in  your  next  *  Table ' : 
Willie,  a  two-year-old  young  *  man,'  brother  to  a  friend  of  mine,  was  suddenly  moved 
to  tell  a  story;  and  the  story  which  he  told,  in  his  own  langut^e,  was  as  follows : 

*  *  Willie  looked  out  of  the  window,  and  saw  a  '  gate  whale.'  Willie  looked  down 
the  whale's  mouth,  and  saw  Jonah.  Willie  put  a  stick  down,  and  pulled  he  out 
Jonah  said,  *  T'ank  you,  Willie  ; '  and  the  whale  stuck  up  his  tail,  an'  laughed ! '  ' 

'A  blacksmith's  little  boy,  some  three  years  old,  was  often  in  the  shop  among  the 
workmen,  one  of  whom  delighted  in  teasing  him.  One  day,  he  lingered  long  in  the 
house  near  his  mother;  until,  noticing  his  seriousness,  she  asked: 

*  *  What  does  my  Lyman  want?  what  is  he  waiting  for? ' 

*  *  Why,  Ma,  I  want  to  know  who  made  me  ? ' 

*  When  his  mother  had  explained  that  question,  so  puzzling  to  all  *  little  folk,'  telling 
him  that  God  made  him,  and  the  world,  and  all  things,  his  smile  returned,  and  he  ran 
off  to  the  shop  as  usual.    As  he  came  near  the  anvil,  his  tormentor  exclaimed : 

*  Now,  boy,  r  11  cut  your  leg  off  t* 

*  His  mother's  lesson  fresh  on  his  mind,  he  did  not  shrink,  this  time,  but  shouted 
back  again : 

*  I  don't  care  I  I  can  go  to  God's  shop,  and  get  it  mended  I '  * 

*  In  the  time  of '  Tip.  and  Tt.,*  politics  ran,  like  *  the  measles,'  or  any  other  infectious 
disease,  through  *■  whole  families,  and  all '  took  sides,'  from  prattUng  two-year-olds,  to 
octogenarian  grandmothers.    Chablbt,  like  his  father,  was  a  '  strong  Whig ; '  and, 
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tilthough  very  fond  of  his  grand-father,  with  whom  thej  lived,  resisted  all  InduwementA 
to  agree  with  him  in  politics.  He  was  particularly  happy  when  allowed  to  sl^ep  with 
tiie  old  people,  and  it  was  only  granted  as  a  special  favor.  One  night,  they  he  xd  him 
pattering  into  their  bed-room,  but  said  nothing,  and  he  soon  called  out : 

*  *  Gran'pa !  don't  you  hear  little  feet  a-coming? ' 

'  *  Gro  back !  you  're  a  Whig.    "We  can't  have  any  Whigs  here,'  was  the  reply. 

*  Charley  stood  a  moment :  the  struggle  was  evidently  a  hard  one,  but  the  cempta- 
tion  was  too  strong ;  a  circumstance  l«iown,  perhaps,  to  many  older  than  he,  ae  gave 
up  his  principles  to  secure  a  personal  end. 

*  The  next  day,  at  dinner,  his  grandpa  mentioned  hia  '  conversion ' : 

*  *  You  was  a  '  Loco '  last  night,  at  any  rate ! ' 

'  '  Oh,  it  was  darhj  then ' '  responded  the  child ;  as  ready  with  an  excuse  as  any  other 
politician. 

*  We  have,  in  the  family  of  which  I  am  an  inmate,  a  darling  little  fellow  of  three 
summers,  who  often  puzzles  the  *  older  heads.'  We  had  had  a  fall  of  snow  through  the 
day,  which  passed  away  during  the  night:  little  Geobgib  was  gazing  intently  out  of 
the  window,  the  next  morning,  when  he  suddenly  broke  silence  with :  '  Ma,  it 's  gone  1 ' 

*  *  What 's  gone,  Georoib  ? ' 
'* The  snow,  Ma!' 

'  'What 's  become  of  the  snow,  Gboegie?' 

'  *  It 's  gone  —  gone  to  God's  house :  God  knows  how  to  meike  snow/ 

'At  another  time  he  was  promised  by  a  beggar-M^man  *  that  when  she  came  again, 
she  would  bring  him  a  little  rosy-cheeked  girl.'  He,  with  all  a  child's  animation,  in  re- 
lating it  to  me,  said : 

' '  Oh !  a  lady  was  here  to-day,  and  said  she  would  bring  me  a  iittle  ./2otr«7H:heeked 
girl!" 

'  Here  is  something  which  we  Hoosiers  consider  quite  '  tall '  for  a  little  girl  of  three 
years.  Her  Sunday-school  teacher  had  told  her  that  we  were  all  made  of  dust :  arrived 
at  home,  she  looked  up  in  her  mother's  face  with  an  anxious,  inquiring  glance,  and 
said. 

'  *  Ma,  has  Dod  got  any  more  dust  left  ?  * 

* '  Why,  my  daughter  ?  what  makes  you  ask  such  a  question  ?  ' 

' '  'Cause  if  he  has,  I  want  Hm  to  make  me  a  little  brother  I  *  * 

'  The  following  incident  was  told  me  by  a  neighbor,  in  relation  to  her  little  girl  of 
four  summers,  which  I  think  is  worthy  a  place  among  the  sayings  of  the  '  little  ones '  in 
your  Tabic.  Emha  had  been  fretful  and  somewhat  unruly  during  the  day,  and,  as  a 
punishment,  had  been  sent  to  bed  earlier  than  usual,  with  an  injunction  to  say  her 
prayers,  as  is  her  usual  custom  before  retiring  at  night  Soon  after  she  entered  her 
room,  her  friends  heard  her  at  her  devotions,  in  which  she  asked  for  sundry  blessings 
un  her  parents,  and  closed  as  follows : 

'  '  0  Lord  I  make  me  a  good  little  girl,  and  do  try  and  not  let  me  be  so  spunky :  if 
Vou  'U  try,  Fll  try  I ' 

*  I  HAVE  a  little  brother,  whose  '  sayings '  have  afforded  much  merriment  in  his  own 
family.    I  send  you  a  few  of  them : 

'  One  day,  some  of  the  family  were  talking  of  various  religious  denominations,  and, 
among  others,  of  Quakers.  He  listened  attentively  a  few  moments,  and  then  aaked, 
earnestly  : 

* '  Ma,  is  Don  a  Quaker  ? ' 

*  He  is  very  fond  of  the  country,  and  has  a  corresponding  dislike  to  the  city,  He 
once  asked  if  Heaven  was  like  town?  for  if  it  was,  he  *did  not  want  to  go  there!  * 

'  When  the  murderer.  Spring,  was  executed,  we  were  all  talking  of  it.  His  little 
face  appeared  full  of  thought,  which  finally  expressed  itself  in  the  question : 

'  *  Would  they  hang  nie^  if  I  was  to  kill  myself? ' 

'  When  his  father  died,  seeing  his  mother  overcome  with  grief|  he  nestled  up  to  her 
side,  and,  placing  his  little  arms  about  her  neck,  whispered : 

*  *  Dy  will  be  done  on  eart'  as  it  is  in  Heben  I ' ' 
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*  I HAVB  a  little  curly-headed  nephew,  who  often  accompanies  me  in  my  morning- 
rides.  Once,  when  passing  my  homestead,  I  remarked  that  there  was  where  his  aunt 
NiLLT  used  to  lire,  when  she  was  a  little  girl. 

*  *And  where  did  little  cousin  Nelly  live,  then? '  he  innocently  asked. 

*  I  took  little  Franky  to  the  searbeach,  to  see  the  bathers.  On  one  of  them  advancing 
and  speaking  to  him,  he  remarked,  quite  soberly : 

*  *  Mr.  H ,  you  look  like  a  great,  big  Cupid  ! ' 

*  Johnny,  one  bright  evening,  was  standing  by  the  window,  gazing  at  the  moon  and 
stars  J  and,  after  looking  for  some  time  very  intently,  he  turned  and  said  to  his  mother, 
who  was  sitting  beside  him : 

« 'Mammal  what  are  those  bright  little  things  in  the  sky?  — are  they  the  nuxm's 

mUhahiear' 

'  In  my  days  of  boyhood,'  (writes  *  N.  L.,'  of  Cincinnati,)  *  I  read,  with  great  pleasure 
the  first  eflfort  of  Samuel  Johnson,  at  rhyming.  As  near  as  my  memory  serves  me 
it  read  as  follows.    He  was  said  to  have  been  ten  years  of  age : 

*  *  Beneath  this  stone,  here  lies  the  toad 
That  Samuel  Johnson  trod  on ; 
If  it  had  lived,  t  wonld  have  been  good  Inck, 
For  then  there 'd  have  been  an  odd  one.^ 

*  How  does  this  compare  with  the  following  lines,  written  by  a  boy  not  ten  years  of 
age,  as  a  parody  on  the  *  Last  Rose  of  Summer? ' 

••THE      LASl"      PIO      OP      WINTER 

*  ♦  T 18  the  last  little  roaster,  he 's  squeaklnz  his  last ; 

His  corled-tail  companions  are  eaten  and  past : 

No  pig  of  his  kindred,  no  gruntcr  is  nigh. 

To  give  sqaeak  for  squeak,  or  return  cry  for  cry. 

"  1 11  not  leave  thee,  thou  good-roast,  to  spoil  in  the  pen : 
Since  the  pl^es  are  sleeping,  go  sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  1 11  scatter  thy  bones  o'er  the  plate. 
Where  thy  greasy  companions  have  met  a  nke  fitte.* 

*  P.  S.  I  have  delayed  sending  this  letter,  till  the  little  boy  should  be  in  town,  to  get 
him  to  write  the  third  verse.  He  was  in  yesterday,  and  I  told  him  if  he  would  write  a 
third  verse,  equal  to  the  first  two,  I  would  give  him  a  ten-dollar  gold-piece,  and  leave 
his  claim  to  the  ten  dollars  to  Santa  Claus:  that  he  should  hang  up  bis  stocking,  and 
I  would  put  the  ten-dollar  gold-piece  in  my  pocket,  for  Santa  Claus  to  take  from  it 
and  put  in  his  stocking,  if  he  was  entitled  to  it.  It  was  in  his  stocking  this  morning. 
Was  the  decision  a  just  one? 

*  *  Thus,  too,  may  I  perish,  when  pigs  are  no  more  I 

Their  gravy  I  cherish,  their  meat  1  adore. 
When  small  pigs  are  parted,  and  meats  all  decay, 
Oh !  who  would  inhabit  this  world  for  a  day  ? ' 

'  He  retired  for  a  few  minutes,  returned,  and  repeated  the  above  lines,  which  1  wrote 
down.    He  has  not  yet  been  taught  to  write.' 

'Wb  have  a  darling  boy  of  three  and  a  half  years  old,  who  is  the  light  of  our  eyes, 
and  the  joy  of  our  hearts  —  a  perfect  beam  of  sun-shine;  always  animated,  always 
bright ;  a  dear  prattler,  who  draws  toward  him,  by  a  magnetic  influence,  all  who  see 
him.  He  lost,  a  year  ago,  a  little  baby-brother.  Espying,  one  day,  in  his  mother's 
drawer,  a  box,  he  recognized  it  at  once  as  having  belonged  to  his  brother.  'Oh, 
Mamma ! '  said  he,  *  there  is  Herbert's  little  box,  and  when  I  die,  I  will  take  it  up 
to  heaven  with  me  for  him ! ' 

'Another  day,  not  long  since,  he  was  cutting  papers  by  my  side.  He  looked  up  very 
thoughtfully,  and  asked : 

* '  Mother,  can  God  come  down  here  for  a  moment?  * 

*  I  could  not  answer  so  as  to  make  him  comprehend  the  mystery  of  Goo's  existence, 
so  I  merely  replied : 

*  *  Georgy  can  always  be  seen  by  God,  wherever  he  is.' 
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*  *■  Well,  mamma,  He  can't  come  down  here,  for  He  has  got  nothing  to  walk  upon  I ' 

*  He  saw  another  baby-brother  brought  to  our  good  rector  for  baptism.  For  the  first 
time,  he  flaw  him  robed  in  his  black  gown,  as  this  holy  rite  was  performed  in  the  house. 
The  minister,  when  he  left  us,  put  on  his  great,  old-fashioned  coat,  which  reached  to 
his  feet.  Running  up  to  him  with  all  the  confidence  of  childhood,  and  taking  hold  of 
the  coat,  he  said : 

*  '  Say !  is  this  yoMV  preach-coat  ? ' ' 

'  There  has  been  a  death  of  a  little  girl  in  t]ie  neighborhood,  which  caused  much 
mourning  and  mystery  to  Emma  and  Mary,  and  their  mother  undertook  to  explain  to 
them  the  beauties  of  Heaven,  and  how  happy  the  child  was.  They  asked  if  she  was  mi 
angel,  and  had  wings  ?  Their  mother  said,  '  Yes,  she  hoped  so.'  Mart  immediately 
asked,  ^Jlluit^  wings  just  like  our  roostery  Mother?'  So  the  teanS  haTC  ceased  since 
as  their  *  crower '  is  the  beauty  of  their  poultry-yard.' 

*  Many  years  ago,  before  the  days  of  steam-boats  and  rail-cars,  my  aunt,  with  her 
little  daughter,  came  to  visit  my  mother,  then  living  on  the  coast,  in  a  small  sea-port 
town  of  Maine,  in  one  of  the  small  trading-packets  so  plenty  at  that  time;  and  on  board 
was  a  young  cabin-boy,  by  name  Methusaleh,  who  was  very  kind  to  the  little  Mary 
Anx,  whiling  away  many  an  hour  for  her  with  his  pranks  and  fun.  On  a  Sunday,  soon 
after  their  arrival,  my  aunt,  as  was  her  wont,  was  catechising  the  little  girl : 

*  *  Mary  Axx,'  said  the  mother,  *  who  was  the  oldest  man  ? ' 

'Mary  Ann  himg  her  head,  and  thought,  and  thought;  but  no  answer  was  forth- 
coming. 

*  'METHUSALEn,  mv  dear.' 

*  *  Oh,  no.  Ma ! '  exclaimed  the  young  catechumen,  with  great  energy ;  '  you  know  he 
was  the  youngest  man  aboard ! '  ' 

*A  FEW  evenings  ago,  I  was  surrounded  with  several  of  my  youngest  children :  the 
subject  of  conversation  was  the  approaching  Christmas,  with  the  presents  to  be  then 
received,  one  wishing  to  have  this  thing,  and  one  to  have  that,  etc.  I  said,  *  Very 
well  —  all  right:  but  who  will  give  Papa  any  thing?  —  there  is  no  body  that  will  moke 
him  a  present.' 

*A  few  seconds  of  very  *  expressive  silence '  supervened ;  it  was  broken  by  a  little 
plump,  ringleted  cherub,  of  four  years,  who,  with  earnest  voice,  exclaimed : 

*  'Xo(c,  what  do  you  want.  Papa  ? ' 

*  I  replied,  I  wanted  to  be  better.    As  quick  as  thought,  she  said : 

*  ^You  are  good  enoughy  Papa.' 

*  'Oh,  no!'  I  rejoined,  *by  no  means.'    Her  quick  response  was: 

*  *Buf,  Papa,  you  are  good  enough  for  7ne  ! ' 

'As  a  parent,  I  crave  no  richer  Christmas  gift  than  this  response;  it  touched  my 
*  heart  of  hearts.'  ' 

A      CHILD'S      THOUOHT. 

*  'That  li  God's  shallow.  Mother,  is  it  not, 

Tiiouph  Goi)  Himself,  vou  say,  we  cannot  see  ?  * 

So  asked  a  boy.  besido  liis  parent's  knee, 
"Wliile  tlirough  tiie  windows  of  tlieir  liumble  cot 
\\A  blinding  glare  the  sudden  lightning  shot. 

'  Not  so,  my  child !  dark  things  aloiie,'  said  she, 

'  Wlien  shone  upon,  a  shadow  cast ;  and  He 
Is  brightest  of  all  brightness :  hast  forgot 
How  tliou  wast  tauglit  that  even  archangels,  when 

They  come  t)efore  the  Evkrlastixo  One, 

His  aw1ul  glories  dare  not  look  upon  ?  ' 
The  boy  seemed  thouglitful ;  but  soon  spoke  again, 
And  said :  '  Mamma,  it  Is  tlie  sliadow,  then. 

Of  an  archangel  by  God's  burning  tlvone ! ' ' 


^^^P  We  have  been  compelled  to  postpone,  until  our  next,  a  score  or  more  of  charac- 
teristic and  beautiful  anecdotes,  and  witty,  innocent  prattle  of  'Little  Folk '  all  over  the 
Union.    Hut '  be  good  children,'  boys  and  girls,  and  you  shall  be  '  heoi'd  from '  soon. 
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*Rap8  and  Mishaps  of  a  Tour  in  Europe.^  Is  n't  that  a  good  title?  The  book  is  by 
'Grace  Grekxwood,'  now  Mrs.  Lippincott,  of  Philadelphia,  (editress  of  ^The  LitUe 
PUgriniy  that  charming  and  beautifully-executed  paper  for  children,  recently  com- 
mended in  these  pages,  and  which  is  gaining  so  rapidly  upon  the  public  favor.)  We 
have  read  the  Tolume  tlirough  —  every  word  of  it ;  and  although  going  over  oft-scanned 
fields,  our  fair  author  gives  us  new  tints  to  the  glasses  through  which  we  look.  Her 
descriptive  talent  is  remarkable.  She  does  n't  paint  with  what  artists  term  a  *  rich 
brush,*  but  her  outlines  are  as  clear  and  expressive  as  Darley's.  The  natural  scenery, 
and  the  works  of  various  art,  which  came  under  her  observation,  and  especially  the 
eminent  literary  and  other  personages  whom  she  encountered,  are  described  to  the  life. 
But  we  reserve  farther  comment  upon  the  work  for  another  occasion. 

The  Lady's  Almanac,  for  1854,  from  the  press  of  John  P.  Jewett  and  Compant, 
Boston,  is  a  very  beautiful  miniature-book,  plentifully  illustrated  with  attractive  en- 
gravings, including,  beside  flower-emblems  for  the  months,  portraits,  with  brief  biogra- 
phies, of  our  latest  and  most  popular  lady-wTiters.  We  perceive  that  a  Woman  repre- 
sents Time,  with  her  hour-glass  and  scythe,  on  the  cover  of  this  little  gem  of  a  book. 
This  is  as  it  should  be,  and  ought  always  to  have  been.  With  this  change,  one  can 
speak  of  the  '  womb  of  Time  '  with  propriety. 

Your  old-fashioned  romance-reader,  who  likes  to  sup  full  of  distress,  and  to  be  kept 
on  the  tenter-hooks  of  expectation ;  who  would  have  his  favorite  heroine  in  trouble  to 
the  last,  and  his  hero  knocked  and  buffetted  about  'from  title-page  to  colophon,'  will 
find  in  *  Vasc^/iselos^^  recently  published  by  Redpield,  a  novel  to  his  mind.  That  it  has 
power,  and  that  it  contains  scenes  of  much  interest,  cannot  be  denied ;  but  that,  as  a 
whole,  it  is  not  to  our  taste,  we  candidly  confess :  and  yet  we  *  have  seen  it  praised ;  ay, 
and  that  highly,  too.' 

*1Iealth-Trip  to  the  Tropics,'  from  Scribner's  press,  is  a  collection,  in  a  good-sized 
volume,  of  the  graphic  and  felicitous  letters  written  by  Mr.  N.  P.  Willis,  while  on  a 
tour  to  the  West-India  islands,  Louisiana,  etc.  They  possess  all  the  beat  characteristics 
of  his  stylo,  and  enable  his  readers  to  'see  with  his  eyes,  and  hear  with  his  ears.'  More- 
over, his  own  experience  in  health-seeking,  which  he  narrates  with  rememlerahh  effect, 
will  be  of  great  service  to  invalids  bent  upon  a  similar  mission. 

*  Dress  as  a  Fine  Art.'  We  need  but  mention  the  title  of  this  work,  to  secure  for  it 
the  attention  of  *  the  ladies.'  It  is'  by  Mrs.  Merrifield,  an  English  lady,  and  appeared 
originally  in  the  *  London  Art  Journal,'  in  a  series  of  articles,  which  achieved  a  wide 
popularity.  There  is  a  separate  chapter  devoted  to  'Head-Dresses,'  and  another  to 
*  Children's  Dresses.'  It  is  very  profusely  illustrated  with  outline  drawings  of  ancient 
and  modern  '  la3'-figures ' ;  and  embraces  many  sound  remarks  upon  the  preservation 
of  the  health  of  females.    John  P.  Jewett  and  Company,  Boston. 

Mr.  Charles  B.  Norton,  under  the  Irving-Housc,  Chambers-street,  is  doing  good 
service  to  the  reading  and  literary  public.  Poole's  'Index  to  Periodical  Liteniturej^  a 
large  and  laborious  work,  in  which  the  contents  of  fifteen  hundred  volumes  are  brought 
into  the  narrowest  possible  space,  is  one  of  his  recent  issues.  Another  publication,  of 
great  value  as  a  work  of  record  and  reference,  is  his  'Literary  Register^  for  1&44,  con- 
taining ample  accounts  of  foreign  and  domestic  libraries,  proceedings  of  library-conven- 
tions, library-statistics,  educational  registers,  American  publications  and  publishers 
for  1S53,  etc.,  etc.  Mr.  Norton  also  publishes,  on  the  first  and  fifteenth  of  every  month, 
'Norton  8  Literary  Gazette  and  I'vhlisher's  Circular^*  a  well-printed  journal  of  sixteen 
quarto  pages,  edited  with  great  industry  and  good  judgment,  embracing  information  in 
relation  to  all  current  and  prospective  literature,  at  home  and  abroad,  with  the  advertise- 
ments and  announcements  of  publishers,  etc. 

'The  Industry  op  All  Nations,'  the  large  and  most  liberally-illustrated  quarto 
serial,  issued  by  Putnam  and  Company,  is  a  work  which  does  honor  no  less  to  the  pub- 
lishers' enterprise  than  to  American  art.    It  will  soon  be  completed  and  bound  in  vc 
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lumes ;  and  then  we  shall  set  before  our  readers  in  desenred  detail,  the  beauty  and 
yalue  of  the  work. 

Those  American  readers — and  it  appears  they  are  many — who  welcomed  *The 
Preacher  and  the  King,'  from  the  French  of  L.  Bungbner,  will  not  be  slow  in  securing 
a  perusal  of  *The  PrUst  and  the  Uugvenot,  or  Persecution  in  the  Age  of^  Louis  XV.^  by 
the  same  author,  and  issued  by  the  same  publishers,  Messrs.  Gould  and  Lincoln,  Bos- 
ton. The  author,  a  minister  of  the  Reformed  Church  of  GeneTa,  informs  the  trans- 
lator that  his  works  have  been  conceived  upon  the  plan  of  exhibiting,  in  a  series,  the 
principal  religious  aspects  of  France,  from  the  age  of  Locis  XIV.,  to  the  close  of  the 
last  century.  The  third  of  the  series,  now  ready  for  publication,  will  be  *  Voltaire,  and 
his  Times,*  and  the  last,  '  Julian,  or  the  End  of  a  Century.' 

Let  us  hope  that  much  good  may  ensue,  both  to  ministers  and  their  congregations, 
from  a  work  translated  from  the  French  of  A.  Vinet,  D.D.,  by  Rct.  Thomas  H.  Skin- 
ner, D.l).,  the  American  editor.  It  is  entitled  ^IToniHetics^  or  the  Theory  of  Preaching^ 
and  is  published  by  the  new  and  enterprising  house  of  Ivison  and  Phinxet,  Fulton- 
street.  Both  the  author  and  translator  have  felt  the  necessity  of  modifying  preaching, 
so  as  to  suit  it  to  the  character  of  the  age ;  and  the  present  work,  it  is  believed  by  the 
latter,  '  will  be  regarded  universally  as  in  the  first  rank  of  scholarship,  learning,  intel- 
lectual afSuence  and  power,  grace  and  beauty,  and  order  and  perfection  of  execution.' 

*De  Feres*  Comparative  Philology^*  published  by  Putnam,  states  briefly,  in  a  popular 
manner,  and  with  a  view  to  give  rather  suggestive  than  complete  information,  what 
comparative  Philology  is,  and  what  it  has  done.  It  is  a  carefully-reasoned  and  philo- 
sophically-illustrated work,  and  must  prove  a  valuable  aid  to  the  philological  student. 

A  handsome  volume,  containing  *  Letters  and  Miscellanies  in  Prose^  Phyme,  and  BlanJy 

Verse,*  by  Louise  Elemjat,  (*L.  M.  J.,')  has  been  sent  us  by  the  publishers,  Messrs. 

MooRE,  Anderson,  Wilstach  and  Keys,  Cincinnati.    In  the  absence  of  an  adequate 

opportunity  to  judge,  we  can  only  infer  its  merit  from  the  public  demand  for  it.    The 

present  is  the  second  edition.    The  authoress  is  a  lady  of  the  South. 

Through  the  kindness  of  the  American  publishers,  Bangs,  Brothers,  in  Park-Row, 
we  are  in  receipt  of  several  new  and  valuable  publications,  from  the  popular  press  of 
Bohn,  London,  of  whose  cheap  and  valuable  libraries  we  have  heretofore  spoken,  at 
different  times  in  these  pages.  A  valuable  work  from  the  London  press  of  Ingram, 
CooKE  AND  Company,  entitled  ^Bnglish  ForeMs  and  Forest-Trees*  opens  our  present  list 
of  foreign  books.  It  is  historical,  legendary,  and  descriptive,  and  is  embellished  with 
numerous  illustrations.  We  should  think  it  would  supply  an  important  desideratum 
to  the  American  landscape-gardener,  and  be  a  useful  adjunct  to  gentlemen  of  taste  and 
wealth,  who  would  ornament  their  grounds  in  the  most  picturesque  an.d  diversified 
manner.  Moreover,  it  is  filled  with  very  pleasant  and  various  reading,  independent  of 
its  incidental  artistical  information. 

^Noncay  and  its  Scenery*  from  the  press  of  Bohn,  is  an  extremely  interesting  as  w6U 
as  valuable  book.  It  comprises  the  *  Journal  of  a  Tour '  by  Edward  Price,  Esq.,  with 
many  additions,  and  constitutes  beside  a  hand-book  for  tourists,  with  hints  to  anglers 
and  sportsmen.  It  is  edited  and  compiled  by  Thomas  Forester,  Esq.,  A.M.,  author  of 
'Norway  in  184,S-9,*  etc.  The  minute  description  given  of  that  wild,  wonderful,  and 
sublime  northern  region  is  replete  with  deep  interest.  We  could  wish  that  the  engrav- 
ings, which  are  suflSciently  numerous,  had  been  in  better  keeping  with  the  fipe  paper 
and  luxiu-ious  typography  of  the  book. 

The  last  two  volumes  of  De  Quincey's  Works,  published  in  an  excellent  form  by 
Messrs.  Tickxor,  Reed  and  Fields,  Boston,  contain  his  *  Essays  on  Philosophical  Writers 
and  other  Men  of  Letters*  embracing  Sir  William  Hamilton,  Mackintosh,  Kant,  in  his 
miscellaneous  essays,  Herder,  Richter,  with  his  'Analects,'  Lessixo,  Bentley,  and 
Parr.     All  these  reviews  have  acquired  a  wide  and  well-deserved  repute. 

We  have  '  posted  up '  a  few  of  our  books,  and  *  brought  up  our  leeway '  a  little,  in  the 
foregoing  record ;  but  some  twenty  works,  among  them  several  already  popular  pro- 
ductions, and  four  or  five  by  personal  friends  and  correspondents,  must  '  bide  their 
time'  until  another  issue.  When  we  have  *  caught  up*  with  the  publishers,  we  shall 
endeavor  to  '  keep  up  *  with  them. 
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SWITZERLAND:    ON    THE    ROAD 


BT    SOBSBT    M.    KIOH^RDSOF. 


Buried  in  sleep  a  thousand  fathoms  deep,  or  in  semi-lucent  reveries 
deeper  still,  I  had  rolled  on  in  the  Eil  wagon  for  leagues,  when  we  were 
all  aroused  hy  the  rattling  wheels  which  announced  our  entry  in  the 
streets  of  Brugg.  Sweet  opal  of  a  town  hy  day !  hut  now  opaque  and 
inscrutahle  to  my  vainly-widening  eyes.  The  lanterns  flit  noiselessly  hy, 
suspended  from  invisihle  hands.  There  is  a  rattling  of  chains  as  the 
ready-harnessed  horses  are  hrought  forth  and  hitched  to  our  lumhering 
land-ark. 

So  this  is  Brugg  already ;  we  got  in  at  Zurich.  Lord,  how  I 
must  have  slept  ad  interim  !  And  oh !  how  like  the  sensation  of  thcv 
robe  of  Nessus  it  is  to  wake  in  an  Eilwagon  after  these  alternating; 
hours  of  rest  and  imrest,  with  uncomfortable  clothes  clinging  greedily 
to  your  unanointed  skin;  your  unwashed  eye-Uds  struggling  open  to 
transmit  a  cloudy  ray  of  consciousness  to  your  unrefreshed  soul !  But 
whoop !  there  goes  the  howling  horn  of  the  yellow-breasted  postillion. 
*  To  my  truckle-bed,*  as  Mercutio  says.  What  man  nath  once  done,  that 
can  he  do  again. 

Vive  la  Diligence  !  in  all  countries  and  under  all  nomenclature.  It 
is  hy  the  diligence  you  travel ;  by  rail-road  you  merely  arrive.  But  in 
beholding  these  monstrous  oblong  cars  as  they  peregrinate  over  the  pave 
and  astound  pedestrians  with  their  thunder,  every  one,  were  he  the 
sturdiest  of  conservatives,  must  be  convinced  that  institutions  do  pro- 
gress, and  at  no  mean  rate,  even  in  the  slowest  of  countries. 

What  an  institution  it  is !  How  admirable  in  its  appointments  I 
How  accurate  and  excellent  its  Administration ;  its  system  of  powers, 
of  checks,  of  balances ! 

First,  there  is  the  conditctor  ;  so  called  in  the  language  of  messagr- 
rUy  because  he  conducts  nothing  at  all ;  a  kind  of  roifanearU^  to  whom 
pertain  the  responsibility  and  badges  of  empire,  while  the  reins  of 
government  are  relinquished  to  the  cu&lody  of  a  vizier.  Indeed,  regard- 
ing the  diligence  as  his  proper  realm,  the  grave  charge  of  absentee-ism 
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is  frequently  to  be  laid  at  the  conductor's  door ;  for  having,  as  already 
stated,  absolutely  nothing  to  conduct,  he  passes  a  great  portion  of  his 
administration  in  aerial  exercises,  or  in  the  pursuit  of  fair  frailty  and 
tobacco-pipes  on  the  road.  In  all  the  practices  of  vaulting  ambition, 
it  must  be  allowed  that  the  squirrel  and  kangaroo  are  both  clumsy  ani- 
mals, compared  with  this  chief  magistrate  of  a  diligence.  He  runs 
upon  the  wheels  as  Napthali  over  the  unbending  com :  now  in  at  a 
window  :  now  beneath  the  vehicle  ;  and  now  leaping  phlegmatically  to 
the  summit  of  the  remotest  trunk  aloft — an  attitude  of  almost  twenty 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  highway  —  to  the  exquisite  jeopardy  of  neck 
and  limb,  and  to  the  certain  destruction  of  his  pipe. 

Then  comes  the  blue-shirted  driver,  in  whose  existence  there  are  two 
equally-alternating  epochs,  that  during  which  his  pipe  is  in  his  mouth ; 
and  that  during  which  his  pipe  is  in  his  cap. 

It  is  the  POSTILLION  who  gives  life  to  the  locomotion.  The  prancing, 
the  breaks,  the  bounds,  the  oaths,  the  drinks,  the  crackings  of  whips  and 
jokes,  the  poetry  of  the  diligence^  in  fine,  are  all  his  deed.  In  all 
countries  of  the  continent  it  is  his  principal  privilege  at  each  relay  to 
dismount  and  arouse  the  somniferous  passenger  by  yelling  in  his  ear, 
'  Gentlemen,  forget  not  the  postilUon,  if  you  please  I  *  Some  of  the 
most  successful  cases  of  getting '  kicked  to  the  ancient  Henry '  on  record 
have  had  their  origin  in  this  same  abused  prerogative. 

The  Swiss  postillion  is  noted  for  a  shorter  pipe  and  a  longer  whip  than 
the  rest  of  his  profession.  He  also  is  known  to  make  his  demand  for 
pourboire  with  even  more  frequency,  perhaps  on  account  of  the  rarefac- 
tion of  his  climate  and  its  influence.  An  ingenious  traveller  of  a  scien- 
tific turn  once  established  a  two-fold  method,  through  which  the  rate 
♦of  motion,  and  the  distance  from  place  to  place,  may  be  accurately  esti- 
mated by  a  series  of  very  simple  observations  upon  the  postiUion's  move- 
ments.    As  follows : 

The  rate  of  motion  may  be  readily  calculated  by  counting  the  oscil- 
lations of  his  elbows,  which  flop  with  a  regular  moven;ient  to  and  fro 
on  the  postillion's  flanks,  comparing,  at  the  same  time,  the  beatings  of 
your  pulse,  which  may  be  assumed  to  mark  seventy-two  pulsations  a 
minute.  The  distarice  may  be  arrived  at  with  equal  simplicity  by  noting 
how  often  you  are  called  upon  for  pourboire,  reducing  the  intervals  to 
leagues  or  miles.  With  the  queue  of  the  postillion  we  have  at  present 
-nothing  to  do. 

8TA»B-CHARACTERS. 

All  farther  speculations  upon  the  diligcTwe  were  suddenly  arrested 

;as  we  drew  up  at ;  but  I  forget  the  name,  and  have  not  the 

map  to  consult.  It  is  an  unmentionable  little  town  {Sunssisldy  speak- 
ing) famous  for  itsgalette — a  kind  of  indigestible  cake,  no  doubt  highly 
recommended  by  the  local  physician%  Here  most  of  our  party  laid  in 
a  supply  of  drinkables  and  comestibles  enough  to  provision  a  yacht  for 
a  long  voyage,  neglecting  neither  of  those  delicate  and  savory  viands  of 
travelling-diet,  pate  defois  gras  and  cheese.  In  the  days  of  which  I 
write  there  were  wars,  or  rather  rumors  of  wars ;  and  at  this  post  a 
large  band  of  Gendarmerie  was  kept  employed  in  the  martial  tactics 
•of  overhauling  passports. 
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Gendarmerie!  glorious  branch  of  military  service,  ever  drenched  in 
the  beer  of  the  country  where  ye  serve  !  whose  minds  are  never  mo- 
lested ;  whose  sleep  is  never  invaded,  save  by  the  clatter  of  the  dili- 
gence as  it  rolls  past  this  station,  or  by  the  neighing  of  the  matutinal 
horse  who  clamors  for  his  first  repast !  Gendarme  /  I  see  you  now,  fine 
fellow,  inclining  with  respectful  leer  over  my  greasy  passport,  by  the 
wan  light  of  a  lantern  at  the  magic  hour  of  night.  Politeness  is  to 
you  what  courage  was  to  Ney — your  nature — my  gallant  fidend,  for 
as  such  shall  I  ever  regard  you. 

The  best  evidence  of  the  utility  of  the  passport,  and  of  the  fidelity 
of  its  description  to  the  owner,  is  the  embarrassment  which  the  Gen- 
darme  experiences  on  attempting  to  restore  to  each  one  his  papers. 
Like  Sganarelle  among  the  doctors,  he  is  utterly  distracted  in  the  forest 
of  all  kinds  of  hair,  in  the  anomalous  collection  of  *  medium  noses '  and 
*  moderate  chins.'  He^  usually  commences  by  allotting  blonde  to  black, 
Roman  to  pug ;  and  invariably  concludes  by  inviting  each  gentleman 
to  help  himself  to  his  own.  On  the  present  occasion,  a  solemn  smile 
stole  from  beneath  the  moustaches  and  lit  up  the  lantern-jaws  of  a 
haggard  old  huzzar  as  he  found  himself  in  possession  of  a  handsome 
Frenchman's  document,  while  the  latter  gave  rise  to  a  low  blasphemous 
noise  as  he  was  presented  with  the  word-portrait  of  an  ugly  Austrian. 

This  incident  reminds  me  that,  contrary  to  all  literary  etiquette,  I 
have  neglected  to  introduce  my  compagnons  de  voyage  to  my  reader. 
My  apology,  honored  friend,  is  that  (beyond  a  slight  after-dinner  study, 
'twixt  sleep  and  waking,  while  the  others  were  in  a  similar  disposition) 
I  have  hardly  become  acquainted  myself.  As  we  are  once  more  in 
motion,  I  look  aroimd  again  by  the  rays  of  two  lamps  fitfully  struggling 
through  the  dense  atmosphere  of  tobacco-smoke,  and  proceed  to  examine 
their  appearance. 

An  angler  for  oddities  can  light  upon  no  stream  or  pond  of  hiunan 
life  which  yields  him  subjects  more  readily  than  a  public  conveyance 
on  the  continent.  Here  they  are  to  be  found  as  in  a  fish-trunk,  collected 
and  waiting  to  be  caught — Saxon,  Thor,  Hun,  and  Gaul  are  grouped 
together. 

Precisely  ;  just  as  I  left  them.  There  was  the  old  Prussian,  sitting 
immobile  as  (f  hewn  out  of  granite,  and  enveloped  in  the  concentric 
wreaths  of  smoke  which  gushed  with  elephantine  respiration  in  and  out 
of  his  lips,  whence  depended  his  heavy  meerschaum.  Beneath  the  un- 
imaginable stolidity  of  his  countenance  protruded  the  massive  double 
and  triple  chin,  like  the  ponderous  slabs  beneath  an  Egyptian  portal. 

There  reclined  the  Frenchman  with  his  cordon,  still  slumbering  ;  or 
every  time  he  awoke  it  was  to  murmur  quelle  triste  vie  !  and  to  cora^ 
pose  himself  on  the  other  side.  There,  too,  sat  the  tall  meditative  Pole, 
starch  in  uniform,  wrapped  in  silence  and  smoke,  his  coat  flaunting 
with  as  many  colors  and  decorations  as  a  flag-ship.  But  the  militaire 
who  could  no  doubt  repose  soundly  upon  a  shakedown^  had  hardly  suc- 
ceeded in  closing  his  eyes  in  our  slow  wagon. 

Immediately  opposite  was  slouched  a  Germanic  individual  endowed 
with  a  description  of  ugliness  not  of  this  world.  Most  mortals  we  meet 
with  are  at  least '  of  the  earth,  earthy,'  in  their  ill-looks,  but  his  seemed 
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to  belong  to  the  sea.  There  was  something  weird  and  formidably  incon- 
gruous in  his  ill-assorted  lineaments.  It  was  as  if,  when  fishing  far  from 
land  and  ordinary  hfe,  one  should  suddenly  discover  at  the  ^id  of  hi» 
line  a  monster  of  the  deep  whose  preternatural  aspect  and  contortions 
dll  him  with  dismay.  Years  of  acquaintance  might  fail  to  assure  you 
that  he  was  invested  with  every-day  humanity.  No  familiarity  could 
accustom,  no  philosophy  could  reconcile  one  to  the  abandoned  woe  and 
wildness  of  his  face.  A  professional  ghost-seer  would  hesitate  long  be- 
tore  venturing  alone  in  the  dark  with  this  incarnate  nightmare.  The- 
writer's  pen,  even  now,  recoils  from  the  imwholesome  and  unavailing 
effort  of  embodying  with  description  such  elements  of  frightfiilnesa  as 
lay  disordered  in  his  visage.  True,  I  might  possibly  sketch  the  surfieuse 
of  his  countenance,  which  some  imheard-of  disease  had  embroidered  as 
elaborately  as  could  any  Feejee  cosmetic ;  true  it  is,  that  I  might  con- 
vey an  idea  of  his  nose  by  likening  it  to  a  coarse  Roman  Mosaic  of  a 
shapeless  ruin ;  or  of  his  eyes,  by  describing  the  black  poop-port-holea 
of  a  mouldering  wreck,  with  the  rusty  muzzles  of  the  displaced  cannon 
peeping  piratically  through  ;  this  much  mat/ he  possible,  but  Mr.  Catlin 
himself,  the  painter  of  the  ugliest  Indians  in  creation,  would  have 
broken  ignobly  down  had  he  attempted  a  complete  portrait.  Indeed,  I 
tear  it  seemed  as  if  those  very  features,  horrid  though  they  were,  had 
actually  broken  down  with  frailty  in  their  hopeless  office  of  giving  ex- 
pression to  the  more  than  Mokanna  horrors  which  yet  lurked  behind  in 
all  their  native  deformity. 

A  loquacious  Englishman  is  too  notable  a  personage  to  pass  over. 
Confound  him  !  there  was  he,  too,  prating  on  in  the  same  mood,  tense, 
and  person.  Like  most  loquacious  Angles,  he  talked  sumptuously :  he 
lied,  he  spread,  he  engrossed.  A  great  capital  I,  was  the  constant  text 
of  his  discourses.  If  ever  he  desisted  for  a  moment,  it  was  only  to  pro- 
duce an  immense  repeater,  wliich  he  took  care  to  make  strike  at  least 
every  half  hour,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  every  body.  Each  cessa- 
tion of  his  croaking  voice  was  the  simultaneous  signal  for  the  repeater, 
which  at  such  times  would  give  forth  a  prophetic  sound.  Sometimes, 
afler  putting  it  up  and  pulling  it  forth  afresh  half  a  dozen  times,  he 
would  stoop  and  examine  it  as  curiously  as  if  about  to  dive  into  a  new 
system  of  logarithms ;  anon,  applying  a  lorgnon  beneath  the  supernal 
bone  of  his  \eh  eye,  he  would  incline  his  corresponding  ear  into  the 
nicest  contiguity  with  the  closed  case.  No  doubt  its  lame  tickings 
discoursed  to  his  charmed  soul  music  more  sweet  than  the  softest  man- 
dolin. 

At  such  times,  the  Frenchman  would  rouse  and  shake  as  though 
*  't  were  fit  the  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream.'  The  need 
of  repose  which  had  shut  the  lids  of  his  drooping  blue  eyes,  gradually 
widened  the  black  circles  around  them.  With  a  renewed  sigh  and  re- 
flection upon  the  triste  vie  which  so  oppressed  him,  he  occasionally  passed 
around  a  wicker-covered  pocket-pistol  of  a  brighter  and  more  palpable 
essence  than  the  all-pervading  pipe-clouds,  being  a  remarkably  sound 
cognac.     Nemine  contradicente. 
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Rain,  rain,  rain.  It  oozed  through  the  panes.  The  wind  screamed 
around  us  as  if  every  mountain  in  Switzerland  was  workii^  a  pair  of 
Borean  bellows,  and  eveiy  glacier  were  dissolving  into  storm.  The 
Eil  wagon  kept  careening  more  and  more  ;  the  luggage  frequently  being 
displaced.  Through  the  chilly  disorder  of  wind,  mist,  and  rain,  I  could 
occasionally  obtain  a  glimpse  of  the  watery  road  beneath  the  ghastly 
glare  of  the  outside  lamps ;  it  was  the  only  thing  that  appeared  to  re- 
mam  finn. 

A  general  reveille  now  took  place  simultaneously  with  a  tremendous 
jolt,  which  sent  all  inside  a-bounding  half  off  their  seats. 

'Am  Rhein  ! '  ejaculated  the  Germanics  all  three  at  once ;  thus  com- 
pleting the  first  dozen  words  which  they  had  conjointly  uttered  since  we 
bade  adieu  to  the  waters  and  daughters  of  Zurich.  It  was,  indeed,  the 
first  dim  view  (or  rather  fsdnt  sound)  of  the  '  beauteous  and  abounding 
river,'  the  rushing  Rhine,  taken  from  near  Stein. 

As  soon  as  the  patriots  had  done  making  *  big  eyee '  at  the  national 
stream  of  glory,  the  window  suddenly  closed,  and  the  company  again 
fell  to  smoking  without  a  word,  in  order  to  repel  the  invasion  of  respira- 
ble  air  which  the  *  view '  had  so  unduly  adhibited. 

'  Delicious  air  that !  ^  observed  the  Englishman,  looking  wistful  and 
disappointed  at  the  abrupt  exclusion  of  the  north-easter,  to  which  this 
compliment  was  dedicated. 

'  Um !  ^  grunted  the  old  Austrian  monster,  who  seemed  blessed  with 
un  grand  talent  pour  le  silence. 

*  Will  you  take  a  glass  of  wine  with  us  ? '  asked  the  Prusaan,  ofiering 
a  thick  bottle  of  thin  fluid  to  his  neighbor,  the  Frenchman.  'Sans 
refus ';  kind  Providence  has  made  me  wake  with  an  excellent  thirst.' 

'  £t  moi  aussi,'  added  the  Pole,  as  he  filled  his  pipe  afresh  and  com* 
menced  singing  in  petto, 

*Tai  du  bon  tabac^ 

Here  the  Frenchman  lit  a  villainous  cigar  with  a  tinder  fiisil ;  and 
now  all  the  company  leaned  back  to  indulge  undisturbedly  in  the  sacred 
rite  of  the  pipe. 

I  thought  that  our  conveyance,  to  an  out-sider,  must  have  resembled 
a  travelling  lime-kiln  in  active  play.  I  thought  of  the  Turk,  who, 
hearing  Caanova,  the  Venetian  Gil  Bias,  complain  of  a  cold  in  the  head, 
muttered  that  the  Christian  dog  was  not  worthy  of  such  happiness 
(bonheur.)  A  cold  is  sometimes  a  blessing,  as  it  was  in  my  case  now. 
Moreover,  grace  to  my  Yale  education,  I  had  early  contracted  a  callous^ 
ness  to  the  operation  of  any  possible  compression  of  bad  tobacco-smoke 
in  any  given  space,  which  happily  rendered  me  proof  against  the  worst 
efibrts  of  my  present  comrades.  At  all  events,  the  extreme  of  dry  heat 
was  mor0  grateful  than  the  extreme  of  chill-moisture  which  reigned 
without.  I  thought  of  Montesquieu,  who  said,  *  You  may  change  the 
laws  or  betray  the  Hberty  of  a  people  if  you  please,  but  venture  not  to 
meddle  with  their  pleasures.'  I  thought  of  the  singular  relation  between 
the  German  language  and  the  practice  of  the  pipe.  The  German  is 
recommended  a  cliange  of  air;  does  he  travel  for  it  ?     No ;  he  stays 
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at  home  and  changes  his  pipe.  The  driver  smokes ;  the  passengeiB 
smoke  ;  the  horses  smoke ;  smoke !  smoke  1  smoke !  every  body  smokes, 
and  every  thmg.  The  postillion  divides  his  melodious  powers  between 
\n&  two  ynnd4nstruments — his  horn  and  pipe.  From  the  instrument 
of  suction  he  inhales  enough  inspiration  to  surchaige  the  instrument  of 
sound,  and  to  burst  a  fuming  blast  u^n  the  startled  air.  His  whole 
perfonnance  is  a  wind-and-smoke  duet,  composing  an  ^olian  blow-pipe, 
or  rather  homrpipe  for  his  horses  to  dance  by. 

We  are  in  Cloudland  now.  Smoking,  the  Turks  say,  ^  a  spiritual, 
nut  a  sensual  pleasure.  When  you  fill  your  pipe  you  feel  pleasure.  To 
what  sense  do  you  attribute  this,  if  not  to  your  soul  ?  and  is  there  no 
emotion  in  viewing  the  ashes  which  remain  \  But  the  chief  delight  con- 
sists in  the  air-scape  of  smoke.  It  ought  never  to  spring  from  your  pipe, 
but  always  from  the  comers  of  your  mouth,  at  soft  and  measiured  inter- 
vals. Why  do  not  blind  men  smoke  ?  'T  is  because  the  windows  of 
the  soul,  their  eyes,  are  closed.  The  most  imaginative  nations,  there- 
fore, smoke  pipes.  Pipe-clouds  are  to  them  exactly  what  mists  are  to 
mariners,  or  other  illusions  to  other  men ;  nor  do  I  believe  it  ever  ne- 
cessary to  rob  poor  mortals  of  any  illusion  that  yields  them  happiness. 

I  thought  of  this,  and  I  looked  at  the  Englishman.  Poor  John  Bull, 
however  amphibious  in  an  opposite  element,  was  evidently  no  salaman- 
der. I  thought  his  twinkling  eyes  were  tinted  a  trifle  more  ruby  even 
than  his  florid  face  as  he  drew  forth  a  broad^bladed  knife  with  a  dry 
cough,  and  betook  himself  to  hacking  a  terrene  of  fat  goose-liver ;  or 
allayed  the  increasing  irritation  of  his  thorax  by  washing  down  various 
viands  with  many  a  lusty  pull  at  some  strange  fluid,  the  nature  of  which 
I  do  not  know. 

*  Gentlemen,'  said  he,  at  last,  clearing  his  throat  violently,  his  voice 
striding  through  the  imiversal  fog  and  silence  toward  the  Pole.  '  Hem ! 
I  must  confess  my  sensations  are  not  unlike  those  of  the  poor  goose  as 
he  underwent  his  martyrdom  in  the  cause  of  this  pati,  over  a  slow  fire. 
Perhaps,  Sir,  you  will  oblige  me  by  sharing  it,  and  at  the  same  time 
raising  the  window.' 

Neither  the  atrocious  attempt  at  facetiousness  nor  the  accompanying 
clause  of  invitation  had  the  slightest  influence  on  the  Pole,  who  still  sat 
with  his  chin  in  the  air  like  a  vidette.  Indeed,  the  generosity  was  too 
plainly  suggested  by  selfishness  to  have  the  desired  effect,  i^d  much 
less  were  the  others  of  the  company  (who  had  been  oflered  no  refusal 
of  pate)  disposed  to  act  in  his  service.  The  old  Austrian  monster  put 
on  a  grimace  compared  with  which  the  look  of  Lucifer  must  have  re- 
sembled benevolence  and  Moloch  a  Samaritan  saint.  The  Frenchman, 
with  gay  malevolence,  whispered  a  quotation  from  BriUat  Savarin, 
'Dis  nwi  ce  que  tu  manges  etje  te dirai ce  que tues;'  and  the  heavy 
Pr  ussian  growled  out  'JPotstausend  !  *  with  a  magnificent  emphasis  that 
shook  the  stage.        « 

The  stat^nent  of  the  case  is  this :  With  the  martial  consequence  of 
most  of  his  travelling  countrymen,  John  Bull  had  been  entertaining 
himself  aloud  between  the  interstices  of  his  repeater  and  pati  by  reca- 
pitulating the  great  battles  of  the  last  two  centuries.  Of  course  his 
victories  and  generalship  were  English.    Marlborough  was  made  to  go 
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OWBT  hiB  'wonderM  campaigns  once  more;  William  was  seen  agam 
immeing  into  the  midst  of  his  banded  foes ;  and  the  cocked  bat  of  Wel- 
lington difibsed  an  aureole  hj  no  means  too  agreeable  to  the  attentive 
Gaol.  The  BnU  seemed  to  have  all  the  grand  engagements  at  his 
&iger«nds ;  yoa  woold  have  imagined  that  he  had  taken  a  prominent 
part  in  each,  as  he  rattled  them  off  in  a  kind  of  triumphant  volnutary. 
He  had  contnhred  to  give  dire  o^nce'to  each  and  every  one  of  ns  before 
he  talked  half  an  hoar.  As  the  important  conflicts  in  which  the  Ger- 
man star  lost  ascendency  were  disposed  of  like  so  many  percnssion-caps, 
the  forbearing  old  monster  and  tlus  Pole  contented  themselves  with  fill- 
ing their  pipes  at  each  firesh  engagement,  as  if  disdaining  to  waste  breath 
in  VTords.  At  length  he  made  bold  to  virithdraw  Napoleon  from  his 
estate  of  oonqneror,  firom  Jena,  Austerlitz,  and  Wagram,  and  to  pit  him 
in  the  mnch-eontended  game  with  Wellington. 

'  Pooh  I  talk  of  Waterloo  !  I  tell  yon  that  tte  oursdves  won  all  that 
battle.  I  tdl  yoQ  tiie  Prossians  did  absolutely  nothing.  Blncher  came 
np  in  time  only  to  save  his  credit  and  to  carry  ofi*  a  lion's  share  of  the 
laurels.  I  tell  yoa  Bcmey  was  beaten  already,  dead  beat.  History 
shows  that.  Bemember  I  have  been  mywlf  all  over  the  field,  enough 
to  estaUish  the  proofs,  I  dumld  think ;  Heaven  knows.  Nap  could  beat 
any  thing  on  earth  but  British  bayonets,  I  grant.  His  old  guard  was 
invincible,  and  all  that ;  but  I  tell  yoa  that  a  hedge  of  Sheffield  ware, 
backed  by  a  heavy  English  regiment,  was  the  one  thing  he  cCnld  never 
pass.  Do  n't  I  tell  yoa  the  Prussians  were  ax  to  one  at  Montmirail  and 
Jena  ?  Oar  Englirii  irere  the  only  horses  that  did  n't  amflT  defeat  as 
Key  charged  on  them.' 

The  expressiooL  a(  the  Boll  during  this  ebullitioii  of  patriotism  and 
eloqoenee,  vras  pale  costard,  so  sweet,  so  sof^,  so  insipd.  A  blood  enno- 
bled by  a  tribotaiy  stream  of  Markbrunner,  mantled  in  the  Prussian's 
chedks.    The  Frendmian  also  wore  a  stormy  brow. 

'  Now  here,'  resumed  the  narrator,  as  af^  much  fumbling  in  abyrmal 
pockets,  he  piodaced,  amoi^  other  articles  of  '  bigotry  and  virtue,'  (Mrs. 
Partington  for  bijouterie  and  virtu)  a  handful  of  stray  ballets  and  rusty 
relies,  vrhidi  no  doobt  he  had  either  purloined  or  porchased  upon  seme 
field  of  fione.  *  Ton  see  these  trophies ;  they  were  given  me  by  mj 
mother's  eoosin.  Captain  the  honorable  George,  woo  gathered  thein  at 
the  foot  of  Mont  Samt  Jemn,  vrhere  he  stood  full  three  hours  in  the  thick 
of  the  fi^it     I  teU  yoo  he  was  bullet-proof     I  tell  you ' 

*Sacre  nam  de  dieu  ! '  shcuted  the  fuiioas  Frank,  dashing  the  coQee- 
tion  to  his  foeC, ' fs  ne me r^sarde pas' 

*  WelL  FeQ,  your  psfdoo.  Sir ;  perhaps  I  vras  ineonsderate.'  responded 
the  impel turUaUe  BnlL  picking  up  his  curiosities,  and  consoling  himself 
with  Ins  lepester.  *  These  thmgs  are  trifles  after  all,  like  the  ribbons 
and  orders  which  yoo  gentlemen  of  the  continent  wear ;  of  no  use  to 
any  one,  ahlioa^  they  ]deasc  their  poeseseon.  Now  it  seems  to  me 
this  furore  iat  banblai  arTnes  a  corruption  of  morals.  I  tell  you  it 
originates  in  venmhty  of  gnveramcniii  and  the  vanity  of  men.  G^.Tem- 
ments  sell  decorations,  ami  coarser?.  forw»^h,  irill  acwpt  them  ^»  titfci 
to  distinction.  I  tell  yon  thai  the  less  a  man  stands  honorably  in  hii 
own  conseieDce,  the  more  he  aims  to  appear  dixtingue  in  the  eyes  of 
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his  fellow-men.  I  tell  you  this  as  one  man  speaking  to  another,  and 
without  ofience.  In  France  they  pretend  to  reward  merit  with  orders, 
80  that  every  body  buys  one  who  pleases.  In  fact,  all  the  French  are 
imitative  animals,  and  so  the  men  all  set  to  work  decorating  themselves, 
just  like  their  emperor  Napoleon,  who  set  an  example  by  stepping  forth 
at  his  coronation  and  putting  the  crown  on  with  his  own  hands.  Now 
an  Englishman,  you  will  notice,  wears  no  such  crachats  * 

'Mafoi  I  dest  bien  distingvs,*  interrupted  the  Fran^ais,  a  singular 
smile  lighting  up  his  countenance  which  a  moment  ago  had  been  dark 
as  Jiura.  I  could  not  help  remarking  the  sudden  alteration  in  his  whole 
demeanor ;  nor  could  I  conjecture  at  the  time  that  the  change  was  oc- 
casioned by  a  secret  inspiration  of  malice. 

It  was  pretty  plaiii,  in  the  mean  while,  that  the  Saxon  potations  were 
doing  their  work  on  the  Bull's  head  in  the  dense  dry  atmosphere. 

'  I  would  entreat  you,  meinheerj  not  to  cock  your  pistol  in  my  face,* 
observed  the  monster,  fixing  his  grave  eyes  full  upon  our  hero,  who  was 
now  busy  overhauling  a  small  private  arsenal  from  among  the  contents 
of  his  sac  de  nuit. 

*  Ow ! '  ejaculated  the  latter,  with  a  side-start  firom  his  appalling 
interlocutor.  '  Cluite  unintentional,  believe  me,  Sir.  Beside,  gentle- 
men, I  am  the  last  person  to  have  recourse  to  desperate  means,  although 
I  am  familiar  enough  with  them,  too,  on  occasion.  I  make  it  a  rule 
always  to  travel  armed.  I  tell  you  a  gentleman  always  should  ;  one 
commands  more  respect  when  he  journeys  well  armed,  and  it  is  ever 
as  well  to  go  prepared.' 

*  To  be  forewarned  is  better  than  to  be  forearmed,'  interposed  the  Pole, 
significantly. 

'  Will  you  do  me  honor  to  accept  a  cigar  ?  '  asked  the  Parisian,  light- 
ing a  peculiarly  bad  one  on  his  own  account. 

'  I  never  smoke,'  answered  the  Bull,  munching  something  out  of  a 
brown  paper. 

*  I  do,'  remarked  the  Prussian,  quietly,  as  a  volume,  like  a  rushing 
avalanche,  issued  from  the  gorge  amid  his  beard. 

*  Whew ! '  sighed  the  Bull,  nearly  slitting  his  breast  open  with  his 
broad  cheese-dirk-knife,  during  a  dodge  to  avoid  sufibcation. 

'  *  Fine  travelling  this,'  monologised  the  tranquil  Pole,  corking  the 
wicker-bottle,  which  had  now  suffered  the  last  stage  of  depletion. 

'Potstausend  I  yaw  ! '  moaned  the  spiritual  Prussian,  without  relax- 
ing his  hold  on  the  prodigious  pipe. 

' ,*  grunted  the  monster,  eloquently, 

through  his  short  pipe. 

*  The  air  is  delicious ;  it  reminds  me  of  the  Pnerta  del  Sol,'  declared 
the  Frenchman,  looking  at  Bull  with  a  face  full  of  triiunphant  mischief. 
'N^est  ce  pas  monsieur  V  Anglais  7  ' 

*  Certainly,*  sputtered  our  hero,  with  a  doubtful  eye,  helping  himself 
to  a  somewhat  thinner  slice.     *  Oh !  certainly,  what  Puerta  ?  * 

*Ah!  the  messieurs  Anglais  like  information — a  good  sign.  The 
Puerta  is  an  anc'ent  place  in  Madrid  where  the  elite  of  the  citizens  re^ 
sort,  enveloped  in  mantles,  to  bask  in  the  light  of  the  sun  and  the  lux- 
ury of  a  cigarUle.    But  here,  you  perceive,  we  have  the  supervening 
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pleasure  of  locomotion ;  in  the  best  society  and  tobacco  (bowing  to  the 
oompany  and  their  pipes)  one  finds  himself  again  in  the  golden  age.' 

A  gratulatorybow  and  a  replenished  bottle  were  passed  all  round  on 
the  heels  of  this  delightful  sentiment. 

*  Well,  de  gustibtis  non,'  muttered  the  Bull,  in  «nder-tone,  preparing 
to  dispose  of  the  unfinished  fragments  of  his  supper  out  the  window, 
which  he  took  great  precaution  to  leave  open.  But  a  great  pudgy  hand 
was  poked  forth  on  the  part  of  the  monster,  and  the  casement  instantly 
fell  as  low  as  the  countenance  of  John  Bull  himself.  Fortunately  for 
him,  at  this  juncture  we  entered  Hheinfelde. 


Feath4r  Ritm',  Oak 


SONG    OF    labor:    the    miner. 

The  eastern  sky  is  blushing  red, 

The  distant  hill-top  glowing ; 
The  brook  is  murmuring  in  its  bed, 

In  idle  frolics  flowing : 
T  is  time  the  pick-axe  and  the  spade 

And  iron  '  TOM '  were  ringing ; 
And  with  ourselves,  tlie  mountain's  stream, 

A  song  of  labor  singmg. 

The  mountain  air  is  cool  and  fresh ; 

Unclouded  skies  bend  o'er  us ; 
Broad  placers,  rich  in  hidden  gold, 

Lie  temptingly  before  us : 
Then  lightly  ply  the  pick  and  spade 

With  sinews  strong  and  lusty : 
A  golden  *  pill '  is  quickly  made, 

Wherever  clauns  are  '  dusty.' 

We  ask  no  magic  MroAS'  wand, 

Nor  wizard-rod  divining ; 
The  pick-axe,  spade,  and  brawny  hand 

Are  sorcerers  in  mining : 
We  toil  for  hard  and  yellow  gold, 

No  bogus  bank-notes  taking ; 
The  bank,  we  trust,  though  growmg  old, 

Will  better  pay  by  breaking. 

There  is  no  manlier  Hfo  than  ours, 

A  life  amid  the  mountains, 
Where  from  the  hill-sides,  rich  in  gold, 

Are  welling  sparkling  fountains : 
A  mighty  army  of  the  hills, 

Like  some  strong  giant  labors 
To  gather  spoil  by  earnest  toil. 

And  not  by  robbing  neighbors  I 

When  labor  closes  with  the  day, 

To  simple  fare  returning, 
We  gather  in  a  merry  group 

Around  the  carap-ftres  burning ; 
The  mountain  sod  our  couch  at  night. 

The  stars  shine  bright  above  us ; 
We  think  of  home,  and  fall  asleep 

To  dream  of  those  who  loye  us.  j.  Swan. 
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THE     OLD     poet's     LAMENT. 

Whence  has  tho  spirit  of  poesy  flown 

That  its  power  no  longer  is  mine  ? 

Why  shunned  by  tlio  heavenly  Nine, 
That  they  no  more  my  numbers  own  ? 

Is  it  that  Time  is  casting  now 

A  low'ring  cloud-shade  on  my  brow  ? 

Why  are  the  fountains  of  my  youth, 

Whose  wellings  erst  so  soon  supplied 

The  waters  of  emotion's  tide, 
Now  parched  by  that  consuming  drouth 

Which  scars  to  stone  the  kindling  eye 

That  once  could  moisten  at  a  sigh? 

Why  now  to  me  no  charm  in  sound, 

IIow  soft  so  e'er  its  cadence  fall 

On  Echo's  car,  whose  answering  call 
Lends  rapture  to  the  groves  around. 

Till  every  deep,  sequestered  glen 

Is  vocal  with  the  wandering  strain  ? 

Where  now  the  pencils  angels  use, 

As  Evening  mounts  her  throne  on  high 

Dispensing  glory  round  the  sky, 
To  paint  on  clouds  the  gorgeous  hues 

Which  are  but  transient  glories  given  • 

To  win  us  to  that  radiant  Heaven  ? 

Where  now  the  electric  fire  that  flowed 

Like  lightning  in  the  summer  sky. 

When  Passion  kindled  young  Love's  eye, 
And  on  the  cheek  of  Beauty  glowed, 

Causing  the  life-tide  of  the  heart 

With  rapture's  thrill  so  oft  to  start? 

They  'ro  numbered  now  with  pleasures  pas^ 

13ut  dimly  tniced  on  memory's  page, 

O'er  which  I  drop  the  tears  of  age ; 
In  vain  regret  that  Life's  wild  blast 

So  soon  should  scatter  on  my  way 

The  emblems  of  my  youth's  decay. 

But  as  tho  voyager  to  some  shoro 

Of  light  and  beauty  o'er  the  sea, 

Sees  home  in  distance  fade  away, 
Knowing  to  hijn  't  is  home  no  more, 

And  heaves  a  sigh,  while  Hope  boguilei 

With  visions  of  that  land  of  smiles : 

So  I,  with  sorrow,  bid  adieu  ^ 

To  all  my  youth's  departing  joy ; 

In  hope  of  bliss  without  alloy, 
In  that  bright  land  whoso  distant  view 

Like  sim-ht  mountain-summits  seems 

Up-rising  in  a  land  of  dreams.  ».  x.  k. 
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MOULTS    FROM    THE    WING    OF    A    WHITE    BLACK-BIRD. 


VBXBLT  TBAKBLATn)  FBOM  TUB  FKSKCH  OF  AUTllBD  DB  in7S6>T. 


y  BATUBB     BBTBir. 


It  took  me  about  six  weeks  of  mental  incubation  to  hatch  my  first 
work,  which  was  a  complete  poem,  in  no  less  than  forty-eight  cantos. 
Of  course,  it  contained  a  few  slight  redundancies,  oWing  to  the  rapid 
manner  in  which  it  was  dashed  off;  but  Ij:eflected  with  complacency 
upon  the  railway  and  feuilletan  literature  of  the  day,  and  beheld  in 
the  comparison  a  reflection  of  my  great  success. 

The  sole  subject  of  my  poem  was  Egomet  —  I  Myself.  There  was 
nothing  original  in  that ;  but  then  I  recounted  my  past  sufferings  with 
copious  gushes  of  sentiment —  letting  the  reader  into  a  vast  number  of 
details  of  the  most  harrowing  nature  —  to  myself.  It  was  in  descrip- 
tion, however,  that  I  principally  shone ;  that  of  the  sauce-pan  on  which 
my  mother  had  nidificated,  occupying  no  less  than  fourteen  cantos.  I 
painted,  with  magic  words,  the  outside  of  that  cherished  utensil.  I 
enumerated,  with  artistic  minuteness,  every  crack,  dinge,  and  cleft  in  it ; 
counting  the  nails,  the  rust-spots,  and  the  scratches  ;  showing  it  side- 
ways, edgeways,  upside-down,  and  in  every  possible  point  of  view. 
Thence  I  passed  to  the  interior,  where  I  immortalized  each  fragment 
of  straw,  of  grass,  and  of  withered  leaf — not  forgetting  the  little  bits 
of  stick  and  of  gravel,  the  drops  of  water,  the  mortal  remains  of 
departed  flies,  and  the  crumbling  dkbris  of  dilapidated  cock-chafers. 
It  was  an  inspired  description,  couched  in  language  worthy  of  such  an 
exalted  theme ;  but  I  took  good  care  not  to  over-stuff  my  stanzas  with 
it.  People  might  have  skipped  it  if  I  had  :  so  I  cunningly  interlaced 
it  through  the  narrative,  with  a  twist  here  and  a  twist  there,  following 
up  the  most  thrilling  incident  or  striking  situation  with  about  fifteen 
stanzas  of  sauce-pan. 

This,  I  fancy,  was  a  master-stroke  of  art ;  but  I  make  no  secret  of  it^ 
preferring  to  communicate  it  for  the  benefit  of  literary  aspirants. 

Featherdom  was  electrified  when  my  poem  came  out.  My  vouch- 
safed revelations  were  devoured  with  eagerness ;  for,  not  only  did  I  treat 
my  public  to  an  immense  mass  of  personal  memoirs,  but  I  even  favored 
them  with  an  outline  of  all  the  reveries  that  had  hovered  about  my 
head  from  down-hood ;  indeed,  I  made  up  one  page  with  an  ode  com- 
posed by  me  whilst  still  in  the  eg^ ;  a  spirited  production,  setting  forth, 
in  trumpet-tones,  the  necessity  for  speedily  getting  rid  of  the  yolk. 

I  suddenly  became  famous,  dwelling  in  a  fragrant  atmosphere  of 
flattery,  rendered  all  the  balmier  by  pleasant  showers  of  complimentary 
messages,  verses,  and  even  declarations  of  love.  But  to  all  such'  I 
remained  consistently  impervious,  obstinately  shutting  myself  up  from 
the  world  in  general. 

On  one  occasion,  iowever,  I  relaxed  the  severity  of  my  solitude,  in 
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favor  of  two  strangers  who  called  upon  me.  One  was  a  Senegalese 
black-bird,  and  the  other,  a  member  of  the  family  from  the  Wall  of 
China. 

*  Sir,*  cried  ! 'le  Senegalese,  with  enthusiasm,  *  what  a  black-bird  you 
are,  to  be  sure !  I  salute  you  with  the  respect  due  to  exalted  genius  ! 
Let  me  sympathize  with  your  griefs,  as  I  have  derived  consolation  finom 
your  pictures  of  them.  Accept  this  sonnet,  as  a  small  tribute  of  ad- 
miration from  one  whose  heart  is  not  entirely  smothered  by  his  sorrows.* 

*  Great  poet !  *  said  the  Celestial,  *  you  should  have  been  one  of  us. 
Then,  your  portrait  would  have  been  published  upon  many  dishes  and 
plates,  as  those  of  my  ancestors  have  been  upon  the  world-wide  willow- 
pattern.  Take,  in  token  of  my  consideration,  this  little  canzonet,  com- 
posed J)y  my  wife  upon  a  passage  in  your  preface.* 

*  Gentle  strangers,*  returned  I,  *  you  appear  to  me  to  be  gifted  with 
minds  capable  of  appreciating  true  greatness.  But,  pardon  me  for 
asking  the  cause  of  the  profound  melancholy  with  which  you  both  seem 
to  be  so  deeply  tinged  ?  * 

'Ah  ! '  replied  he  of  Senegal,  '  do  you  not  perceive  the  dreadful  cause 
of  my  deep  dejection  —  the  poison  of  my  life-cup  —  my  chronic  afflic- 
tion ?  Look  at  me !  It  is  true,  that  my  plumage  is  well  enough  to 
l(k)k  at ;  indeed,  my  neck  has  been  compared,  for  gorgeousneas,  to  that 
of  a  duck :  but,  then,  my  bill  is  ridiculously  short,  and  my  feet  are 
much  too  large ;  and  don't  you  perceive  something  painftilly  ludicrous 
in  the  expression  of  my  tail  ?  Why,  it  is  more  than  one  third  of  my 
whole  length !  —  a  circumstance,  you  must  allow,  calculated  to  adul- 
terate the  balmiest  auspices  of  one's  existence.* 

*And,  as  for  me,*  said  the  Chinese,  gloomily,  *  harder  still  is  my  lot ; 
for,  if  my  brother,  here,  works  out  his  destiny  by  sweeping  the  streets 
with  his  tail,  the  blackguard  young  sparrows  of  the  gutter  jeer  at  ma 
because  I  have  little  or  none.* 

*  My  friends,*  remarked  I,  as  my  visitors  hopped  about  in  great  appar 
rent  mental  agony, '  your  tales  are  both  touching :  there  are  many  good 
things,  indeed,  of  which  it  is  unfbrtunate  to  possess  either  too  much  or 
too  little.  Let  me  implore  you,  however,  to  take  example  fix)m  the 
equanimity  of  those  excellent  fowls  that  adorn  our  popular  museums. 
Stuffed  with  tow,  there  they  tranquilly  abide  for  ever,  troubling  not 
themselves  about  their  tails,  and,  what  is  of  still  greater  consequence, 
perfectly  easy  on  the  score  of  their  bills.  Another  consideration  in  your 
favor  is,  that,  with  the  assistance  of  your  many  griefe,  you  may  yet 
become  white  ;  a  condition  which  appears  to  me  to  be  indispensable  to 
the  development  of  true  genius.' 

rSATHSK        BIOUT. 

The  calm  beneath  which  I  strove  to  conceal  my  anguish  of  mind,  was 
entirely  affected  ;  for  my  secret  thoughts  were  of  the  dreadful  isolation 
to  which  I  was  doomed,  and  the  inevitable  solitary  singleness  of  my 
dim  future.  With  the  glad  spring-time,  came  increased  melancholy ; 
and  I  was  on  the  point  of  subsiding  into  a  state  of  hopeless  despondency, 
when  an  unforeseen  circumstance  gave,  I  may  literally  say,  a  decided 
color  to  the  rest  of  my  existence.    A  letter  reached  me  by  the  pigeon- 
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post  from  England,  in  which  country  my  works  had  become  popular  ; 
with  the  reading  public  from  theii  merits,  and  with  the  host  of  authors, 
from  the  fine  field  afforded  by  them  for  appropriation  —  *  cribbing/  I 
think  they  call  it  upon  that  side  of  the  Channel.  The  letter  was  in- 
dited in  a  female  claw,  and  ran  thus : 

'Object  of  mt  Affbctions  :  I  have  perused  your  effusions,  and  the  deep  admiration 
of  the  author  with  which  they  have  imoued  my  spirit,  has  wrought  me  to  the  resolution 
of  bestowing  upon  him  my  pinion  and  my  heart.  Physically,  as  well  as  intellectually, 
Hearen  has  created  as  for  each  other ;  for  I,  like  you,  am  indeed  a  white  black-bird. 

'  Thine,  and  thine  only,  Merlkttb.' 

Words  cannot  describe  my  state  of  mind  upon  the  receipt  of  this 
communication.  I  hastened  to  reply  to  the  fair  unknown,  couching  my 
aTowal  in  a  strain  which  proved  us  to  be  already  one  in  spirit.  '  ShaU 
I,'  asked  I,  '  fly  to  you  from  Paris  to  England,  or  will  it  be  more  judi- 
cious for  you  to  fly  to  me  from  England  to  Paris  ?  '  —  and,  as  I  penned 
the  words,  I  felt  deeply  how  much  depended  upon  the  state  of  the  wind. 

She  replied,  that  family  circumstances,  over  which  she  had  no  con- 
trol, rendered  it  imperative  on  her  to  take  the  initiative  ;  that  she  had 
prepared  every  thing  for  flight,  and  that  I  might  expect  her  at  Paris 
forthwith. 

And  when  she  came,  dear  me  I  I  thought  it  was  a  little  cloud  of  dia- 
mond dust.  Pipe-clay  would  have  made  a  black  mark  upon  her ;  she 
was  whiter  than  the  snow-flakes  —  whiter  than  I  was  myself !  * 

*  Beautiful  Lily  of  British  growth  I '  exclaimed  I,  with  fervor,  *  sanc- 
tified to  me  are  my  past  sorrows,  and  blessed  the  by-gone  kicks  settled 
upon  me  by  my  indulgent  parent,  since  heaven  has  had  in  store  for  me 
such  a  consolation  as  this  !  Hitherto  have  I  deemed  eternal  solitude  to 
have  been  my  allotted  destiny ;  but  now  I  already  begin  to  imagine 
myself  surrounded  by  a  numerous  progeny.  Let  us  at  once  have  our 
nuptials  performed  with  due  ceremony,  but  in  a  private  and  unpretend- 
ing fashion ;  after  which,  we  can  commence  our  wedding-tour  by  a 
short  flight  to  the  Alps.* 

*  Not  so,'  replied  she ;  *  on  the  contrary,  I  wish  our  marriage-ceremony 
to  be  one  of  great  splendor.  Let  the  private  marriages  of  whigh  you 
speak,  be  reserved  for  the  cats  of  the  house-top.  Get  thee  forth  to  the 
forests  and  the  fields,  and  bid  all  the  birds  of  the  air  to  our  festivities.' 

The  arrangements  were  made  in  obedience  to  the  commands  of  my 
betrothed ;  and,  on  the  following  day,  our  pinions  were  joined  by  the 
Reverend  Doctor  Cormorant,  a  fashionable  Archbishop  from  the  neigh- 
boring sea.  The  festival  was  one  of  Oriental  magnificence  :  all  the 
birds  of  the  air  were  there,  and  ten  thousand  bushels  of  flies  were  con- 
sumed at  the  banquet.  But  every  thing  was  eclipsed  by  the  brilliancy 
of  the  ball  —  which  the  Pelican  of  the  Wilderness  was  subsequently 
heard  to  characterize  as  *  the  greatest  hop  he  had  seen  since  the  days 
of  the  Peacock  at  home.' 

To  me,  my  newly-acquired  wife  appeared  the  very  ideal  of  perfec- 
tion. Probably,  some  persons  might  have  thought  her  somewhat  head- 
strong and  supercilious,  and  even  a  little  afiected ;  but  all  such  mani- 
festations were  surely  nothing  but  the  lingering  eflects  of  her  native 
fog,  and  would  speedily  disappear  beneath  more  propitious  skies  and 
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milder  influences.  If  any  thing  occurred  which  could  give  me  a  mo- 
ment's uneasiness,  it  was  her  occasional  mysterious  retirement  firom  the 
world  in  general,  on  which  occasions,  even  I,  her  lawM  spouse,  was 
£3rbidden  her  presence ;  but  as,  after  those  little  recesses,  she  always 
appeared  whiter  and  more  radiant  than  ever,  I  was  fain  to  take  it  for 
granted  that  the  solidity  of  the  English  character  lent  its  tone  of  deli- 
beration even  to  the  aflairs  of  the  toilet.  '' 

As  time  wore  on,  developments  of  character  took  place  which  both 
astonished  and  gratified  me.  In  fact,  I  discovered  that  my  Merlette 
was  an  authoress  ;  and,  from  the  specimens  of  her  composition  with  a 
sight  of  which  shb  favored  me,  I  perceived,  with  delight  and  gratitude, 
that  I  had  indeed  been  so  fortunate  as  to  secure  a  companion  whose 
intellectual  endowments  rendered  her  a  fitting  mate  for  a  bird  of  my 
genius.  The  facility  of  her  efibrts  in  the  literary  line  was  remarkable. 
For  her  subjects,  she  usually  selected  local  incidents  of  the  historico- 
dramatic  class,  such  as  the  domestic  tragedies  in  private  life  which 
occasionally  transpire  within  the  limited  circle  of  the  frog-pond  ;  and 
once,  I  recollect,  a  harrowing  case  of  suicide  by  a  lizard,  furnished  her 
with  material  for  a  thrilling  poem.  In  her  graver  satires,  she  never 
neglected  to  aim  a  passing  blow  at  the  existing  government,  while  she 
dilated  upon  the  liberty  of  the  subject.  No  scruples  of  conscience,  no 
doubts  or  misgivings  on  the  score  of  information,  ever  checked  her  in 
her  onward  career  of  letters.  She  was,  in  truth,  the  very  type  and  re- 
presentative of  the  literary,  transcendental,  hen  black-bird ;  and  if 
any  thing,  at  this  period  of  our  union,  ever  occurred  to  disturb  the  peace 
of  my  hopeful  heart,  it  was  that,  as  she  rehearsed  oracularly  and  with 
sybilline  gestures  her  most  eflective  compositions,  there  strangely  and 
mysteriously  radiated  from  her  a  cloud  of  white  dust,  which  distributed 
itself  in  a  manner  exceedingly  aggravating  to  the  eyes  and  nostrils. 
Then,  I  thought  of  her  as  she  came  to  me  from  across  the  Channel  liko 
a  little  cloud  of  diamond-dust ;  and  my  mind  became  almost  imsettled 
with  strange  associations  of  all  I  had  ever  heard  about  the  white  cli&  of 
Old  England,  Chalk  Farm,  and  cretaceous  formations  in  general. 

One  day  —  it  was  in  the  depth  of  mid-smnmer —  as  Merlette  recited, 
with  much  animation,  a  poem  of  great  length  and  vigor,  upon  which 
she  had  been  for  some  time  engaged,  I  perceived  that  the  beads  of  per* 
spiration  which  rolled  from  her  intellectual  brow,  left,  in  their  passage, 
very  visible  traces  or  streaks  of  a  blackish,  or  rather,  of  a  rusty,  ferru- 
ginous tint,  similar,  in  their  general  efl^ct,  to  the  bars  of  that  domestio 
implement  known  to  the  children  of  men  as  a  gridiron.  When  I  had 
recovered  from  the  transient  stupor  into  which  I  was  thrown  by  this 
startling  circumstance,  I  delicately  drew  my  wife's  attention  to  her 
painfully  increasing  pie-baldness,  and  requested  her  to  favor  me,  if  pos- 
sible, with  an  explanation  of  the  phenomenon.  For  a  moment,  the 
untoward  discovery  appeared  to  have  deprived  her  of  her  usual  presence 
of  mind  ;  but  soon,  her  natural  ajpiomh  came  to  her  assistance,  and  she 
assured  me  that  it  had  ever  been  thus  in  her  highest  moments  of  inspi- 
ration ;  that  it  was  a  constitutional  weakness,  over  which  she  had  no 
control ;  and  that,  surely,  nothing  could  be  more  natural  than  for  per- 
sons of  strong  literary  tastes  to  be  subject  to  an  insensible  perspiration 
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of  ink.  But  my  mind  was  far  from  being  satisfied  with  the  explana- 
tion ;  and  I  prayed  unceasingly  for  a  break-up  of  the  weather,  in  order 
that  I  might  have  an  opportunity  of  submitting  my  dearly-beloved  wife 
to  the  test  of  a  shower  of  rain. 

But  it  was  i^d-summer,  and  an  obstinate  drought  daily  gave  new 
ligns  of  a  determination  to  continue  its  dryness.  During  my  literary 
career,  however,  I  had  acquired  a  habit  of  abandoning  myself  to  my 
feehngs  whenever  a  passage  of  uncommon  pathos  or  tenderness  wrought 
itself  out  in  my  mind,  and  this,  added  to  the  natural  sensibility  of  my 
temperament,  gave  me  such  mastery  over  my  lachrymatory  apparatus, 
that  I  could  always,  without  difficulty,  produce  a  torrent  of  tears  at 
will.  These  ebullitions  of  feeling  used  to  please  my  wife ;  for  the 
pride  of  females  is  ever  elated  by  such  exhibitions  of  masculine  weak- 
ness ;  and  so,  one  evening,  determined  at  all  hazards  to  know  the  worst, 
I  addressed  myself  to  her  as  follows  : 

*  0  partner  of  hiy  joys  and  toils,  dearly-beloved  and  only  object  of  my 
afiections,  without  whom  my  dreary  days  would  resemble  nothing  so 
much  as  a  detachment  of  nightmares,  defiling  through  a  Yale  of  Tears  I 
Sun  of  my  existence !  by  whose  genial  rays  the  latent  ideas  of  this  poor 
brain  are  developed,  and  fructify  into  useful  productiveness  —  when  I 
reflect  on  what  I  migJU  have  been  but  for  the  providential  discovery 
of  thy  sympathy,  and  upon  what  I  am  by  the  grace  of  thy  remarkable 
and  cheering  support,  the  wholesome  tears  well  copiously  from  their 
heart-stirred  cistern,  and  thus,  thus,  do  I  shed  o'er  thee  the  glad  rain- 
drops of  my  earnest  gratitude !  * 

And,  as  the  cataract  of  hot  tears  descended  upon  my  wife,  a  visible 
diange  came  over  her.  Feather  after  feather  blotted  forth  in  their 
original  rustiness,  until,  after  a  few  minutes*  application  of  my  decom- 
posing process,  I  found  myself  weeping  over  a  plain,  unwhitewashed, 
ordinary,  disenchanted  hen  black-bird. 

What  could  I  do  ?  what  could  I  say  ?  Reproaches  would  have  been 
worse  than  useless. 

From  depositions  which  I  subsequently  obtained,  in  connection  with 
,  my  celebrated  divorce  case,  it  appeared  that  the  fraud  of  which  I  had 
thus  become  the  victim,  was  eflected  by  means  of  a  sufficiently  simple 
chemical  process.  The  wretched  creature,  of  whom  I  was  the  dupe, 
had  stealthily  followed  the  foot-steps  of  a  vender  of  that  mystic  fluid 
mendaciously  palmed  ofl*  upon  viridescent  Londoners  as  milk  ;  a  brief 
immersion  in  a  vessel  of  which,  during  the  temporary  absence  of  the 
proprietor,  produced  an  effect  more  delicate  than  that  of  the  most 
elaborated  Parian ;  and  doubtless,  her  mysterious  retirements  were  em- 
ployed upon  the  subsequent  retouchings  necessary  to  keep  up  the 
deception. 

My  dream  was  broken.  EcHpsed  by  British  chalk  was  the  plaster 
of  my  native  Paris  I 

VBATHIB       ZrilCB. 

Determined  to  quit  the  scene  of  my  disgrace,  and,  abandoning  the 
career  of  letters,  to  seek  some  boundless  desert,  imfanned  by  the  wing 
of  female  duplicity,  there  to  await  in  philosophic  solitude  the  allotted 
close  of  my  hapless  career,  I  launched  myself  into  the  air,  and  the 
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wind,  which  is  the  chance  of  birds,  carried  me  once  more  to  the  wood 
of  Mortfontaine. 

Every  body  was  asleep  there  ;  every  body  except  the  Nightingale, 
who  still  chanted  his  solitary  nocturnal  ode,  pouring  forth,  upon  the 
distilled  frajifrance  of  the  forest-night,  his  gratitude  to  the  Bemg  who 
had  made  him  so  much  greater  a  lyrist  than  the  laureates  of  the  race 
of  men ;  and  so  freely  did  he  impart  his  confidences  to  the  listening 
solitude,  that  I  could  not  refrain  from  approaching  and  thus  addressing 
him: 

*  Happy  vocalist !  persevering  volunteer  of  songs  to  which  there  is 
never  a  lack  of  listeners !  well  may  you  waken  'Qie  night-echoes  with 
your  liquid  melody !  for  you  are  blessed  in  the  possession  of  a  charming 
wife,  and  an  interesting  brood  of  fledgelings.  You  have  a  warm  nest, 
pleasant  companions,  the  cheerful  moon-light,  and  no  politics.  Beside 
you,  Kubini  and  Rossini  sink  into  insignificance,  for  you  surpass  the  one 
m  execution,  and  anticipate  the  strains  of  the  other.  I,  too,  have  sung, 
laboriously ;  but  with  what  a  difTerent  result !  Pray,  Sir,  can  I  previul 
upon  you  to  impart  your  secret  ?  * 

*  Certainly,'  said  the  Nightingale,  *  but  it  is  n't  what  you  seem  to 
suspect.  My  wife,  whom  you  talk  about,  is  a  perfect  nuisance,  and  I 
hate  her.  I  love  the  Rose  —  the  Rose !  Saadi  the  Persian  has  men- 
tioned the  circumstance.  'T  is  for  her  that  my  throat-pipe  trembles 
the  live-long  night ;  but  she  sleeps  and  hears  me  not.  Even  now, 
while  I  whisper,  there  slumbers  within  her  closed  calyx  an  ancient  and 
grizzly  Beetle ;  and,  at  dawn,  when,  heart-sick  and  weary,  I  seek  my 
rest,  then  will  she  unfold  her  charms,  and  a  Bee  will  feed  upon  h€»r 
heart.* 


THE       CHILD-    WIFE. 

•  RicBHrr  T  p'^ruslnfT  that  afTwctlnR  chapter  in  'Pavit  CoTPwnrimf  i>  *  which  detertb^^  the  death 
of  Doha.  I  discovorwil  th«  following  '  iinpr-'Tnptii  parapbraae,'  written  upon  th«  margia  Should 
you  •ODceire  it  worthy  of  puhlicatlon,  it  is  at  your  service. '  Notb  to  tu«  S'ditor. 

Among  the  ch<«nffiiiff  pictures 

That  throng    uis  Ticart  of  minc^ 
Is  one  of  fh^e,  ..iv  child-wife, 

That  seemeth  iialf-dirine. 
All  noiselessly  thoii*'rt  sfcalinp^ 

Like  sun-sHine  through  the  gloom, 
And  to  my  presence  sliding, 
'  Id  all  t^ine  early  bloom. 

ThoQ  wert  a  frail,  sweet  blossom, 

That  opened  by  my  side, 
And  only  bloomed  tlie  brighter 

When  all  was  dark  beside. 
There  seems  a  living  presence 

This  moment  in  my  room, 
And  the  light  of  thy  still  beautr 

Beams  o  er  me,  from  the  tomo. 

Myown,  my  darling  Dora  ! 

Thy  memory  is  to  me 
A  guiding-star  above  Life's  path  -~ 

A  beacon  o*er  its  sea : 
And,  by  that  low,  fond  blessing. 

That  last  dear  smile  of  thine, 
I  know  that  I  shall  meet  thee 

In  Hearen,  to  clasp  thee  mine. 
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TO  HT         OLD  COAT. 

The  time,  though  very,  very  long  approaching^ 

Has  surely,  steadily,  been  coming  on, 
like  a  ^1  tide,  resistlessly  encroaching 

Upon  the  days  when  thou  wert  '  quite  the  ton.* 
Old  ooat  I  thou  'rt  dear,  e*en  from  association 

With  those  who  were  my  friends  in  other  days : 
Some  have  been  &ithful  through  much  tribulation ; 

And  some  have  ta'en  offence,  and  gone  their  ways. 

But  thou  hast  e'er  been  true,  through  sun  and  shadow, 

Through  summer's  heat,  and  winter's  nipping  cold: 
A  friend  devoted  as  I  ever  had ;  oh  I 

Many  friends  thou  sham^st,  garment  old  I 
I  well  remember  where  and  when  I  bought  thee  ; 

The  very  morning  —  yes,  and  e'en  thy  price ; 
And  how,  in  all  sincerity,  I  thought  thee 

Worthy  a  king  to  wear  —  so  neat  and  nice  I 

And  how  the  pavi^  then,  I  promenaded, 

To  show  the  feshionable  world  thy  charms ; 
And — but  thy  pristine  beauties  all  hav^  faded, 

Since  first  I  was  enfolded  in  thine  arms. 
Full  many  a  gay  assemblage  we  've  delighted  I 

Thou,  by  thine  elegance,  and  I  by  thee ; 
And  suitors  by  their  damsels  have  been  slighted, 

Because,  forsooth,  thy  folds  encircled  me ! 

At  festive  routs — to  church,  full  oft,  together  — 

To  weddings,  and  to  burials  of  the  dead  — 
We  've  jogged  along,  through  every  sort  of  weather. 

Forgetting  Fate  could' clip  thy  being's  thread: 
And,  though  thou  long  hast  seemed  to  others  seedy, 

To  me,  unchanging  hast  thou  been ;  but  now, 
I  fear  philanthropists  may  deem  me  needy. 

And  kindly  bid  me  hold  the  parish-plough. 

And,  conscious  that  true  charity  at  home  beg^neth, 

I  've  listened  to  the  voice  of  '  common-sense ;  * 
Though  feeling  it  against  thee  sadly  sinneth, 

In  offering,  by  way  of  recompense, 
Such  poor  return  for  sendee  thou  hast  done  mo ; 

And,  in  the  hour  of  thine  infirmities, 
Bidding  me  lay  aside  those  folds,  which  won  me, 

In  by-gone  days,  the  smiles  of  brightest  eyes. 

The  tear  that  on  my  eye-lid  now  is  welling. 

Thus  tenderly  I  'U  wipe  upon  thy  sleeve ; 
And,  with  a  heart  with  honest  sorrow  swelling. 

Thee  'mid  the  relics  of  the  past  I  leave. 
Farewell  I  I  Tl  keep  thee  safe  from  Hebrew  peddler, 

Nor  part  with  thee,  old  friend  I  to  rich  or  poor: 
Safe  from  the  prying  glance  of  curious  meddler 

Retaining  thee,  till  coats  I  need  no  more.  Pobbb  Vitaht. 

VOL.  XLIII.  16 
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FLOOD       AND       POG. 

Having  read  much  about  the  fossil  remains  on  the  bay-flhore  of  Cmn- 
berland  county,  Nova-Scotia,  I  conceived  a  strong  desire  to  viiit  the 
place  for  the  sake  of  procuring  some  specimens.  I  went  ftoat  Saint* 
John  to  Dorchester,  where  my  old  friend,  Budd,  was  engaged  in  the 
lofty  practice  of  medicine ;  and,  after  much  trouble,  managed  to  ovor* 
come  his  constitutional  laziness,  and  induce  him  to  accompany  me. 

We  hired  a  small  sloop,  and  left  the  village  on  onr  scientific  exenr- 
sion ;  and  in  a  short  time  crossed  the  swift  current  at  the  mouth  6[  the 
river  Petit  Codiac.  Here  the  tides  are  higher  than  in  any  other  pert 
of  the  world ;  rising  seventy  feet,  and  sometimes  mm. 

'  That  is  a  wonderful  river,'  said  Budd  to  me,  after  we  had  ewaped 
an  eddy ;  *  a  wonderftd  river.  It  is  fifty  miles  long,  and  at  low  tide 
^ou  will  find  it  almost  entirely  empty ;  a  muddy  channel  alone  mmriL* 
mg  the  spot  where  the  waters  rolled.  It  ib  worthy  of  a  visit,  on  acooont 
of  the  striking  phenomena  connected  with  it.  When  the  tide  riaea,  the 
waters  of  the  bay  roll  in,  with  a  long  series  of  successive  waves,  form- 
ing a  flood  six  feet  in  height  through  the  whole  coarse  of  the  liver. 
There  is  a  noise  like  thimder,  and  a  sublime  confusion  of  chaotic  Ibsin 
and  eddies,  as  the  great  reflux  takes  place.  And  when  the  tide  is  fidl- 
ing,  as  now,  nothing  can  withstand  the  fury  of  its  ouirent.  It  flows 
swifUy  along,  carrying  every  thing  in  its  course,  far  out  into  the  hay.' 

'  It  is,  then,  a  really  remarkable  river,'  I  replied.  '  I  had  no  idea  that 
such  was  the  case.  I  should  not  soon  forget  a  sight  like  the  <Hie  yon 
mentioned,  were  I  once  a  witness  of  it.' 

'  Forget  it ! '  cried  Budd,  *  no ;  and  if  you  were  so  unfortunate  av 
once  to  be  at  the  mercy  of  that  flood,  the  name  of  Petit  Codiac  would 
for  ever  be  a  name  of  horror  I  It  was  so  with  me ;  for  down  that 
furious  tide  I  once  was  borne  helplessly,  and  out  into  the  sea.  As  we 
are  at  leisure,  I  will  tell  you  about  it.     It  may  interest  you.' 

'  By  all  means,  tell  it.' 

'  On  one  of  my  visits  to  the  Bend,  a  settlement  not  far  up  the  river, 
I  went  on  board  a  schooner,  to  see  about  a  passage  to  St.  John.  No 
one  being  on  board,  I  walked  about  for  a  time,  and  at  length  a  boyish 
desire  seized  me  to  get  into  the  boat,  and  sit  there.  It  was  a  whim,  and 
I  acted  upon  it  most  thoughtlessly.  The  boat  was  a  little,  round,  cockle- 
shell of  a  thing,  and  I  intended  to  rock  it  from  side  to  side  for  amose- 
ment.     You  know  I  sometimes  have  these  foolish  fits. 

'  The  tide,  at  that  time,  was  ebbing,  and  the  stream  was  running 
very  strongly  down  the  river.  The  boat,  being  acted  upon  by  the  cur- 
rent, was  pushed  as  far  from  the  vessel  as  the  rope  would  permit.  At 
first  I  amused  myself  by  rocking  it,  and  aflerward,  for  the  sake  of  va- 
riety, I  began  to  pull  the  boat  close  up  under  the  stern  of  the  schooner, 
letting  the  tide  jerk  it  away.  So  thoughtless  and  careless  was  I,  that 
I  did  not  notice  whether  the  rope  was  fisustened  tightly  or  loosely.  I 
kept  up  this  intellectual  amusement  for  some  time,  enjoying  it  the  more 
as  the  current  grew  stronger,  and  thinking  of  my  boyicJi  experience  in 
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line,  and  many  similar  pleasures  of  my  early  life.  At  length  I 
concluded  to  stop ;  and  commenced  tugging  strongly  at  the  rope,  for 
the  sake  of  coming  close  to  the  schooner.  The  hoat  pulled  very  hard. 
Finding  that  the  current  was  stronger  than  I  supposed,  I  thoughtlessly 
game  a  quick  and  energetic  jerk 

*  I  feU  violently  hack,  and  in  a  moment  felt  myself  hurried  away  hy 
some  sudden  and  irresistihle  power.  I  sprang  up  in  afiright.  The  rope 
had  loosened,  the  hoat  was  floating  away,  and  I  was  at  the  mercy  oS 
the  river.  The  shore  seemed  fl3ring  from  me,  and  gradually  1  was  ap- 
proaching the  centre  of  the  current.  It  was  running  with  terrific  speed, 
'  ao  that,  if  I  were  once  drawn  into  it,  nothing  could  save  me.  All  this 
in  one  moment  flashed  upon  my  sight,  as  I  took  a  hurried  glance  around. 
I  looked  at  the  hoat  —  no  oars  were  there  !  I  was  alone,  and  no  means 
were  near  of  escaping  firom  destruction.  The  bnly  hope  left  me  was 
the  faint  one  of  being  carried  to  some  island  or  promontory,  and  of 
meeting  with  a  vessel.  But  the  swiflness  of  the  tide  rendered  the 
firmer  hope  weak  indeed,  and  would  prevent  assistance  heing  rendered 
me  by  any  vessel  with  which  I  might  meet.  It  was  also  late,  the  sun 
was  setting,  and  before  long  it  would  he  dark. 

'  You  can  readily  imagine  how  I  must  have  felt,  as  these  thoughts 
inshed  through  my  mind ;  how  terrified,  how  despairing !  Already, 
the  fragile  hoat  was  turned  every  way  hy  the  eddies  and  whirlpools : 
now  it  drifted  stem-foremost,  now  it  lighW  itself,  and  again  it  would 
he  carried  along  sideways.  '  What  can  save  me  in  this  boat  ?  '  I  thought ; 
^  how  can  it  be  kept  from  destruction  ?  '  I  was  almost  wild ;  yet  I 
endeavored  to  calm  myself,  and  think  upon  some  method  of  action. 
Yet  what  could  I  do  ?  I  tried  to  keep  the  boat  from  the  current,  by 
frantically  rowing  with  my  hands.  I  pushed  the  water  with  all  my 
force,  in  rader  to  change  the  direction  of  the  boat.  I  might  as  well 
have  tried  to  stop  the  tide  itself,  which,  with  a  low  roar,  now  sounded 
directly  before  me.  Nothing  could  keep  me  from  it.  I  was  borne 
helplessly  into  it,  the  boat  ceased  its  whirlings,  and  straight  ahead  was 
carried  down  the  river ! 

'  I  sat  down  in  the  stem  with  feelings  of  darkest  despair,  and  burying 
my  face  in  my  hands,  wept  bitterly.  Then  I  roused  mvself :  the  boat 
struck  something,  and  looking  up,  I  saw  a  large  piece  of  timber.  If  it 
had  been  a  small  piece,  I  might  have  used  it,  but  this  was  of  no  value, 
and  like  the  boat,  it  was  carried  on.  I  felt,  for  the  moment,  a  wild  sort 
of  sympathy  for  the  insensible  wood  —  like  me,  at  the  mercy  of  the 
waves ;  and  I  watched  it  imtil  it  was  out  of  sight. 

*A  projection  of  land  appeared,  far  down  the  river.  This  gave  me 
a  faint  hope  that  I  might  be  carried  there.  On  I  came,  nearer  and 
nearer ;  but,  on  coming  close  to  it,  the  boat  was  for  an  instant  carried 
forward  by  its  impetus,  and  then,  sharply  turning,  was  again  in  the 
current.  An  island,  too,  soon  ailer  came  in  sight,  and  brought  a  melan- 
choly smile  upon  my  face,  and  forced  a  bitter  laugh  as  I  was  hurried 
by.  I  was  hopeless.  I  was  also  much  calmer  than  before.  I  do  not 
know  how  it  is  with  other  people,  but  when  I  have  no  hope,  I  resign 
myself  completely  to  my  fate.  After  the  first  feeling  of  horror  has 
passed  away,  I  am  stem  and  fortified  by  despair.     With  me,  it  is  a 
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thousand  times  better  than  a  state  of  suspense.  I  cannot  call  my  hope- 
lessness by  the  name  of  despair.  It  is  rather  a  cool  indiflferenoe  to 
every  thing ;  an  insensibility  to  all  around.  This  was  now  my  condi- 
tion. I  laughed,  as  I  remembered  the  tears  which  not  long  ago  I  had 
shed,  and  thought  recklessly  upon  my  situation.  Sitting  in  ti^e  stem, 
I  coolly  took  a  pipe  from  my  pocket,  filled  it,  deliberately  lighted  it, 
and  smoked  with  quite  the  same  nonchalance  as  though  I  had  been  in 
my  own  study.  The  future,  the  coming  morrow,  was  banished  from  my 
thoughts.  I  remembered  no  more  what  had  occurred ;  *or,  rather,  I 
did  not  think  of  it.     I  gazed  calmly  and  fixedly  around  me. 

*  Yet  every  thing  that  I  saw,  even  the  smallest  object  that  met  my  eye 
at  that  time,  has  i^ever  since  been  forgotten.  The  memory  of  that  soene, 
and  all  things  connected  with  it,  is  graven  deeply,  in  burning  letters, 
upon  my  very  soul.  I  can  recall  my  feelings  and  actions,  and  tell,  most 
minutely,  the  appearance  of  the  whole  river,  with  its  quickly-passing 
shores.  Yonder,  far  up  the  river,  you  see  a  rough  crag.  Upon  it,  at 
that  time,  were  the  remnants  of  an  Indian  camp.  I  counted  all  the 
poles,  and  can  now  tell  their  exact  niunber.  It  was  about  eight  o'clock 
as  I  passed  that  crag,  and  when  I  came  to  the  place  where  we  now 
are,  and  out  into  the  bay,  it  was  ten. 

'  Here,  a  change  came  over  my  feelings.  The  moon,  which  thus  far 
the  clouds  had  concealed,  now  appeared,  shining  brightly,  and  lighting 
up  the  whole  river  with  rays  of  softest  glory.  The  surface  of  the  water 
was  calm  and  serene,  glowing  in  the  reflected  rays  of  the  moon,  and 
mirroring  the  stars  that  shone  around  her.  The  distant  banks  of  the 
river  and  shore  of  the  bay  were  dark  in  the  thick  foliage  of  the  trees 
that  covered  them,  and  from  them  an  occasional  light  gleamed  forth 
brilliantly,  shining  far  over  the  surface  of  the  water,  which  already 
beamed  with  phosphorescent  sparks.  How  tranquil,  how  serenely  beau- 
tiful, was  all  that  I  saw!  So  quiet  was  the  water,  that  I  almost 
thought  the  movement  of  the  boat  had  ceased.  I  became  soothed  and 
afiected  by  the  peaceful  scene.  Tender  thoughts  came  to  my  mind ; 
thoughts  of  home  —  thoughts  of  Keenie,  who  now  might  watch  in  vain 
for  my  return  to  the  lonely  home.  How  she  would  expect  me,  won- 
dering why  I  remained  so  long  away  from  her !  But  this  was  a  sub- 
ject upon  which  I  did  not  dare  to  think.  It  brought  to  me  the  bitterest 
anguish,  and  caused  burning  tears  to  roll  down  my  cheeks. 

'  '  Courage !  all  may  not  be  lost.  I  will  not  yield  to  unmanly  weak- 
ness :  I  will  hope  1 ' 

'Alas !  I  could  not  hope !  Hope  does  not  come  at  the  command  of 
the  will.  She  arises  of  herself,  and  often  unexpectedly  waves  her  bright 
golden  wings  before  the  despairing  soul.  Here,  no  hope  could  come: 
nothing  could  deliver  me  from  a  lingering  death ! 

*  Horrible  thoughts  came  to  me  :  why  should  I  allow  myself  to  die 
thus  slowly  ?  —  to  perish  gradually  by  the  keen  pangs  of  starvation, 
burning  with  unquenchable  thirst  ?  In  this  still,  calm  flood  I  can  find 
a  quick  termination  for  my  sorrow,  a  sudden  release  from  misery  such 
as  I  cannot  bear.  I  leaned  over  the  side,  and  looked  down  into  the 
water.  How  still !  how  profound  the  depth  1  Oh  I  to  slumber  there 
far  down  within  its  silent  recesses,  with  these  waves  flowing  mournfully 
above,  ever  more ! 
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'  Yet  I  could  not,  I  would  not,  die.  *  No ! '  I  cried  ;  '  already  has 
my  rashness  hrought  me  to  the  portals  of  death  :  it  shall  not  now  canse 
me  to  pass  irreyoca:bly  over  that  dismal  threshold.  I  will  live,  till  life 
itself  can  hold  on  no  longer ! ' 

'  The  booming  of  the  distant  surf  upon  the  rocky  shore  sounded  a 
mdanoholy,  dirge-like  music  in  my  ears,  that  echoed  in  my  souL 
'  Such/  thought  I,  '  will  be  my  requiem,  as  the  flowing  and  receding 
tide  carries  this  boat  and  its  lifeless  burden  backward  and  forward,  up 
and  down.  I  shall  hear  it  as  the  last  breath  departs,  and  as  it  gives 
|dace  to  the  deep  sound  of  those  awfiil  billows  which  thunder  upon  the 
shore  of  eternity  I ' 

'  Oh,  how  long  was  that  night !  The  stars  twinkled  above  me ;  the 
surf  sounded  unceasingly.  The  clouds  changed  and  changed.  The 
moon  now  was  obscured  behind  them,  and,  again  coming  forth,  shone 
with  tinveiled  brightness  from  the  clear  sky.  And  I  floated  on,  tortured 
by  a  thousand  sad  and  dismal  feelings,  by  thronging  emotions  all  unut- 
terable. 

*  Morning  at  length  came,  and  with  it  new  miseries.     Oh,  how  long 
had  been  the  night  1     How  oflen  I  had  cried,  '  Will  it  never  end  ? ' 
Years  seemed  crowded  into  those  hours  of  suflering,  which  morning 
ended  not.     Ended !  no :  other  afliictions  wero  yet  in  store.     The  sky 
was  clouded,  and  the  atmosphere  became  moist.     Instead  of  the  gentle 
twinkle  of  ten  thousand  stars,  there  was  a  dismal  canopy  of  vapor,  and 
where  the  moon-beams  had  fallen  so  beautifully,  so  sootlungly,  descended 
showers  of  rain.     I  looked  around,  and  did  not  know  where  I  was.     I 
was  &r  from  the  mouth  of  the  river,  out  on  the  broad  bay  of  Fundy. 
On  one  side,  a  rocky  coast  lay  many  miles  distant,  and  on  the  other, 
fiurther  still.     But  I  had  drifted  farther  away  than  this,  for  now,  I  was 
borne  back  by  the  last  of  the  returning  tide.     Soon,  it  would  begin  to 
elib,  and  I  would  again  be  carried  away.     Sick  at  heart,  I  found  no 
hope  brought  by  the  morning,  and  I  looked  back  with  r^grot  on  the 
calm  night.      Now,  the  rain  was  falling  in  tonrents,  the  wind  was 
blowing,  the  waves  were  beginning  to  rise.     In  the  distance,  the  hazy 
horizon  filled  me  with  a  new  fear — for  well  I  knew  the  iog  sign.    Yes, 
the  fog,  the  thick,  dreadful  fog,  was  coming,  swiftly  coming ;  and  all 
would  be  covered,  all  hidden  from  view.  At  that  time,  as  though  my  cup 
of  misery  were  not  yet  filled,  my  eye,  roving  around,  caught  sight  of  a 
schooner  crossing  the  bay.     But  it  was  too  far  away  to  be  of  any 
assistance.     In  vain  I  shouted.     In  vain  my  voice  shrieked  out  words 
wrung  from  me  by  the  agony  of  utter  despair.     Oh  1  if  the  fog  might 
but  have  kept  away  for  a  few,  but  a  few  hours,  I  might  have  been  car- 
ried nearer,  I  might  have  been  saved.     But  this  was  denied  me.     Gra- 
dually the  dismal   banks  of  mist  came  on,  gathering   all   around, 
enveloping  land,  sea,  and  sky,  in  their  damp,  chilly  folds.     All  around 
and  all  above  me  settled  the  opaque  covering,  and  no  longer  could  my 
eyes  behold  the  sky,  no  longer  could  my  sickening  glance  descry  the  dis- 
tant land.    Accumulation  of  miseries !   Gradually  had  they  been  heaped 
upon  me ;  worse  and  worse  had  become  my  fate,  hourly  more  dreadful 
my  situation.     There  was  now  nothing  to  draw  my  thoughts  away  from 
my  fate.     It  came  upon  me,  and  confronted  me.     Death  stared  at  me 
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from  the  waves  that  rushed  furiously  around  my  frail  boat,  eager  for 
their  prey.  It  peered  through  the  dismal  folds  of  the  veil  of  fog  that 
enshrouded  me  on  every  side.  It  came  laughing  amid  the  gusts  of  wind 
that  howled  over  the  sea.  And,  more  dreadful,  more  unutterably  hor- 
rid than  all,  the  fiend  of  famine  —  of  starvation  —  glared  upon  me 
with  his  hollow,  burning  eyes  from  the  boat  where  he  with  me  had 
fixed  a  habitation !  Oh,  that  day  !  how  slowly  its  hours  crawled  on  ! 
Hunger  came  upon  me,  and  the  weakness  of  excessive  fatigue  and  ex- 
haustion overpowered  me,  the  one  combatting  the  other.  At  last,  fatigue 
conquered  ;  and  I  fell  heavily  in  the  bottom  of  Ijie  boat,  where  I  lay 
long  in  broken  slumber.  The  rain  feU.  The  waves  washed  over  me, 
breaking  into  the  boat.  Nothing  but  the  most  overpowering  weakness 
could  have  made  me  sleep  so  long.  A  sleep  —  I  cannot  call  it  a  sleep. 
It  was  continually  broken  by  the  rude  tossings  of  the  boat  at  the  shodc 
of  the  waves,  and  by  the  horrid  dreams  that  thronged  in  my  vivid  fancy. 
It  was  no  sleep,  but  a  long  night-mare. 

*  When,  late  on  the  following  morning,  I  awoke,  I  found  myself 
almost  incapable  of  motion,  and  aching  with  intense  pain.  My  hunger 
increased,  and,  all  through  the  day,  gnawed  me  with  its  insatiaMe 
fangs.  I  became  careless  of  every  thing  but  the  sufierings  of  starva- 
tion. I  chewed  pieces  of  wood  :  I  fell  on  my  face  in  unutterable  gra- 
titude, when  I  snatched  a  dead  fish  from  the  water ;  thanking  Heaven 
for  giving  me  some  cessation  to  my  agony. 

'  Thus,  through  all  this  day,  and  agaiuy  through  another  dreary,  dis- 
mal night,  I  lay  in  the  boat,  sleepless,  weak,  and  miserable.  Words 
cannot  describe  my  sufierings.  They  are  inconceivable.  I  crawled 
into  the  stem,  where  I  gathered  myself  up,  intending  to  die  there. 
With  my  knife,  I  cut  my  name  on  the  side  of  the  boat,  and  feebly  lay 
waiting  my  fate. 

It  could  not  be  delayed  much  longer.  One  day  more,  and  my  soul 
would  havd  lef^  the  worn-out  body.  I  sat  there,  and  thought  the  fqg 
was  not  so  thick  as  before.  The  wind  had  changed,  and  was  blowing 
it  away.  On  a  sudden,  a  sound  arose ;  a  low,  umnistakeable  sounds 
such  as  had  greeted  my  ears  on  the  first  night  —  the  deep  booming  of 
the  surf  upon  a  rocky  shore.  I  could  not  be  wrong :  luid  was  near ! 
The  fog  gradually,  and,  afier  a  time,  swiftly  departed.  I  saw  a  dark 
cloud,  which  soon  became  land.  It  was  not  more  than  a  mile  away, 
and  I  was  rapidly  approaching  it.  Oh !  how  my  heart  throbbed !  As 
I  drifted  toward  the  land,  I  had  the  most  frantic  fears  that  the  tide 
might  turn,  and  then 

'  I  watched  anxiously,  fearfully  trembling.  The  hours  of  my  sus- 
pense seemed  years.  But  I  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer,  and  now  I 
saw  the  rough  shore ;  but  oh !  how  sweet  it  was !  how  dear  in  its 
roughness !  I  saw  log-houses  with  rocks  around  them ;  I  saw  men 
cutting  stones,  piles  of  which  lay  around.  With  a  last  exertion  of 
strength,  I  rose  up  in  the  boat,  and  gave  a  loud  cry  : 

' '  Help !  save  me ! ' 

*  It  went  across  jthe  water.  I  was  heard.  I  saw  the  men  look  up. 
Ihey  saw  me.  They  ran  to  the  shore,  entered  in  a  boat,  came  rowing 
tc  ward  me.     They  came  nearer  and  nearer — I  was  saved ! 
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*  They  carried  me  to  a  house,  and  took  care  of  me.  I  was  fevenBh 
and  delirious ;  but  after  a  week  or  so,  I  was  able  to  leave.  I  gave 
them  my  wannest  blessing  —  they  would  not  take  any  thing  else — and 
left. 

*  I  was  received  by  my  friends  as  one  raised  from  the  dead.  Poor 
Keenie  !  as  I  entered  the  house,  she,  all  pale  and  wan,  tottered  to  meet 
me,  and  fell  fainting  in  my  arms.' 


SAINT   SIMON   STYLITES   AND   THE   FLEA. 

TBADmoN  afiOrms  that  a  certain  St  Simon,  in  the  plenitude  of  his  self-mortification,  lived,  for 
•ereral  jears,  perched  on  the  top  of  a  pillar,  whence  he  never  descended ;  from  which  circumstance; 
he  received  the  afl&x  'Stylites'  to  his  name.  The  rest  of  the  acts  of  this  redoubtable  saint,  lo  ara 
Hmj  not  written  in  the  book  of  the  'Lives  of  the  Saints,*  written  by  Bishop  Alban  Butlxb ? 

Saint  Simon  knelt  on  liis  piDar  of  stone, 
'  Where,  let  the  weather  be  fair  or  foul, 
Bishop  Butler  declares  that,  for  several  years, 
The  saint  had  perched  like  a  holy  owL 

On  the  top  of  his  pillar,  (just  three  feet  wide,) 

The  Saint  had  perched,  (unless  fibs  are  told,) 
Till  his  joints  were  rusty,  and  his  brain  was  musty, 

And  his  nostrils  were  stuffed  with  a  terrible  cold. 

Never  a  change  of  raiment  had  he : 

Nothing  he  wore,  not  even  a  shirt, 
Save  a  brown  serge  dress,  which,  the  truth  to  confess, 

Had  stuck  to  lus  skin  with  age  and  dirt 

The  peasants  brought  him  his  dinner  of  herbs, 

Which  they  handed  up  on  the  top  of  a  pole ; 
Said  fare  being  increased,  on  some  very  high  feas^ 

To  a  roasted  lizard  and  warm  French  rolL 

On  the  top  of  his  perch,  like  a  scarecrow  gaun^ 

Saint  Simon  knelt,  as  I  said  before. 
With  a  pious  grace  and  a  solemn  face. 

Though  his  angular  knees  were  getting  sore. 

Though  his  knees  were  sore,  and  his  legs  were  cramped. 

The  Saint  still  knelt  with  his  arms  m  air ; 
Oft  his  body  twitching,  for  his  back  was  itching. 

And  he  durst  not  scratch  it  while  saying  his  prayer: 

For  a  vow  he  had  made  not  to  lower  his  arms 
Till  his  prayers  were  done,  though  ho  broke  his  back ; 

And  if  they  descended  before  he  had  ended, 
Old  Nick  would  have  bundled  hkn  off  in  a  crack. 

Scarce  had  he  got  to  his  fifteenth  '  at^ ' 
Ere  the  good  Saint's  eyes  looked  squintingly  down, 

And  his  right  leg  he  shi^ed,  then  grunted  and  snufi^ed. 
And  twitched  his  brow  with  a  sudden  frown. 


244  Saint  SinuM  Stylites  and  the  Flea.  [Mareh, 

*Sicut  erat  in  principio  * — here  he  groaned ; 

*Et  nunc '  —  here  the  Samt  took  the  look  of  a  martyr ; 
When  he  came*  to  '  ei  scmper^^  he  had  nigh  lost  his  temper, 

And  liis  pious  phiz  looked  like  the  '  mug '  of  a  Tartar. 

For,  something  was  crawling  up  his  leg, 

Till  it  stopped  a  little  above  his  knee ; 
Where,  the  Saint  perceived,  he  had  just  received 

The  venomous  nip  of  a  monstrous  flea^ 

Such  boarders,  in  swarms,  had  been  there  before ; 

Their  sharp  attacks  he  was  wont  to  feel : 
But  this  terrible  guest  eclipsed  all  the  rest, 

With  his  insatiate  stomach  and  nippers  of  steeL 


• 


Yet,  still  liis  devotions  the  Saint  pursued. 

For  he  deemed  this  attack  some  fiendish  snare ; 
While,  with  due  precision,  the  flea  made  incision, 

Whenever  the  holy  man  stopped  in  his  prayer. 

• 

*Pater8^  and  *at;«»,'  how  fkst  they  flew! 

Ne'er  had  he  prayed  with  such  speed  before ; 
His  ^  Credo  ^  he  told  while  the  sweat-drops  rolled — 

He  was  bitten  so  bad  that  he  almost  swore  I 

Oil  times  he  closed  his  fingers  and  thumb, 

Determined  the  blood-thirsty  assailant  to  crush*; 
But  when  for  the  descent  his  long  fingers  were  bent, 

That  very  rash  vow  to  his  memory  would  rush. 

The  prayei%  were  done ;  and  on  finger  and  thumb 
He  spat,  while  he  watched  where  his  enemy  ranged ;  ^ 

Then,  by  prayer  and  sign  and  a  short  Latin  line, 
Into  holy  water  the  spittle  was  changed. 

With  finger  and  thumb  on  the  rajscally  flea, 

Saint  Simon  pounced,  with  a  movement  quick, 
Causing  a  fizzle  and  scream,  and  a  dense  cloud  of  steam. 

In  the  midst  of  which  stood — not  the  flea,  but  Old  NiokI 

The  '  Old  Coon '  himself)  in  his  own  proper  shape^ 

With  very  long  teeth,  and  a  very  long  tail ; 
A.  huge  pair  of  horns,  hoofs  not  troubled  with  corns, 

And  huge  smoky  wings,  through  the  night-air  to  safl. 

With  a  yell  and  a  kick,  he  vanished  from  sight ; 

In  tlie  reach  of  Saint  Simon  he  dared  not  to  linger; 
While  the  good  saint  could  but  howl  with  trouble  and  pain, 

For  the  2cin  had  been  scalded  fix>m  his  right  thumb  and  finger! 

ic  o  R  A  L  . 

Ye  saints  of  the  day,  who  have  'heard  out '  my  lay, 

I  hope  (torn  the  story  a  moral  you  've  learned : 
l)o  n't  meddle  with  vice,  or — who  knows  ?  —  in  a  trice^ 
Like  Saint  Simon's,  your  fingers  may  hap  to  get  burned ! 
(Mmtkmd,  O.,  1861  J.  B.  ^  Bokm 
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PROFESSIONAL      SCAR. 


BT    AN    OLD    LAWTSE. 


Your  kiiid  letter,  Harry,  came  duly  to  hand ;  and  you  will  be  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  a  careless  question  of  yours  will  draw  forth  enough 
in  answer  to  cover  a  sheet :  *  What  caused  that  scar  on  my  temple  ? 

It  is  a  professional  scar,  Harry ;  one  that  I  have  carried  ever  since 
my  earliest  practice  ;  and  although  I  have  now  arrived  at  a  tolerable 
old  age,  and  have  many,  many  intimate  friends,  it  is  a  most  singular 
fact  that  you  are  the  first  and  only  person  that  ever  inquired  into  it» 
origin.  I  can  tell  you  all  about  it,  but  must  avoid  names  and  places,  fiv 
the  parties  most  interested  in  the  incident  are  yet  living,  and  I  am  under 
strong  bonds  of  secresy. 

In  the  ypar ,  after  passing  through  a  long  examination  belbie 

grave  judges  and  shrewd  barristers,  I  was  pronounced  a  properly-quali- 
fied person  to  appear  before  juries  and  courts  for  others  as  well  as  my- 
self, and  at  once  proceeded  to  a  large  southern  city,  where,  by  a  mod^ 
little  sign  over  the  door  of  a  modest  little  office,  I  announced  my  rea& 
ness  to  commence  the  practice  of  the  law.  For  three  months  I  waii.ed« 
but  alas !  no  business  came,  and  I  sat  in  my  office  on  a  dreary  night,  at 
about  eleven  o'clock,  in  this  very  comfortable  position  :  my  money  was 
gone  entirely ;  my  board-bill  wa*  to  be  paid  in  the  morning,  and  my 
rent  the  day  following ;  and  I  absolutely  feared  to  go  to  my  boarding- 
house,  and  waited  in  what  seemed  the  forlorn  hope  that  something  in 
the  way  of  a  fee  might  appear,  either  dropping  from  the  skies,  or  sud- 
denly appearing  on  my  desk.  Outside,  no  step  was  heard;  and  as  I 
occasionally  glanced  through  my  window,  the  flame  of  the  street-light, 
moved  by  tlie  wind,  would  seemingly  move  me  homeward ;  but  I  would 
not  go.  A  foot-step  sounded  in  my  entry ;  a  second,  and  a  third,  and 
mbre,  but  so  light  that  my  heart-beating  prevented  my  counting  them; 
and  then  a  little  delicate  knock.  I  compelled  myself  to  say '  Come  in* 
with  a  calm  voice,  although  I  expected  to  be  instantly  vis-a-vis  with  & 
young  woman :  the  door  opened,  and  I  saw — an  old  one. 

I  had  only  time  to  move  toward  a  chair  before  she  was  in  the  centre 
of  the  room  and  speaking : 

'  I  have  no  time  to  sit.  Young  man,  you  are  a  lawyer :  are  you  good 
for  any  thing  ?  ' 

My  insulted  dignity  was  controlled  by  an  effort,  and  I  answered  that 
I  flattered  myself  that  I  possessed  some  talent  for  my  profession,  or  I 
should  not  have  chosen  it. 

'  Well,  well,  no  gas :  can  you  draw  a  paper  ? ' 

Here  again  I  ventured  to  remark,  that  it  depended  somewhat  on  Hb 
nature ;  but  I  saw  from  her  impatient  manner  that  she  wanted  no 
trifling.  Before  I  finished  the  sentence,  she  interrupted  me  with  a  fier(»- 
ness  of  manner  exceeding  her  fonner  rough  one,  saying : 

'  I  want  a  will  drawn ',  quick  !  hurriedly !  but  so  strong  that  all  tbe 
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d  —  Is  in  h  — 11  can't  undo  it !     Can  you  ^  it  ? '  and  she  fairly  glared 
at  me  with  impatience  for  my  answer. 

Now  you  know,  Harry,  that  my  legal  education  was  obtained  en- 
tirely in  a  surrogate's  office,  and  you  may  presume  that  on  the  law  and 
forms  of  last  wills  and  testaments  I  felt  myself  sufficiently  posted  up. 
I  accordingly  assured  her  that  I  could  draw  a  will  which,  though  I  could 
not  warrant  it  to  pass  the  ordeal  she  mentioned,  would,  I  was  sure,  be 
proof  against  the  efibrts  of  all  the  lawj^rs  in  Christendom. 

And  now  her  manner  changed  from  the  fierce  and  bold  to  the  anxknxB 
end  hurried. 

^  Come,  then,  quick !  quick !  young  man,  and  yon  shall  pocket  one 
fliousand  ddllars  for  your  night's  work ! '  she  exclaimed. 

And,  amazed  and  bewildered  as  I  was,  I  found  myself  at  the  neigh- 
boring comer,  stepping  into  a  hack,  before  the  startling  but  oom&rtable 
words,  *  One  thousand  dollars  for  your  night's  work ! '  had  ceased  ring- 
ing in  my  ears.     My  conductress  followed  me  in,  and  without  orders  we 

were  rattled  furiously  along  the  streets  to  the House,  then  tiie 

largest  hotel  in  the  ci^.  My  visions  of  cme  thousand  bright  dollars  kept 
my  tongue  bridled,  and  I  was  led  in  silence  up  two  ffights  of  stairs  into 
a  mite  of  rooms  compri»ng  parlor  and  two  bed-rooms.  The  parlor, 
however,  wa«  occupied  by  a  bed,  in  which  lay  an  old  and  evidently 
dying  man.  A  servant  was  with  him,  but  he  lefl,  upon  a  motion  fiom 
the  hand  of  my  companion,  who  approached  the  bed  and  said : 

'  I  have  an  attorney  here.  Sir ;  shall  he  proceed  ? ' 

The  old  man's  eyes  brightened  up,  and,  after  glaring  on  me  finr  a 
nuiment,  he  spoke : 

'  If  you  can  draw  my  will,  do  it ;  quick !  now,  for  I  must  save  my 
breath.' 

I  turned  to  the  table  where  I  found  paper,  pens,  ink,  and  every  thing 
necessary  ;  and  by  the  light  of  two  ^rm  candles  in  heavy  silver  can- 
dle-fticks,  I  was  soon  busily  engaged  at  the  will. 
^  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  the  details,  nor,  in  fact,  do  I  ranember 
thrad ;  but  it  is  enough  to  say  that  a  large  amount  of  property,  real  and 
pMBonal,  bonds,  mortgages,  etc.,  were  lefl,  in  the  words  of  ^e  will,  to  *  my 

0ood  and  faithfol  house-keeper,  Angeline ,  as  a  tok^i  of  gratitude 

ior  her  long,  faithful,  and  meritorious  service.'  But  the  concluding 
words  of  the  will  I  shall  never  forget ;  they  were  written  firom  his  own 
month,  and  made  me  shudder  as  I  wrote  them.  There  is  something 
fearful,  dreadful — yes,  devilish — in  this  deliberately  recording,  in  what 
purports  to  be  your  last  written  wish,  a  curse  upon  your  own  cffipring. 
And  I  felt,  as  I  wrote  it,  an  involuntary  desire  to  t#ar  the  paper  into  firag- 
ments,  and  to  rush  from  the  room,  but  the  thoosand  doUan  were  like  so 
many  anchors,  and  I  staid  and  wrote : 

'  I  LBATK  to  my  daiu^ier  Dora  all  the  satisfaction  she  can  obtain  from  mj  heartr 
curse.  When  rags  whip  about  her  in  her  only  home,  the  street,  and  dogs  share  with 
ber  the  refuse  of  the  gutter,  she  maj  regret  that  she  diaobeiyBd  him  w«>  onee  lored 
her,  but  who,  dyings  cursed  ner  I '  ^       , 

There  was  somefthiBg  like  a  chuckle  in  the  direction  of  old  Angeline 
as  the  dying  wietdi  dictated  these  fisaxful  words ;  bat  as  I  looked  and 
saw  the  stem  firae  as  rigid  m  marble,  I  ooncludid  I  most  haTs  been 
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mitttAlfAfi.  I  could  not,  however,  divest  myself  of  a  certain  feeling  that 
all  was  "Wiong.  A  rioh  old  man,  accompanied  hy  an  old  house-keeper, 
and  dying  in  a  strange  city ;  her  anxiety  to  have  the  will  so  strong ; 
the  cune  on  his  daughter,  and  the  laige  fee,  all  conspired  to  make  me 
fisel  that  I  was  heing  instrumental  in  the  accomplishment  of  some  vil- 
lainoui  olgect.  Again  I  meditated  the  destruction  of  the  paper,  and 
again  my  fee  and  my  wants  conquered.  The  will  was  finished,  and  I 
read  it  over  aloud,  the  old  man  groaning,  and  the  old  woman  looking 
an  occasional  assent ;  but  when  I  read  the  terrible  curse,  a  new  actor 
iqppeaied  on  the  scene : 

'  Oh  I  tear  it !  tear  it !  Oh  God  !  you  know  not  what  you  do  I ' 
The  plaintive  tones  of  the /voice  touched  my  heart,  even  before  my 
eyes  beheld  its  o\.iier ;  but  when  I  saw  her,  heavens  and  earth  !  what 
an  angel  she  was !  The  language  is  yet  undiscovered,  Harry,  that  is 
competent  to  give  you  a  description  of  that  face  :  the  eyes  dancing  with 
excitement  yet  liquid  with  tears  ;  the  mouth  proud  as  Juno's,  yet  com- 
pceased  with  anguish.  But  why  do  I  attempt  description  ?  The  most 
majestio,  yet  the  sweetest  countenance  I  ever  beheld  appealed  to  me, 
and  not  in  vain ;  for  while  the  old  man,  weak  as  he  was,  jumped  from 
his  bed  soreaming  '  Kill  her !  kill  her ! '  I  tore  the  will  into  fragments, 
and  we  both  fell  to  the  floor,  he  dead,  and  I  stunned  by  a  blow  &cm 
the  heavy  candle-stick  wielded  by  the  old  hag,  Angeline.  •  *  *  * 
'When  my  consciousness  returned,  I  found  myself  in  my  own  bed  at 
my  boarding-house,  my  host  and  hostess  my  sole  attendants.  My  mind 
was  clear  the  moment  I  looked  about  me,  and  I  knew  I  had  been  Inrought 
home,  and  was  now  confined  from  the  efiects  of  that  blow.  I  resolved 
to  keep  my  own  counsel,  and  to  ascertain  what  I  could  of  the  subsequent 
proceedings  of  the  night.  Upon  inquiry,  I  found  that  I  had  been  brought 
home  by  a  yoimg  gentleman  in  a  carriage,  who  had  left  funds  for  the 
employment  of  a  physician,  and  had  also  left  a  letter  for  me.  I  opened 
the  letter  as  soon  as  I  was  al(Mie,  and  found  a  fifty-dollar  bank-note, 
wiUiiheie  words: 

'Tou  did  last  night  a  deed  worthy  of  more  gratitude  than  our  present  means  enahle 
u  to  expreas.  The  property  which  so  nearly  belonged  to  the  infiunous  hag  who  8tru<^ 
joa,  will  soon  be  ours,  and  you  shall  then  hear  from  us.  May  the  same  kindness  which 
prompted  you  to  tear  Uie  paper,  seal  your  lips  hereafter  as  to  the  painful  scenes  of  last 
•venfiiig.  *  Gratefully  yours, 

^DOBA.  Aim  HSE  HnSBAHB.* 

My  first  act  was  to  conceal  the  letter  beneath  my  pillow ;  my  second, 
to  call  my  host  and  tender  him  the  amount  of  my  board-bill ;  to  my 
astonishment  he  told  me  that  my  companion  paid  it  when  he  left  the 
letter.  It  seems  I  raved  a  Uttle  about  my  inabihty  to  pay  my  host  while 
I  was  unconscions,  and  thus  the  husband  of  Dora  (for  I  had  no  doubt 
it  was  he  who  brought  me  home)  had  ascertained  the  fact  and  paid  my 
bill.  Added  to  this,  my  wound  was  not  severe  enough  to  need  any 
nugery  more  than  was  ofiered  by  my  kind  landlady ;  so  when  I  had 
recovered,  (which  was  soon,)  I  had  only  my  office-rent  to  pay,  and  then 
resumed  business  with  the  larger  part  of  the  one  hundred  dollars  in  my 

treasury.     I  made  cautious  inquiries  about  the House  as  to  the 

subsequent  movements  of  my  mysterious  clients,  but  could  only  ascer- 
tain that  the  old  couple  arrived  on  that  eventful  night,  the  old  man 
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ordering  a  pleasant  room  in  which  he  could  die  ;  that  the  young  couple 
came  by  another  conveyance,  and  had  taken  other  rooms  ;  that  the  old 
mau'e  body  was  immethately  boxed  up  and  shipped  for  the  north  under 
charge  of  his  man-Berrant ;  that  the  old  woman  went  off  alone  ;  and 
that  finally  the  young  man  paid  the  whole  bill,  and  left  also  with  his 
wife.  To  do  my  worthy  facet  and  his  kind  lady  full  justice,  I  mnt  say 
tfaat  they  never  even  hmted  at  the  matter,  and  I  never  had  a  queation 
to  answer :  they  probably  took  it  for  granted  that  I  had  been  the  victim 
of  some  broil,  and  avoided  annoying  me  by  any  reference  to  it. 

Thirty  years  of  hard  work  rolled  by,  Harry,  during  which  I  aoqtdied 
a  family,  fortune,  fame,  and  gray  hairs ;  but  I  never,  in  all  that  time, 
saw  or  heard  of  my  chents,  with  the  exception  of  one  letter,  which  was 
received  some  yean  after  the  occurrences  which  I  have  related,  and  which 
contained  two  more  fifty-doUar  bills,  with  the  words  : 

'  We  are  reiy  bappj :  m>}'  Qod  blesi  jou  I  Dou.' 

But  in  all  tfaat  time,  I  hare  never  forgotten  that  beautiful  angelic  face, 
nor  the  mute  appeal  which  it  made  to  my  heart  ;  the  answer  to  whicfa 
cost  me  the  deep  scar  which  Is  the  object  of  your  present  coriomty,  and 
a  one-thousand-doUar  fee  leas  the  amount  received  from  the  young  folks. 
Neither  did  I,  in  all  that  time,  regret  the  course  I  took. 

Some  ten  years  ago,  as  you  probably  remember,  I  spent  a  winter  in 
Havana.  I  boarded  with  a  Spanish  landlord,  whose  house  was  gene- 
rally filled  with  American  visitors.  But,  strange  to  say,  I  passed  one 
week  with  faim  without  e.  single  American  arrival ;  and  I  was  mentally 
resolving  one  day  to  leave  for  New-Orleans,  where  I  could  find  troops  of 
friends,  and  rid  myself  of  the  ennui  consequent  upon  my  solitary  pon- 
lion,  when  I  heard  my  host  calling  me  : 

'  Senor,  Senor,  los  Americanos — Americanos.' 

Looking  from  my  window,  I  saw  a  fine  portly  gentleman  attendng 
to  his  luggage,  and  answering  the  demands  of  the  thousand  and  one 
leeches  of  porters  who  each  claimed  to  have  brought  something  for  him. 
Thinking  I  might  be  of  service  to  him,  I  went  out,  and  with  two  or 
lliree  dimes  dispersed  the  villains  who,  knowing  me  for  an  old  stager, 
submitted  to  nty  ordere.  The  gentleman  turned  to  thank  me,  but  sud- 
denly started  back,  then  glanced  at  my  temple,  and  seeing  the  end  of 
my  candle-stick-mark  peering  out  beneath  my  sombrero,  he  caught  me 
by  the  hand  exclaiming : 

'  We  have  met  before,  Sir !  —  faow  glad  I  am  to  see  you !  * 

And  then,  without  explanation,  he  drew  me  to  the  door-waj  in  which  ' 
stood  a  matronly  but  still  beautifiil  woman. 

'  See,  Dora,'  said  be, '  is  not  this  our  old  fiiend  ? ' 

At  the  word  '  Doru,'  I  starlBd,  and  there  befure  nie,  sure  enough,  stood 
the  Bora  of  thirty  years  previous,  still  retaining  many  of  her  charms, 
but  with  the  marks  of  time,  notwithstanding,  impressed  upon  her  fea- 
tures. 

You  may  well  believe  our  reiituon  was  "'*"  nleaaaDt ;  and  after  oi 
diimer  was  over,  an''   ' 
story  was  told  me, 
but  Hv  ""i-  *«»-    - 


'^  mjoSi--    -  -    Mflmoxe,  the  whole 
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iru  the  only  ohild  of  a  wealthy  father  ;  her  mother  died  when  she  wns 
a  mere  child  ;  old  AngeliBB  had  remained  with  her  father  in  the  ca- 
pacity of  »  house-keeper,  and  had,  while  Dora  waa  away  at  achool, 
acquired,  as  is  generally  the  cafe,  complete  influence  over  him.  Dora 
was  wooed  and  won  by  a  poor  clerk  ;  the  father  would  not  listen  to  it : 
an  elopement  wu  the  consequence  ;  and  the  old  man  in  his  rage  broke 
up  hoose-keeping,  and  taking  old  Angeline  with  him  had  started  for  the 
South.  Doia  had  followed  him  with  her  husband,  although  she  knew 
he  would  not  sm  her,  and  although  he  had  always  been  hanh  and  un- 
kind to  her,  yet  she  knew  he  was  in  the  last  stages  of  consmnption,  and 
■be  determined,  if  ponible,  to  be  with  him  when  he  died.  At  the  time 
of  hia  death,  they  had  been  following  him  about  a  month  from  place  to 
place,  keeping  concealed  from  him,  and  eluding  even  the  keen  eyes  of 
Angeline.  When  Dora  appeared  in  the  room,  it  was  only  because  the 
man-eerrant,  who  had  been  with  her  father,  and  who,  as  you  remember. 
left  the  room  when  I  entered,  had  observed  their  arrival  and  had  kindly 
grate  to  her  and  informed  her  that  her  father  could  not  live  an  hour ; 
■he  was  entering  the  room  to  make  one  last  effort  at  reconciliation  when 
my  vdee  reading  the  fearful  words  of  her  father's  curse  caused  the  out- 
cry and  the  doiouement.  Her  husband,  whoftlJowed  her  in,  found  the 
old  man  dead,  Dora  in  a  swoon,  me  senselesB,  and  old  Angeline  in  vain 
trying  to  put  the  many  pieces  of  the  will  together,  raving  and  cursing 
like  a  Bedlamite.  He  and  the  man-servant  put  the  old  man's  body  into 
the  bed,  took  Dota  to  her  room,  and  while  the  servant  kept  guard  over 
Angeline,  he  took  me  home  in  a  carriage.     The  rest  you  know. 

I  have  only  to  add  that,  whenever  I  wander  north,  either  alone  or 
with  my  wife  or  family,  we  always  stop  at  the  house  of  our  kind  frienda. 
They  have  spent  one  winter  with  us  at  the  south,  and  we  expect  them 
again  the  coming  season.  And  the  young  gentleman  who  studied  law 
nnder  my  instruction,  and  who  now  practices  law  with  my  name  on  the 
■gn  with  his,  (as  senior-partner,  although  he  does  all  the  business,)  is 
D^a'i  son,  and  from  ceilun  conscious  looks  and  bright  blushes  on  my 
pretty  danghter's  cheek  when  he  calls,  I  imagine  he  may  possibly  be 
mine,  too.     But  of  this,  Harry,  rest  assured — I  shall  not  curse  her  if 


Swin  cbild !  it  n  not  friien  to  ua  to  knnw, 
In  Ibis  first  rnnment.  of  Ibr  nascent  birth, 
Wbst  i»  to  b«  Ihy  farare  desttn;  on  earlh ; 
Bnt  if  we  mipht  altempl,  in  the  Boft  jrlow 
Tb»t  paints  Ihy  elieek,  ihe  hcurt's  ([lad  riverflon 
Of  tendereel  emotions,  which  e'en  now 
In  earliest  voulh  illuminates  tht  brow, 
And  with  a  smile  t'Hi  pure  fnr  aii|;hl  beloir 

Lights  up  thj  n el i cat e1,r .chiselled  Tsea, 
I*ndin(i'  to  it  a  charm  of  loveliness 
Too  exqui!>ite  fur  lanp;ua^  to  eipresa. 
An  auiniry  of  thy  cciniinB  fate  Hi  Iniee, 
-'-^'-  "- il  so  formed  for  love 
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THE   statesman's   HOPE   FOR  HIS   COUNTRY 


BT    IBAAO    MAOUnXAW. 


'  Whxk  my  eyes  shall  be  turned  to  behold  for  the  last  time  the  son  in  beftven,  omj  I  act  see  Urn 
•hining  on  the  broken  and  dishonored  ftagmenta  of  a  once  gloriona  Union ;  on  States  disMvered, 
dlfloordant,  belligerent ;  on  a  land  rent  with  civil  feuds,  or  drenched,  it  mi^  be,  in  ftBternal  bk>od  t 
Let  tlieir  last  feeble  and  lingering  glance  rathM*  bi^old  the  gorgeous  ensign  of  ttie  BepoUie,  now  known 
and  honored  throughout  the  earth,  still  fhll  high  advanced,  its  arms  and  trophies  streamtng  tn  their 
original  lustre,  not  a  stripe  erased  nor  polluted ;  not  a  single  star  obscured.*        Dakol  Wbbstkb. 

Whene'er  the  vapory  damps  of  death 

ShaU  round  my  dying  vision  swim ; 
When  heaven  grows  brighter  as  the  earth 

Fades  like  a  rainy  landscape  dim ; 
May  then  my  latest  gaze  behold, 

In  fancy's  magic-glass  displayed, 
The  bright,  bold  banner  of  the  land, 

In  all  ifk  stripes  and  stars  displayed. 

As  then  I  view  God's  blessed  sun 

In  shining  glory  gild  the  world. 
May  it  not  shine  on  ruptured  States, 

Dishonored,  fVom  their  station  hurled ; 
On  realms  by  civil  discord  rent, 

All  drenched  with  rich  fhitemal  gore ; 
May  it  not  see  these  hills  in  arms, 

These  cities  mad  witli  battle-roar  1 

But  may  upon  my  dying  eyes 

A  softer,  sweeter  vision  break ; 
A  blissful,  fhiitful  scene  of  peace 

From  Mexic  Gulf  to  Noithem  Lake ; 
A  vision  of  bright  hills  and  plains 

With  golden  harvests  kindly  crowned ; 
Where  sister  States  in  flowery  bands 

Theu:  jocund  dances  move  around. 

Then  far  across  the  wild  frontier, 

Where  roam  the  tribes  in  savage  pride ; 
O'er  the  rude  port  may  still  our  flag 

Toss  out  its  starry  glories  wide ; 
And  high  above  the  gilded  spires 

That  o'er  each  mighty  city  shine, 
May  still  its  meteor-trophies  blaze 

At  morning  dawn  and  day's  decline. 

In  battle-field,  on  deck  of  fame, 

In  other  years  full  high  it  flew ; 
Though  torn  with  shot  and  scorched  with  flame, 

It  triumphed,  ever  brave  and  true ; 
No  blot,  no  stain,  no  dark  disgrace 

Upon  its  peerless  folds  were  cast ; 
It  slione  the  brightest  in  tlie  storm 

Of  cannon-peal  and  battle-blast 
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Ko  stripe  erased,  no  star  obscured, 

Oar  sires  the  precious  g^ft  bequeathed, 
Which  wanned  their  daring  hearts  with  fir^ 

JUid  round  their  dying  heads  was  wreathed, 
lion^  long  in  undiminished  pomp, 

O^er  fiem  and  forest,  sea  and  shore, 
Kay,  world-renowned,  that  ensign  shine, 

Unsullied,  gorgeous  as  of  yore  I  * 


The  Statesman  sleeps  1    His  flasliing  eye 

Hath  closed  for  aye  on  earthly  scene, 
And  o*er  his  honored  dust  the  sun 

Of  heaven  shines  sadly  and  serene ; 
Ah  I  well  his  dying  heart  was  cheered 

That  q*er  him  sleeping  in  the  mould 
The  flag  he  loved  would  still  unfurl 

Its  radiant  and  untarnished  fold. 


« 
I 


THE    LIFE    AND    CHARACTER    OP. WILLI  AM    PITT. 


BT  ▲▲BOS  r.  PKBBT. 


OHAPTBS       SBOOXD. 


It  18  well  to  consider  and  analyze  the  preparatory  influenceB  which 
contribute  to  form  a  great  character.  It  will  in  meet  cases  be  found 
that  brilliant  success  is  but  the  natural  result  of  appreciable  causes. 
The  miracles  of  genius,  like  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  are  wrought 
by  adaptatbn  of  means  to  ends.  They  encourage  not  at  all  the  empty 
self-exaggeration  and  idle  presumptuousness,  which  lumber  and  clog 
the  gateways  to  all  the  liberal  careers ;  but  they  do  afibrd  instructions 
the  most  precious  to  large  and  aspiring  natures,  who  seek,  with  manly 
endeavor,  the  paths  of  honor. 

The  first  movement  of  young  Pitt  toward  Parliament,  was  at  the  age 
of  twen^-one.  He  was  a  candidate  to  represent  the  University  of 
Cambridge,  at  the  general  election  which  took  place  in  the  fall  of 
1780  ;  a  constituency,  perhaps,  as  little  likely  to  be  won  by  an  untried 
youth,  as  any  in  the  kingdom.  His  claims  were  not  regarded  with 
fiivor.  Amusing  anecdotes  are  related  of  the  treatment  he  received 
during  the  canvass.  Distinguished  professors  of  that  venerable  institu- 
tion are  reported  almost  to  have  slammed  their  doors  in  his  face,  when  he 
approached  to  solicit  their  sufi'rages.  It  was  not  to  their  taste  to  bestow 
the  honors  of  their  ancient  and  cherished  seat  of  learning  upon  a  boy. 
He  was  defeated,  and,  so  far  as  now  appears,  without  any  circumstance 
to  prevent  his  feeling  to  the  full  extent  the  mortification  of  his  failure. 
Two  years  before,  he  had  lost  his  father.  In  the  summer  previous  to 
this  election,  his  eldest  sister  died.  Hard  upon  tliesc  afllictions,  fol- 
lowed his  political  defeat ;  and  the  next  year,  his  heart,  already  nearly 
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broken  with  the  heavy  weight  of  accumulated  sorrowB,  was  wnmg  with 
new  and  ahnost  insupportable  anguish,  by  the  death  of  his  yooiiger 
brother,  who  had  been  winning  distinctions  in  the  naval  serviee.  In 
iSieae  successive  strokes,  he  felt  that  fulness  of  desolation,  which,  once 
experienced,  leaves  age  no  work  to  perform  upon  the  heart.  It  is  eithsr 
crushed,  or  it  rallies  home  its  wandering  sympathies,  and  lemnu  to 
become  sufficient  unto  itself.  He  felt  the  loss  of  his  brother  to  '  have 
extinguished  the  favorite  hope  of  his  mind/  It  seemed  to  bim  an  *  nn- 
tunely  blow,'  under  which,  had  he  been  less  '  tried  in  afflictioOt'  be 
might  not  have  been  able  to  support  himself.  These  events,  upon  a 
character  so  sensitive,  manly,  and  afiectionate,  how  can  they  be  ofvei^ 
looked,  in  estimating  the  influences  which  formed  his  character  ?  In 
his  early  dreams  of  glory,  how  immeasurably  must  he  have  counted 
fmon  the  joy  that  his  hoped-for  triumphs  would  produce  in  the  bosoms 
of  that  illustrious  father,  that  loving  sister,  that  dear  brother !  Let 
bim  declare,  who  has  wrestled  with  the  world  for  its  applause,  in  what 
consisted  the  value  of  its  acclaim.  Was  it  in  the  tumultuous  dwat 
which  bore  his  name  upon  the  air,  or  in  the  knowledge  that  some  of  its 
reverberations  might  fall  upon  listening  ears  around  the  family  hearth- 
atone  —  that  they  might  make  more  strong  the  ties  of  some  cherished 
friendship,  or  re-kindle  the  joys  of  some  slumbering  afleotion  ?  Seeing 
young  Pitt  not  chastened  only,  but  so  scathed  and  isolated,  on  the  veiy 
threshold  of  his  career,  it  needs  no  voice  from  the  grave  to  tell  us  that 
in  same  way  it  must  have  aflected  and  did  afiect  the  tone  of  his  cha- 
racter. How  vacant  the  world,  how  cheap  the  breath  of  applause,  how 
barren  the  harvests  of  genius,  since  they  who  had  nurtured  and  shared 
bis  hopes  were  for  ever  cold  and  insensible  !  Seeing  how  completely 
he  soon  gave  himself  to  the  public  service,  with  what  unhesitating  par- 
pose  he  stood  ready,  from  time  to  time,  to  stake  his  prospects  upon  the 
hazard  of  a  cast,  how  patiently  he  endured  vituperation,  how  stem  and 
unyielding  he  bore  himself,  alike  unmoved  by  the  hisses  or  applanse  of 
the  multitude  —  who  shall  venture  to  assert  that  this  was  all  the  resolt 
of  a  cold  and  supercilious  nature  ?  Who  shall  venture  to  say  how  often, 
instead  of  consciously  repelling  the  fickle  smiles  of  the  sonounding 
throng  by  a  cold  indiflerence,  as  he  was  supposed  to  do,  he  might  have 
been  finding  his  sweetest  reward  in  a  silent  consciousness  of  deserving 
the  approbation  of  the  loved  and  lost ! 

It  happened  that  the  Duke  of  Rutland  had  been  a  great  admirer  of 
the  Earl  of  Chatham,  and  had,  by  reason  of  so  mudh  admiratioa  of 
the  father,  sought  the  acquaintance  of  William,  the  son,  at  an  early  ^ 
period  of  his  academical  life ;  and  there  was  consequently  foimcd 
between  them  a  close  and  lasting  friendship.  Through  the  influence  of 
the  Duke  of  Rutland,  Sir  James  Lowther,  at  that  time  a  stranger  to 
Pitt,  procured  him  to  be  elected  to  the  House  of  Commons,  from  the 
borough  of  Appleby,  in  Westmoreland.  So  that,  notwithstanding  his 
defeat  in  the  fail  of  1780,  he  became  a  member  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons in  January  of  the  following  year;  and  thus  entered  upon  his 
theatre  of  action  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-two. 

It  was  during  the  period  of  Lord  North's  administration,  and  toward 
the  close  of  what  is  spoken  of  by  Americans  as  our  levolutionaiy 
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iriur.     England  was  not  only  engaged  in  a  war  with  her  American 
cokmieB,  bnt  also  with  France,  Spain  and  Holland ;    while  Russia, 
Denmark  and  Sweden  had  formed  an  alliance  unfriendly  to  her,  and 
she  was  without  allies.     Her  afiairs  in  India  wore  a  gloomy  aspect ; 
and  repeated  failures  in  naval  and  military  operations  had  lowered 
the  ^irit  of  the  English  people,  and  weakened  their  confidence  in 
government.    Business  was  not  prosperous,  the  revenues  were  not  equal 
to  her  expenditures,  and  the  resources  of  the  country  seemed  to  be  ex- 
haosted.     On  the  twenty-sixth  of  February,  1781,  Pitt,  to  use  his  own 
phrase,  first  'heard  his  own  voice  in  the  House  of  Commons.'     His 
iriends,  under  the  mistaken  impression  that  he  intended  to  speak,  called 
him  oat,  and  he  was  induced  to  venture  his  first  speech  at  a  time  when 
he  had  not  intended  to  make  one.     He  did  not  lose  his  self-possession, 
but  succeeded  in  commanding  the  attention  and  admiration  of  the 
House.   As  the  son  of  Chatham,  very  much  was  expected  from  him,  and 
be  was  considered  to  have  redeemed  the  promise  of  his  name.     He  fully 
indicated,  on  that  occasion,  the  qualities  for  which  he  was  afterward 
distinguished.     His  argument  covered  the  whole  ground  of  the  debate, 
and  overlooked  none  of  its  important  aspects.     The  maturity  of  his 
views,  and  the  fulness  of  his  information,  were  so  much  more  than  had 
been  expected,  that,  with  the  warm  congratulations  for  successful  elocu- 
tion, was  mixed  a  good  deal  of  the  deference  and  respect  due  to  a  rising 
power.     From  this  time,  he  became  one  of  the  most  active  members, 
and  assumed,  with  great  promptness,  a  position  in  the  first  rank  of  pub- 
He  characters.     In  June  of  the  same  year,  Mr.  Fox  submitted  a  motion 
hostile  to  the  war  with  America,  and  Mr.  Pitt  made  a  powerful  speech 
against  that  war.     He  was,  of  course,  in  a  minority ;  but  he  poured 
upon  the  contrivers  and  managers  of  that  war  a  bold  torrent  of  elo- 
quent denunciation,  which  startled  the  ears  and  warmed  the  hearts  of 
the  British  commons.     In  proportion  to  his  earnestness,  the  regards  of 
the  British  people  gathered  about  him.     He  became  one  of  the  most 
formidable  opponents  of  the   administration  of  Lord   North,  whose 
strength  visibly  declined  before  ths  successive  and  redoubled  assaults  of 
Fox,  Pitt,  Wilberforce,  and  their  associates.     A  decisive  vote  was  soon 
obtained  against  the  continuance  of  the  American  war ;  and,  afler  a 
few  more  unsuccessful  struggles,  Lord  North  announced  the  end  of  his 
administration  ;  an  administration  odious  to  Americans,  and  now  gene- 
rally considered  eminently  disastrous  to  his  own  coimtry.     Mr.  Pitt  was 
by  no  means  entitled  to  the  entire  credit  of  its  overthrow ;  but  it  must 
be  obvious  to  those  who  will  read  the  debates  of  those  times,  that  he 
infiised  new  animation  into  the  attacks  of  the  opposition,  and  was  en- 
titled to  a  full  share  of  the  honors  of  the  victory. 

The  Rockingham  administration  succeeded,  with  Mr.  Fox  and  the 
Earl  of  Sherburne  Secretaries  of  State.  Under  tliis  administration, 
Mr.  Pitt  was  ofiered  several  situations  of  considerable  rank  and  emolu- 
ment, but  decUned  them,  on  the  ground  that  he  could  not  put  himself 
under  obligations  to  defend  measures  which  he  had  no  part  in  framing : 
in  other  words,  he  declined  accepting  any  ofiice  which  did  not  place 
him  in  the  Cabinet.  He  gave  his  general  support  to  the  measures  of  the 
administration,  and  was  regular  in  his  attendance  at  the  sittings  of  the 
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House  of  Commons.  This  was  thought  a  fayorahle  time  to  hring  for- 
ward the  project  for  Parliamentary  Reform,  and  Mr.  Pitt  was  selected 
as  the  fittest  person  to  conduct  it :  the  object  being,  to  secure  a  more 
full  representation  of  the  counties  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Some 
difierences  arose,  during  this  administration,  between  Mr.  Pitt  and  Mr. 
Fox,  but  none  of  a  serious  character.  Lord  Rockingham,  however, 
lived  but  a  short  time ;  and  when  he  died,  Mr.  Fox  and  Lord  Cavendish 
resigned  their  offices.  This  step,  of  course,  opened  up  the  chances  for 
an  entire  disorganization  of  forces,  and  for  a  loss  of  nearly  all  that  had 
been  gained  by  the  victory  over  Lord  North.  It  gave  rise  to  animad- 
versions, and  Mr.  Pitt  joined  in  them.  Their  resignations  were 
attributed  to  private  pique,  and  not  to  public  and  justifiable  causes. 
The  places  made  vacant  by  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Fox  and  his  colleague, 
were  filled  by  others,  and,  in  the  new  cast  of  characters,  Mr.  Pitt  was 
made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer ;  or,  in  other  words,  the  finance- 
minister  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  was  then  a  little  more  than 
twenty-three  years  old.  Lord  Shelbume  was  at  the  head  of  this 
administration.  On  the  eleventh  of  July,  1782,  Parliament  was  pro- 
rogued. During  the  vacation,  it  was  found,  upon  a  careful  estimate  of 
influences,  that  the  administration  had  need  of  more  strength,  to  render 
it  secure.  Mr.  Pitt  called  on  Mr.  Fox,  with  an  invitation  to  return  to 
office,  but  he  declined,  so  long  as  Lord  Shelburne  should  remain  Prime 
Minister.  Mr.  Pitt  replied,  that  he  did  not  come  to  betray  Lord  Shel- 
burne, and,  declaring  it  useless  to  negotiate  on  those  terms,  took  leave. 
Tliis  is  said  to  have  been  the  last  time  those  two  remarkable  men  were 
in  a  private  room  together,  and  from  this  period  dated  their  political 
hostility. 

Their  fathers  had  been  rivals  and  enemies.  The  sons,  down  to  this 
point,  had  acted  together ;  but  here  they  separated.  It  was  a  separa- 
tion, both  in  the  case  of  the  fathers  and  the  sons,  in  the  nature  of  the  case, 
unavoidable.  The  particular  circumstances  from  which  their  opposi- 
tion to  each  other  was  dated,  were  only  an  impulse  to  events  sure  to 
happen.  Had  those  circumstances  ^ever  existed,  the  same  hostility 
would  have  sprung  up  from  some  other  occasion.  It  was  impossible 
for  sympathy  to  exist  between  them.  It  was  an  opposition  of  tastes, 
of  habits,  of  character,  and  a  rivalry  of  ambition.  At  the  next  seasioii 
of  Parliament,  Mr.  Fox  took  the  ground  of  open  opposition  to  the 
ministry,  and  Mr.  Pitt,  as  its  principal  defender,  wu  promineat  m 
every  debate ;  and  was  compelled  to  bear  up  ageioit  m  eomlii] 
genius  of  Fox,  Burke,  and  Sheridan.  This  iilnriiriitfatinM 
peace  with  America,  Spain,  France,  and  Hotlami. 
of  the  several  treaties  came  to  be  " 
opposed  by  Lord  North  and  his  fnendj^ 
who  formed  a  coalition  stuxng 
was  a  very  surprising  stete  of  afi^ 
political  hostility,  a  gr**^  ''''*|il|[ 
ciation  between  the  ^  j^^W 

struck  the  minds  of  ^w  — 

but  it  gave  them  *■ 
which  Pitt 
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as  a  matter  of  ooune,  faring  tfaem  together  in  the  formation  of  a  new 
ministnr.  The  King  waa  not  likely  to  entertain  a  jpenonal  dislike  to 
Lord  iforth ;  for  North  had  ocmcnrred  with  the  King,  and  had  eoin- 
cided  with  his  wishes  in  oondooting  the  American  war,  and  had  been 
overthrown  while  acting  in  full  concert  with  the  royal  will.  But  Fox 
waa  personally  odious  to  the  King,  both  firom  private  and  public  causes. 
He  was,  in  his  private  halots,  a  man  of  pleasure  and  a  gambler ;  and, 
in  his  public  life,  had  shown  little  regard  to  the  King's  person,  or  vene- 
ration toward  his  office.  George  lU.  and  his  royal  consort  were  in 
their  personal  habits  temperate  and  virtuous,  and  they  looked  upon  Focc 
aa  a  centre  from  which  emanated  impure  influences.  They  thought 
him  not  imwilling  to  encourage  sedition  among  the  people,  nor  averse 
to  breeding  dissensions  between  the  members  of  the  royal  fistmily.  The 
new  coalition,  there&re,  was  with  the  King  and  Q^ueeu  entirely  odious. 
They  earnestly  sought  for  some  escape  frcmi  confidential  relations  with 
a  character  they  so  much  detested.  But  how  was  this  possible  ?  Fox 
and  North  were  firmly  united,  and  could  command  so  much  strength, 
that  any  ministry  acting  independent  of  them  could  have  only  a  mino- 
rity in  Parliament.  No  administration  ever  had,  or  probaUy  ever  could 
sustain  itself  in  a  minority.  Where,  then,  could  the  elements  of  suc- 
cess be  found  ?  Pitt  was  not  yet  twenty-five  years  old ;  but  the  King 
thought  that  if  Pitt  could  not  relieve  him  from  his  unpleasant  position, 
no  body  could.  He  had  not  loved  Pittas  father,  nor  had  the  son  flattered 
him  ;  but  in  all  his  short  career,  his  language  had  been  decorous,  his 
bearing  firm  and  prudent,  and  he  had  evinced  nobleness  of  sentiment 
and  character.  The  situations  in  which  Pitt  had  bean  placed  were 
perplexing,  but  he  had  been  courageous.  He  had  conduct^  the  busi- 
ness of  the  Commons  with  so  much  fairness  and  dexterity,  as  to  extort 
admiration  even  from  his  enemies,  and  he  posscBsed,  moreover,  the  gifl 
to  charm  with  oratory.  Scarcely  four  years  had  elapsed  since  the 
electors  of  the  University  had  repelled  him,  and  now  the  King  —  the 
King  of  that  great  empire  —  overlooking  all  his  princes  and  nobles, 
calls  u(>on  hini  to  form  a  ministry,  and  take  upon  himself  the  adminis- 
iratiou  of  the  goveninient.  But  Pitt  had  the  sagacity,  under  such 
adverse  circumstances,  not  to  accept.  Lord  North  and  Mr.  Fox  were 
I  hen  authorized  by  the  King  to  organize  an  administration ;  but  so  much 
•lelay,  and  so  many  difficulties  were  experienced,  that  his  Majesty 
again  ur^ed  Mr.  Pitt  to  become  Prime  Minister,  which  he  again  declined. 
Tiie  dillioulties  which  beset  Mr.  Fox  and  Lord  North,  in  their  eflbrts  to 
I'orin  a  coalition-ministry  and  govern  the  coimtry,  were  very  great,  but 
Pitt  knew  tlicy  would  fmd  it  much  less  difficult  to  imitc  their  forces  out 
of  oliicc,  to  oppose  a  ministry  formed  against  their  wishes  ;  and  that  so 
united,  they  could  command  a  majority  of  the  Conunons.  In  that  ^tc 
of  affairs,  he  believed  it  unwise  for  him  to  make  the  effort  requested  by 
tiie  King,  and  he  firmly  adhered  to  the  dictates  of  his  own  judgment. 
The  coiil  it  ion-ministry  of  Fox  and  North  was  at  length  formed,  but 
'lid  not  outlive  the  second  session  of  Parliament.  It  fell  under  the 
weight  of  Mr.  Fox'*  East-India  Bill.  This  Bill  proposed  a  new  organ- 
ization, or,  rather,  new  features  to  the  plan  of  governing  the  British 
Ea^it-Indies.     It  was  agreed,  on  all  hands,  that  new  legislation  on  that 
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ftubejct  was  indispensable ;  but  it  was  contended  by  Mr.  Pitt  and  the 
opponents  of  the  coalition,  that  this  Bill  was  so  framed  as  to  weaken 
the  King's  prerogative,  and  secure  to  the  projectors  of  the  Bill  an  amount 
of  patronage  and  power  never  contemplated  by  the  constitution.  It  was 
charged  to  be  the  design  of  the  coalition-ministry,  by  means  of  thii 
Bill,  to  fasten  themselves  upon  the  country.  This  was  the  view  takeu 
of  it  by  the  King.  The  Bill,  however,  received  a  large  majority  in  the 
Commons,  and  was  expected  to  pass  the  Lords,  but,  very  unexpectedly 
to  ministers,  was  there  defeated.  They  supposed,  and  probably  with 
truth,  that  it  was  killed  by  the  personal  influence  of  the  King ;  who, 
taking  advantage  of  the  defeat  of  the  coalition,  dismissed  them  finom 
office. 

Mr.  Pitt,  not  yet  twenty-five  years  old,  was  again  invited  to  form  an 
administration.  Jle  did  not  underrate  the  obstacles  in  his  way,  but  he 
determined  this  time  to  undertake  it,  and  to  stake  his  political  prospects 
on  the  success  of  his  eflbrts.  Here  commenced  a  parliamentary  strug- 
gle which  decided  the  superiority  of  Mr.  Pitt  over  Mr.  Fox,  and  decided 
the  fate  of  England  for  an  indetinite  period ;  a  struggle  for  which  I  can 
find  no  parallel  or  comparison. 

Mr.  Pitt  was  the  strongest  man  opposed  to  the  coalition,  but  was  not 
able  to  form  an  adminLstration  that  could  command  the  votes  of  a 
majority  of  the  House  of  Commons.  If'  he  decUned  office,  the  coali- 
tion must  make  another  attempt,  against  the  decided  wishes  of  the 
King,  and  without  a  very  warm  support  in  popular  opinion.  If  he 
accepted,  he  must  be  able  to  stand  his  ground  against  the  coalition  iu 
the  House  of  Commons,  with  a  majority  on  every  important  measure 
against  him  —  a  thing  never  before  attempted  since  the  revolution,  by 
a  British  minister.  But  ho  possessed  the  respect  of  all,  he  had  the 
confidence  of  the  King,  and  was  encouraged  by  a  favorable  public 
opinion.  He  accepted,  and  his  entrance  upon  the  duties  of  the  Pre- 
miership was  a  signal  for  hostilities.  Indeed,  his  efibrt  to  administer 
the  government,  under  such  circumstances,  was  regarded  by  Fox  and 
North,  and  their  adherents,  as  boyish  and  ridiculous.  That  ho  would 
be  speedily  routed  and  overthrown,  it  did  not  enter  their  minds  for  a  mo- 
ment-to  doubt. 

When,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  tho  motion  was  made  for  a  new  writ, 
ordering  another  election  in  the  Borough  represented  by  him,  it  was 
received  with  open  merriment  and  ridicule.  To  imderstand  his  posi- 
tion tmly,  we  must  advert  to  the  fact,  that  it  is  a  fundamental  maxim 
of  the  English  constitution,  that  the  King  is  the  source  of  all  political 
power,  and  that,  in  theory,  the  country  is  not  governed  by  Parliament, 
but  by  the  King,  with  the  consent  and  advice  of  Parliament.  It  is  not, 
therefore,  for  Parliament  to  originate  measures,  so  as  to  consent  or 
advise  in  regard  to  that  which  the  King  proposes.  But  there  is  also 
another  maxim,  that  the  King  can  do  no  wrong ;  and  when  he  proposes  - 
measures  which  are  offensive  to  the  majority,  they  are  attributed  to  the 
bad  advice  of  his  counsellors.  Tho  King's  ministers,  therefore,  so  far 
as  duty  and  responsibility  are  implied  by  the  office  of  King,  stand 
between  him  and  Parliament.  They  are  expected  to  propose  such  mea- 
sures as  may  be  expedient  for  tho  goveriunent  of  the  realm :  if  they 
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fail  to  obtain  a  majcdtj  of  the  Commons  fiar  any  important  ministerial 
measore,  thejr  are  eiqpeoted  to  resign.  It  signifies  that  their  policy  is 
no  longer  satisfactory  to  the  nation,  and  that  the  King  should  he  snr- 
roonded  by  difierent  adTisers.  "What,  then,  was  the  sitnation  of  Mr. 
Pitt,  who  conmienced  his  administration  with  a  majority  against  him, 
and  under  circumstances  where  every  test-Tote,  interpreted  by  ordinary 
roles,  was  a  command  to  retire  finom  office !  But  it  was  also  the  un- 
doubted prerogative  of  the  Kma  to  appoint  his  own  ministers,  and  if 
the  Commons,  .without  fault  oa  the  part  of  ministers  thus  appointed, 
could  expel  them  from  office,  it.  would  be  a  practical  denial  of  the  King's 
right  to  appoint  his  ministers,  and  an  assumption  on  the  part  of  toe 
Cixnmons,  to  appoint  them  for  him.  Here,  then,  was  a  practical  test 
of  the  Kino's  right  to  select  his  ministers.  The  coalition  had  attempted 
to  fasten  upon  the  King  a  minister  who  was  privately  and  publicly 
odious  to  him.  That  minister  had  attempted  to  carry  an  important 
and  favorite  measure,  and  had  failed  toi>btain  a miyority  of  the  Lords; 
upon  which  the  King  had  ejected  him  from  office.  Shall  the  House  of 
Commons  compel  the  King  to  take  back  that  minister,  or  may  the  King 
appoint  another,  with  whom  he  is  better  pleased  ?  XTndoubtedl^,  Mr. 
Pitt  was  legally  right  in«defending  the  prerogative,  and  in  claiming  to 
be  fairly  tried  upon  the  merits  of  the  measures  he  should  propose.  But 
his  situation,  right  enough  in  theory,  was,  practically  speaking,  ex- 
tremely awkward.  The  reasons  avowed  by  him  for  consenting  to  be 
placed  in  such  an  attitude,  and  for  his  determination  to  stand  or  fisdl,  as 
the  verdict  of  the  nation  should  be  on  the  propriety  of  his  resolution, 
lutve  been  alluded  to.  It  is  not  too  much.to  say,  that  the  parliam^itary 
tact  and  high  eloquence  of  Fox  were  never  more  conspicuous  than 
in  his  eflbrts  to  compel  the  new  ministry  to  retire.  He  persuaded,  he 
ridiculed,  he  denounced,  he  thundered.  He  obtained  votes  of  disappro- 
bation, want  of  confidence,  and  of  condemnation.  He  obtained  parlia- 
mentary addresses  to  the  King  against  the  new  ministry,  delayed  the 
supplies,  and  hurled  every  conceivable  weapon  known  to  that  species 
of  parliamentary  warfare.  The  position  of  Pitt  was  extremely  critical. 
The  King  was  anxious  to  dissolve  Parliament  and  order  a  new  election, 
liopinj^  for  a  result  favorable  to  the  ministry.  Mr.  Pitt  said,  No  I  The 
majority  against  him  was  too  large  to  be  reversed  by  a  new  election  at 
that  time,  and  the  change  of  a  few  votes  would  be  attended  by  no 
important  consequences.  He  would  fight  it  out.  The  King  said,  if  he 
fould  not  be  sustained,  he  would  abandon  the  kingdom. 

Mr.  Pitt  had  some  striking  advantages.  He  had  already  made  him- 
self known  as  a  man  of  probity  and  talent.  He  had  evinced  an  inde- 
}>endent  and  honorable  spirit,  connected  with  a  genius  for  the  manage- 
ment of  afiairs.  He  had  begun  to  gain  the  afiections  of  Englishmen, 
and  they  would  naturally  gather  about  a  young  and  ingenuous  minister, 
who  had  enlisted  their  pride,  and  had  gallantly  placed  himself  in  peril, 
in  order  to  rescue  the  King  from  an  odious  alliance.  Mr.  Fox  and  his 
friend?,  in  making  this  warfare,  were  placed  in  the  attitude  of  con- 
demning an  administration  without  trial,  and  of  making  general  charges 
without  proof  They  committed  the  mistake  of  taking  victory  for 
granted,  and  unnecessarily  exposed  themselves  to  animadversion.     They 
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Eometimes  refused  to  the  new  minister  the  ordinary  courtesy  due  to  his 
station.  They  allowed  themselves  to  make  charges  which  nohody  he- 
lieved.  They  became  over-heated,  and  threw  out  ill-advised  assertions ; 
and  denied  to  the  crown  rights  which  few  Englishmen  would  choose  to 
withhold. 

In  fact,  they  imprudently  pushed  beyond  the  line  of  their  constitu- 
tional defences.  Pitt  stood  on  the  defensive,  and  said :  *  You  have  tried 
to  administer  the  government,  have  failed,  and  have  been  obliged  to 
retire  from  office.  The  King,  has  a  right  to  select  his  ministers,  and  has 
required  my  services.  Try  me,  and  then  judge.*  This  was  his  attitude. 
He  allowed  no  provocation  to  disturb  his  balance :  he  made  no  single 
mis-step,  nor  did  he  utter  an  imprudent  word.  But  his  side  of  the  bat- 
tle was  not  conducted  in  a  way  to  leave  the  other  party  at  rest.  He 
continually  broke  their  lines,  and  carried  off  prisoners.  He  seized  every 
advantage  ofiered  by  their  imprudence.  He  threw  bombs  into  their 
camp,  and  harassed  them  with,  unexpected  manoBuvres.  They  were  not 
invulnerable,  and  he  poured  upon  them  strains  of  eloquence,  among  the 
loftiest  and  noblest  ever  uttered  in  the  British  Parliament.  The  voice 
of  the  people  began  to  respond  to  his  voice.  He  was  flooded  with  ad- 
dresses and  popular  demonstrations.  The  majority  against  him,  even  in 
the  House  of  Connnons,  grew  smaller.  This  great  battle  was  carried 
on  from  January  to  March,  and  the  majority  against  him  run  down  dur- 
ing fourteen  divisions,  from  fifty-four  to  one  ;  and  by  this  time,  the  voice 
of  England,  outside  of  Parliament,  was  clearly  for  Pitt.  This  is  the 
point  of  his  career,  the  crisis  of  which  was  chosen  for  introducing  him 
to  the  reader  in  the  opening  chapter.  That  description,  however,  must 
be  understood  rather  as  an  attempt  to  group  and  concentrate  the  spirit 
of  the  whole  contest  upon  a  single  point  of  time,  than  as  a  literally 
accurate  description,  applicable,  in  all  its  parts,  to  any  one  particular 
scene. 

The  leaders  of  the  coalition  acknowledged  his  triumph,  and  ceased 
to  oppose  his  measures.  This  was  his  time  for  dissolving  Parliament. 
It  was  accordingly  dissolved,  and  a  new  election  ordered.  In  this  elec- 
tion, so  many  contests  terminated  in  favor  of  his  friends,  that  upward 
of  one  hundred  and  sixty  persons  who  had  voted  against  him  in  the 
former  Parliament,  did  not  obtain  seats  in  the  new  one.  Pitt  himself 
was  elected  to  represent  the  University  of  Cambridge,  where  he  had 
been  defeated  the  first  time  he  was  a  candidate.  This  tremendous  and 
decisive  struggle  placed  him  in  undisturbed  supremacy  and  rendered 
his  position  impregnable.  Mr.  Gibbon,  the  historian,  declared  thati 
'  In  all  his  researches  in  ancient  and  modem  history,  he  had  nowhere 
met  with  his  parallel,  who,  at  so  young  a  period  of  hfe,  had  so  import- 
ant a  trust  reposed  in  him,  which  he  had  discharged  with  so  much  credit 
to  himself,  and  with  so  much  advantage  to  the  kingdom.' 

The  King  wrote  to  Pitt :  *  I  shall  ever  with  pleasure  consider,  that 
by  the  prudence  as  well  as  the  rectitude  of  one  person  in  the  House  of 
Commons  this  great  change  has  been  effected,  and  that  he  will  ever  be 
able  to  reflect  with  satisfaction  that  in  having  supported  me  he  has 
saved  the  Constitution,  the  most  perfect  of  human  formation." 
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THE  YEAR. 

We  glide  through  life,  to  Time's  swift  journey  blind , 
Wrapt  in  the  present  or  tlie  future  day ; 

When,  suddenly,  we  cast  a  glance  behind, 
And  lo  1  behold,  a  year  has  passed  away  I 

A  year?  —  ah,  more  I    Who  is  there  ever  knew 

A  long,  long  year  to  pass  away  alone  ? 
Ask  parents,  children,  friends  —  a  mourning  few  — 

And  they  will  tell  you  who  beside  have  gone. 

A  mighty  crowd  the  Year  takes  in  its  train ! 

Princes  and  peasants,  rich,  poor,  high  and  low ; 
Faces  the  world  will  never  see  again ; 

And  all  are  gone  where  all  have  yet  to  go. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn  —  Winter,  too  —  have  sped 
Away  with  Time  ;  yet  will  he  them  restore, 

In  Ins  due  course ;  but  those  who  with  them  fled, 
And  made  them  joyous,  shall  return  no  more. 

We  lift  our  hands,  and  cry :  '  This  time,  last  year  1 ' 
And  wonder  at  the  changes  each  can  name ; 

Alas  I  alas  1  there 's  naught  unchanging  here, 
And  this  time  next  year  some  must  say  the  same. 

*  This  time  last  year ! '  —  what  a  wide  gulf  there  seems, 

Within  the  mind,  to  lie  'twixt  now  and  then  1 
What  thoughts,  what  passions,  feelings,  actions,  dreams  1 
All  past  for  ever  1  —  ne'er  to  come  again  I 

Who,  who  is  there,  whom  this  returning  day 

Finds  as  it  left  hun  but  a  year  ago  ? 
Who  hath  not  bowed  him  'neath  Time's  mighty  sway. 

Nor  giieved  o'er  joys  that  he  no  more  may  know  ? 

Perchance  he  strayed  in  some  far-distant  land. 
Where  Nature  spread  around  a  different  scene ; 

With  loved  ones,  haply,  formed  a  social  band, 
Now,  far  away — oh  1  many  a  mile  between ! 

Perhaps  capricious  Fortune  may  have  smiled, 
And  strown  her  fairest  favors  in  his  way ; 

While  now,  caressing  some  more  favored  cliild, 
She  leaves  him  to  rude  poverty  a  prey. 

Perhaps — but  why  the  doleful  strain  prolong?  — 
Fain  from  my  soul  all  sadness  would  I  cast. 

And  carol  blithely  forth  a  joyous  song ; 
But  who  shall  carol  bUthely  of  the  Past  ? 

Love,  fHendship — all  the  sacred  ties  that  bind 
Poor  human  hearts  and  hands  in  imion  dear, 

A  long,  eternal  resting-place  may  find 
Within  that  mighty  sepulchre —  'Last  Year!  ' 
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PUNISHMENT      IS     A     SCIENCE 


BT    HAl^rU    XOXKOKB. 


Punishment,  like  many  other  Buhjects  which  have  occupied  the  minds 
of  philosophers  and  philanthropists,  is  not  yet  thoroughly  understood. 
It  is  true  that  intelligent  minds  have  long  since  determined  the  province 
of  punishment  to  he  the  protection  of  society  and  the  reformation  of 
the  culprit ;  and  to  these  ends  a  large  share  of  attention  has  been 
awakened.  But  it  has  never  been  regarded  as  a  science,  capable  of 
being  applied  to  the  training  of  children  with  mathematical  precision 
and  accuracy.  In  the  present  progressive  age,  when  the  training  and 
education  of  children  are  occupying  so  much  more  attention  than  for- 
merly—  when  mothers  have  become  aware  of  their  larger  influence  over 
the  tender  minds  of  their  ofispring,  and  are  aroused  to  a  proper  sense 
of  their  great  responsibility  —  any  thoughts  on  the  question  of  punish- 
ment cannot  fail  to  arrest  attention. 

What  mother  has  not  spent  sleepless  nights,  almost  despairing  over 
her  inability  to  impress  upon  the  mi^d  of  some  devoted  child  those  prin- 
ciples which  can  alone  secure  happiness  ?  How  often  has  the  pamful 
thought  arisen  in  her  mind,  *  Can  I  ever  secure  my  child's  obedience  ? 
To  be  constantly  inflicting  punishment  upon  this  darling  son,  will  break 
down  every  noble  impulse  of  his  nature.  To  let  him  go  on  in  the  in- 
dulgence of  his  selfl^  propensities,  is  risking  not  only  his  present  but 
also  his  eternal  welfare.  Would  to  God  I  knew  better  how  to  discharge 
my  duty  under  this  fearful  responsibility !  * 

The  propensity  to  extremes,  which  has,  in  all  ages,  pervaded  the 
human  breast,  but  increases  the  difficulty.  In  one  system  of  training 
we  find  a  strictness  of  monotonous  discipline  enforced,  irrespective  of 
temperament,  almost  amounting  to  absolute  tyranny.  In  another  sys- 
tem we  observe  a  degree  of  license  allowed  amounting  to  a  total  aban- 
donment of  all  parental  supervision.  Here  the  mathematical  idea  of 
a  just  medium  comes  in,  and  theoretically  solves  the  difficulty.  But 
how  shall  the  just  medium  be  ascertained  ?  Certainly  not  by  adopting 
any  fixed  rules  or  uniform  punishment  for  each  and  every  child.  The 
fallacy  of  this  system  must  be  readily  acknowledged  by  recalling  the 
various  dispositions  of  children.  How  often  are  brothers  entirely  differ- 
ent in  disposition  !  One  is  gentle  and  sensitive,  with  large  veneration  ; 
the  other  is  impulsive  and  selfish,  with  small  veneration.  The  motives 
of  action  of  two  such  dissimilar  temperaments  must  be  as  wide  asunder 
as  the  poles.  In  the  one  case,  any  resort  to  force  would  be  imwise  ; 
and  in  the  other,  could  scarcely  be  dispensed  with.  The  difficulties  of 
training  are  greatly  increased  by  the  natural  tendency  of  the  boy  with 
small  veneration  to  be  constantly  contrasting  his  treatment  with  that 
of  his  more  gentle  brother.  His  selfishness  overshadows  his  sense  of 
justice,  and  the  moral  force  of  parental  love  is  weakened  in  the  con- 
stantly-recurring doubts  of  its  existence. 
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That  a  correct  system  is  within  the  reach  of  every  parent,  can  be 
satisfactorily  shown  in  every  reader's  experience.  My  grandfather  was 
one  of  the  kindest  and  best  parents  in  the  world.  His  children  grew 
1^)  not  only  to  love  and  obey  him,  but  to  idolize  him.  He  taught  obe- 
dience by  one  lesson,  and  rarely  had  to  punish  any  child  more  than  once. 
He  never  infUgted  a  punishment  when  his  child  was  nerved  for  the  con- 
sequences of  a  misdemeanor,  or  when  he  was  himself  under  the  influ- 
ence of  passion.  He  preserved  his  own  self>command,  and  thoroughly 
understood  when  and  how  to  take  each  disposition ;  and  these  were  the 
secrets  of  his  success,  as  they  must  be  of  every  parent  who  will  test 
them.  He  taught  me  a  lesson  which  I  shall  never  forget.  It  was 
practical  and  eiiectual,  and  I  give  it  as  an  illustration  in  point. 

The  plantations  of  my  grandfather  and  uncle  were  separated  by  a 
lane  running  between  them,  which  served  as  a  public  road.  Their  re- 
spective houses  were  situated  about  a  half  a  mile  back  from  this  road, 
so  that  it  was  a  half-way  place  where  my  cousins  and  I  often  met  on 
Saturdays  and  holidays,  to  join  in  the  various  games  and  exercises  of 
the  day.  My  grandfather  never  refused  a  child's  request  unless  there 
was  some  particular  reason  against  it.  But  it  was  always  necessary  to 
obtain  his  permission  in  any  new  proposition  where  his  pleasure  had  not 
been  expressed.  On  a  certain  bright  morning,  I  glided  softly  into  the 
room  where  he  was  reading,  and  asked  his  permission  to  join  my  cousins, 
which  he  gave  without  a  moment's  hesitation.  Off'  I  bounded  with  a 
light  heart,  for  the  game  of  ball,  which  we  generally  played,  was  my 
delight.  We  soon  arranged  our  partners,  and  were  in  the  full  tide  of 
enjoyment,  when  a  servant  came  running  after  me  with  the  following 
message : 

*  Massa  Ralph,  your  grandpa  wants  you  'mediately.' 

*  Wants  me  ?  It  can 't  be  possible.  I  just  now  asked  his  consent, 
and  he  gave  it  cheerfully.  Go  away,  Sol :  that  message  of  yours  is  all 
gammon ! ' 

*  I  tell  you  him  do  want  you  I  And  what 's  more,  it 's  my  private 
'pinion  you's  better  trot  along  fast  as  your  two  legs  can  toat  you.' 

*  Sol,  I  've  a  mind  not  to  go  one  step.' 

*  Look  here,  child,  you  knows  jes  as  well  as  I  does  dat  old  Massa 
do  n't  talk  no  nonsens ;  what  he  say  come  mighty  easy,  but  him  do  n't 
used  to  take  any  no's  for  answers  when  him  'spects  yeses  :  you  better 
b'lieve  (lis  niggar ' 

*  Now,  Sol,  remember,  if  I  find  you  have  deceived  me,  I  '11  never  read 
another  hymn  over  and  over  for  you  to  learn  by  heart  as  long  as  I  live.' 

To  this  imworthy  doubt  the  indignant  Solomon  disdained  a  reply  ;  but 
as  I  walked  away,  the  following  soliloquy  was  borne  upon  the  treacher- 
ous winds : 

*  Well,  'pon  my  word,  now,  dat  boy  know  I  ndVer  done  told  him  an 
untrufi'  in  all  my  life  ;  but  for  all  dat,  dere  do  n't  seem  to  be  no  way 
to  make  white  folks'  children  b'lieve  nothin'  what  ain't  'greeable.' 

Reader,  judge  of  my  surprise  and  mortification.  What  could  my  grand- 
father want  ?  The  boys  were  half  inclined  to  laugh  at  my  chagrin,  but 
there  was  no  help  for  it ;  go  I  must ;  and  they  were  in  for  it,  too,  for 
the  game  had  to  wait.     I  promised  to  hurry  back ;  and  ofl'  I  went, 
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striving  to  recollect  whether  I  had  done  any  thmg  ^Tong.  I  could  not 
rememher  any  infraction  of  any  known  wii^  or  law  ;  and  the  mystery 
as  to  why  he  sent  for  me  was  inexplicable.  On  reaching  the  house,  in  I 
rushed,  and  there  I  found  him  sitting  quietly  reading  in  the  same  chair 
in  which  I  had  left  him.  I  approached  him  with  such  a  woe-be-gone 
countenance  as  would  have  almost  provoked  a  smile  from  a  stoic,  and 
thug  accosted  him : 

*  Grandpa,  did  you  want  me  ? ' 

To  which  he  replied  with  the  most  perfect  good-humor  : 

*  Yes,  child,  I  sent  for  you  to  shut  the  door  you  left  open.* 

The  cause  was  explained.  I  had  hurried  out  in  my  selfishness  and 
left  him  to  shut  the  door  aft«r  me ;  and  he  had  waited  patiently  until 
I  was  fairly  engaged  in  play  to  send  for  me,  that  the  lesson  might  make 
a  more  lasting  impression.  It  did  make  an  indelible  impression  ;  and 
all  I  regret  is,  that  all  my  bad  habits  had  not  been  cured  in  the  same 
practical  manner. 

I  have  said  that  punishment  is  a  science.  To  be  taught  efficiently, 
the  world  must  resolve  itself  into  a  large  school-house,  and  the  whole 
subject  commenced  de  novo,  and  sifted  to  the  bottom.  It  is  not  the 
work  of  a  day,  a  month,  or  a  year,  but  of  a  century.  It  is  a  Herculean 
task,  but  it  can  be  accomplished.  There  must  be  an  end  to  the  crimi- 
nal farce  —  I  should  rather  say  tragedy  —  which  is  daily  being  enacted 
in  the  marriage  of  boys  and  girls  totally  ignorant  of  the  high  duties  and 
holy  responsibilities  of  married  life.  There  must  be  a  just  appreciation 
of  the  married  relation,  a  thorough  knowledge  of  each  other,  and  a  full 
and  entire  moral,  mental,  and  physical  sympathy.  The  children  of  such 
parents  ^vill  have  the  elements  of  happiness  in  an  eminent  degree ;  and 
the  watchful  care  of  well-trained  and  appreciative  parents  will  develope 
a  generation  which  will  ultimately  realize  the  highest  earthly  progress. 


GtG-      NIGHT.     MT    FKIEKDS.     GOOD  -NIGHT:*    A    SONO 

The  moon  across  the  river  throws 

A  fairv  bridge  of  liffht ; 
I  've  willing  waited  till  she  rose : 

G(H)d-ni^t,  my  friends,  good-night! 
The  hour  is  here,  and  I  must  go ; 

To-morrow's  sun  will  view 
Me  far  from  yonder  river's  flow, 

And  far,  my  friends,  from  you. 

Thoughts  of  my  future,  drear  and  dark, 

Move  me  not  thus  to  tears ; 
Though  billows  wild  o'erwhelm  their  bark. 

The  reckless  feel  no  fears. 
Not  life's  fierce  battle,  or  its  din 

Ci)uld  thus  my  spirits  ban ; 
This  heart,  though  tender,  beats  within 

The  bosom  of  a  Man. 

It  is  to  give  the  parting  hand, 

To  breathe  the  wordj  Adieu ! 
And  feel  that  in  the  spirit-land 

I  next  may  greet  with  you 
As  oft  as  Lvna's  beams  you  see 

Stream  o'er  yon  waters  bright, 
Then  with  a  prayer  remember  me : 

Good-night !  my  friends  —  good-night  I 
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THE      HAUNTED      CHAMBER 


)»Y    JKNNY     MAU^U. 


Mt  heart  is  a  haunted  chamber, 

With  cold  and  dreary  walls, 
And  tapestry  dim  and  faded. 

Where  sun-shine  never  falls. 
'  And  athwart  the  gloomy  casement 

The  cypress-branches  sweep ; 
The  dirge  the  wind  there  moaneth 

Is  ever  wild  and  deep. 

Strange  are  the  spectres  that  glimmer 

And  dance  across  the  floor; 
Strange  as  the  elfs  in  legends 

We  read  in  days  of  yore. 
But  oflenest  Memory  cometh 

Leading  her  gentle  train ; 
The  sound  of  tlieir  meeting  seemeth 

Like  faUing  of  the  rain : 

And  around  an  altar  sable. 

Laden  with  fair  flowers  dead, 
Calmly  that  sisterhood  gather, 

And  meekly  bow  the  head. 
Tlie  walls  of  the  chamber  murmur: 

'  The  flowers  that  load  that  bier 
Would  have  lived  in  brighter  bowers ; 

Why  did  ye  leave  them  here  ? ' 

Then  in  tears  Hope  sadly  speaketh, 
With  buds  clasped  to  her  breast  : 

*  These  I  found  in  childhood's  roamings ; 

They  were  purest  and  the  best. 
Then  this  chamber  was  not  dreary ; 

Sun-beams  rested  on  the  wall ; 
And  an  altar  of  rare  brightness 

Received  my  buds — my  alL 

*  But  as  years  stole  on,  the  casement 

Was  darkly  clouded  o'er. 
And  the  walls  grew  dark  and  dingy, 

And  sun-beams  knew  no  more. 
Then  my  cherished  rose-buds  faded, 

And  left  me  here  to  weep ; 
Now  their  leaves  I  gamer  sadly, 

For  Memory  to  keep.' 

Then  Love,  with  brow  of  sadness. 

Brings  from  beneath  lier  vest 
A  lily's  leaves  all  withered, 

And  lays  it  with  the  rest. 
The  sisters  bind,  while  weeping, 

Chaplets  on  Memory's  brow, 
And  each  torn  and  bhghted  leaflet 

They  press  with  an  earnest  vow. 
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Then  a  strange  and  fearful  brightness 

Flits  o'er  the  dreary  walls ; 
And  tapostiy,  dim  and  faded, 

Where  sun-shine  never  fells : 
And  thus  through  the  haunted  chamber 

Strange  visions  come  and  go, 
While  the  cypress  sweeps  the  casement 

With  meanings  wild  and  low  I 


SKETCHES    OF    TRAVEL    AND    CHARACTER 


LA       S  E  V  I  T.  L  A  X   A 


PAirr  UBooxD. 


'  Deatu  lies  on  her,  like  aa  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 
Accursed  time !  unfurtunate  old  man ! ' 

'  T  WAS  the  great  feast  of  Santa  Rosalia,  and  all  Palermo,  drunk 
with  excitement,  had  flocked  to  the  strada  Toledo ;  for  the  hour  was 
fast  approaching  when,  according  to  annual  custom,  the  stately  car,  sur- 
mounted by  a  colossal  statue  of  their  patron  saint,  would  be  drawn 
through  the  entire  length  of  the  city,  and  deposited  for  the  night  in  the 
centre  of  the  palace  square.  On  the  marina,  two  fishermen,  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation,  were  leaning  against  a  boat,  lying  bottom 
upward  on  the  beach,  and  near  them  a  solitary  sentry  paced  his  weary 
watch,  casting,  from  time  to  time,  a  wistful  glance  toward  the  Porta. 
Felice,  over  which  could  be  seen  the  gilded  image  of  the  Holy  Maiden, 
bearing  in  her  right  hand,  high  above  the  loftiest  houses,  the  sacred 
emblem  of  the  crucifixion,  while  the  prolonged  shouts  of  the  giddy 
populace  announced  that  the  car  was  about  starting.  An  Ameri- 
can frigate  lay  at  anchor  in  the  harbor,  and  one  of  her  boats,  crowded 
with  officers,  was  within  a  cable's  length  of  the  niol^.  Suddenly  the 
elder  of  the  fishermen,  throwing  off  his  picturesque  garb,  displayed  un- 
derneath the  neat  uniform  of  a  sergeant  of  Spanish  Soot.  At  this 
strange  transformation,  his  companion,  becoming  pale  as  death,  uttered 
a  wild  shriek  of  terror,  and,  hurriedly  making  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
turned  to  flee  ;  but  ere  he  had  gone  ten  steps,  the  dagger  of  the  Spaniard 
had  drank  his  heart's  blood,  and  he  fell  lifeless  on  the  sand.  The  sen- 
tinel immediately  gave  the  alarm,  and  a  score  of  soldiers,  issuing  from 
the  guard-house  close  by,  quickly  surrounded  the  assassin  who,  without 
a  thought  of  escape,  stood  sternly  gazing  on  the  rigid  features  of  the 
dead.  Then  forming  into  square,  and  placing  their  prisoner  in  their 
midst,  the  squad  marched  briskly  off*  with  fixed  bayonets,  taking  the 
direction  of  the  Castillo  d'ow.  At  this  instant,  the  eye  of  the  Spaniard 
met  the  scrutinizing  gaze  of  one  of  the  Americans  who  had  just  landed, 
and  with  an  eflbrt  which  seemed  almost  superhuman,  he  broke  through 
the  serried  ranks  of  his  captors,  and  prostrated  himself  at  his  feet. 
Senor  mio  I ' 


(  ( 
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*  *  My  poor  Pedro  I '  cried  the  two,  simultaneously. 

'  '  Sir/  said  the  lieutenant  of  the  guard,  stepping  up  to  the  American 
and  courteously  saluting  him,  *  it  seems  you  are  acquainted  with  this 
unfortimate  man ! ' 

*  *  He  is,  or  was  the  servant  of  one  very  dear  to  me,*  replied  the  lat- 
ter, much  agitated. 

*  *  Then  I  much  regret  that  duty  compels  me  to  carry  him  forthwith 
to  prison ;  but  if  you  would  like  to  confer  with  him  there.  Sir,  and  will 
accompany  me,  I  will  see  that  you  have  a  permit  to  do  so.* 

*  The  guard  now  moved  on  with  their  prisoner,  preserving  the  same 
order  as  before,  while  Harry  Burton  (for  it  was  he)  accompanied  by  his 
quondam  school-mate,  walked  by  the  side  of  the  friendly  lieutenant. 
Upon  our  arrival  at  the  prison,  the  Sicilian  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and 
Harry  and  I  were  left  alone  with  the  criminal  in  the  keeper's  room. 

*  *  Pedro,'  said  Burton,  sorrowfully,  forgetful,  for  the  moment,  of  the 
subject  nearest  his  heart,  in  his  anxiety  and  compassion  for  the  aged 
soldier,  *  is  it  thus  we  meet  ?  ' 

*  *  Why  look  you  here.  Master  Harry,'  answered  old  Pedro,  drawing 
his  trembling  hand  through  his  hoary  locks,  and  wiping  off  the  perspira- 
tion which  stood  in  large  drops  upon  his  wrinkled  brow, '  the  body  which 
lies  stark  and  stiff  upon  yon  beach,  is  that  of  Diego  Furtado,  the  vile 
servant  of  the  vile  Don  Fernandez  de  Lema.  I  had  long  followed  him 
with  the  intention  of  slaying  him,  and  I  do  not  now  repent  the  deed ; 
and  yet,  damned  villain  as  he  was  !  I  would  fain  have  killed  him  in 
open  fight,  for  I  am  an  old  campaigner,  Master  Harry,  and  have  fought 
on  many  a  bloody  field,  and  I  like  not  this  stabbing  a  man  in  cold  blood, 
for  there  seems  something  cowardly  in  it ;  but  afler  all,  what  would  you 
have  ? '  said  the  veteran,  musingly,  as  if  communing  with  himself ;  *  I 
had  heard  him  describe  to  my  very  face  (thinking  all  the  while  he  was 
talking  to  a  scoundrel  like  himself)  the  manner  in  which  he  seduced  my 
grand-daughter,  and  murdered  her  father,  my  only  child,  the  prop  of 
my  declining  years  ;  ay,' all  this  I  had  heard,  and  I  had  borne  it  all, 
too,  almost,  yes,  almost  patiently,'  added  the  poor  old  man,  af\er  hesi- 
tating a  moment ;  *  but  when  he  boasted  of  having,  at  his  master's 
instigation,  forged  the  letter  which  caused  my  lady's  sudden  death,  and 
sent  her  daughter,  the  GeneraVs  own  flesh  and  blood,  to  a  mad-house, 
why  that,  you  see,  was  too  much  ;  and  I  struck  him  where  he  stood.' 

*  *And  she,  the  daughter  Maria ! '  cried  Burton,  in  a  state  of  frenzy, 
*  tell  me  that  she  still  lives,  and  I  will  bless  thee,  old  man,  with  my 
latest  breath.     She  is  not  dead  ;  oh !  no,  you  could  not  let  her  die  I ' 

*  'Alas  I '  sobbed  the  faithful  soldier,  '  she  lives,  indeed,  but  it  were  a 
mercy  she  were  dead  I  For  ilearly  a  year  my  sweet  young  mistress  has 
been  an  inmate  of  the  insane  asylum  at  this  place ! ' 

*  Harry  waited  to  hear  no  more.  Rushing  madly  from  the  room,  he 
threw  himself  into  a  carriage  at  the  castle-gate. 

*  *  To  the  insane  asylum ! '  cried  I,  getting  in  after  him,  and  drawing 
up  the  blinds. 

'  When  we  arrived  at  the  asylum,  which  stands  a  little  removed  from 
the  city,  I  explained,  as  briefly  as  possible,  to  the  attendant-physician,  a 
man  advanced  in  years,  and  of  a  most  benevolent  expression  of  coun- 
tenance, the  object  of  our  visit. 
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*  *  Well,  Sir,*  said  he,  after  a  few  minutes*  reflection,  *  I  cannot  see 
that  any  harm  can  result  from  your  friend's  having  an  interview  with 
the  poor  young  girl,  and  it  may  possibly  be  productive  of  good.  I  say 
possibly,  not  probably,  mark  you,  my  dear  Sir ;  for,  to  speak  frankly 
with  you,  I  would  not  have  you  be  too  sanguine.  My  own  opinion  is 
that  her  madness  will  end  only  with  her  life.* 

'  Then  kindly  laying  his  hand  on  Burton's  shoulder  : 

*  *  My  young  friend,'  said  he,  *  yAu  must  endeavor  to  control  your  feel- 
ings. Remember  her  life,  ay,  more,  her  reason,  may  depend  upon  your 
firmness.' 

*  *  Doctor,'  Burton  calmly  replied,  *  happen  what  may,  I  am  prepared 
to  abide  the  issue.' 

*  I  looked  at  him  in  astonishment.  His  voice  betrayed  no  sign  of 
emotion ;  and  his  features  were  as  tmmoved  as  those  of  a  statue.  Then, 
for  the  first  time,  I  beheld  the  fearful  calmness  of  despair  I  The  doctor 
now  led  the  way  to  the  cortile,  or  court-yard,  where  was  a  crowd  of 
lunatics  of  all  ages,  and  of  both  sexes.  Here  crouched  a  miser,  care- 
fully hoarding  a  number  of  small  yellow  pebbles,  which  he  had  selected 
from  the  gravel  at  his  feet ;  there,  a  woman,  crazed  with  vanity,  sate 
combing  her  long  locks,  and  making  a  thousand  grimaces  before  a  broken 
mirror,  her  inseparable  companion ;  near  us,  telling  her  beads,  and 
breathing  a  prayer  to  the  Virgin,  knelt  a  nun,  a  religious  enthusiast,  her 
pale  face  illumined  with  a  sweet  smile,  and  her  dark  eyes  beaming  with 
celestial  light,  as  they  rested  on  a  copy  of  Raphael's  Madonna ;  and,  by 
her  side,  loaded  with  chains,  writhed  tlie  victim  of  remorse,  foaming 
at  the  mouth,  and  tearing  his  own  flesh  in  his  agony.  Traversing  the 
court,  we  came  to  a  suite  of  apartments  exclusively  appropriated  to 
females,  and  furnished  with  all  ^at  could  tend  to  alleviate  flie  suffer- 
ings of  their  unhappy  occupants.  In  the  farther  comer  of  one  of  these 
lay  Maiia,  nervously  clutching  a  fragment  of  a  letter,  which  she  held 
in  her  right  hand. 

*  'Madre  mia,  madre  mia,  Enrique  no  viene  I '  she  sighed. 

'  Dearest  Maria,*  said  Harry,  softly  approaching  her  bed,  and  kneel- 
ing by  her  side,  '  I  have  been  long  absent,  it  is  true,  but  the  wanderer 
has  returned  at  last ;  behold  him  at  your  feet ! ' 

*At  the  sound  of  this  well-remembered  voice,  the  maniac,  with  a  look 
of  surprise  and  doubt,  sprang  bolt  upright,  and  parting  her  hair  firam 
her  pale  forehead  with  her  transparent  fingers,  gazed  steadfiafitly  and 
searchingly  at  liim  for  the  space  of  a  minute. 

*  '  Enrique !  Enrique ! '  then  she  shrieked,  and  fell  back  senseless  ffn 
the  couch. 

*  *  Truly  Thy  ways  are  inscrutable,  and  Thy  mercy  endureth  for  ever, 
0  God  !  *  exclaimed  the  doctor,  reverently  uncovering  his  head.  *  She 
is  saved,  Mr.  Burton ;  God  has  been  pleased,  in  His  infinite  mercy,  to 
heal  her  infirmity.' 

*  The  event  justified  the  prediction.  For  two  days  Maria  lay  ill  of  a 
fever.  On  the  morning  of  the  third,  however,  the  fever  broke,  and  she 
sank  into  a  refreshing  slumber,  upon  awaking  from  which  she  immedi- 
ately recognized  Burton,  although  it  was  evident  from  her  words  that 
she  fancied  herself  still  in  the  cottage  at  Madeira. 
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*  *  0  Harry ! '  said  she,  *  I  have  been  very  ill,  have  I  not  ?  I  have 
had  such  fearful  dreams !  I  thought  we  were  separated,  and — but  what 
has  become  of  mother,  that  I  do  not  see  her  here  ?  *  she  asked,  abruptly  ? 

*  surely  she  is  not  sick,  Harry  ?  * 

*  '  No,  dearest,*  Burton  calmly  replied  ;  *  but  she  is  lying  down,  and 
I  do  not  like  to  awake  her.* 

*  *  Oh  no,  Harry,  let  her  rest — poor,  dear  mother !  And  I  will  sleep 
again,  too,  dearest,  I  am  so  very,  very  tired.* 

*  She  did  so ;  and  when  she  again  awoke,  her  senses  were  entirely 
restored.  She  was  now  removed,  with  the  doctor's  consent,  to  the  house 
of  our  Consul,  where  she  soon  recovered  her  health,  but  not  her  spirits. 
The  gayety  of  her  young  days  had  fled  for  ever ;  and  it  was  apparent 
to  me  that  her  nervous  system  had  received  a  shock  from  which  it  could 
never  wholly  recover.  She  ever  seemed  composed,  and  even  cheerful, 
while  Harry  was  by  her  side  ;  but  let  him  be  absent  from  her  but  for  a 
moment,  and  she  grew  nervous  and  agitated,  while  her  face  became 
clouded  with  a  shade  of  such  deep,  deep  melancholy  as  was  painful  to 
look  upon. 

*  The  good  Pedro,  who,  through  the  intercession  of  the  captain  of  our 
frigate,  had  received  a  fuU  pardon  from  the  viceroy,  was  now  at  the 
feet  of  his  young  mistress,  whom  he  vowed  never  to  lose  sight  of  more. 
In  fact,  his  devotion  to  her  bordered  on  idolatry  ;  and  he  was  even  heard 
to  swear,  in  the  height  of  his  madness  on  this  point,  that,  by  all  he  held 
sacred,  by  the  memory  of  the  good  General  himself  he  preferred  for 
his  resting-place  at  night  the  hardest  plank  outside  of  Donna  Maria's 
door,  with  his  watch-coat  for  a  pillow,  to  the  most  luxurious  couch  that 
had  ever  been  seen  in  the  palace  of  the  Alhambra. 

'A  month  had  sped  ;  and  the  lovers  began  to  talk  of  their  approach- 
ing nuptials. 

*  *  Henry,  you  forget,*  said  Maria,  *  that  I  must  first  get  the  consent 
of  His  Holiness  to  our  marriage.  Would  to  God  you  were  a  Catholic, 
dearest,  for  I  sometimes  fear  it  is  a  great  wickedness  in  me  thus  to  adore 
a  heretic ! ' 

*  *  You  may  dismiss  your  fears,  then,  vida  mia'  Burton  gravely  re- 
sponded. *  I  have  long  been  impressed  with  the  divine  truths  of  your 
beautiful  religion  ;  long  felt,  to  use  the  sublime  language  of  Vinet,  that 

*  every  worldling  carries  within  him  the  germ  of  despair ;  every  life 
without  God,  is  equivalent  to  a  suicide,*  and ' 

*  *  Now,  praised  be  the  Virgin  I '  interrupted  the  maiden,  throwing 
herself  on  his  bosom, '  this  is  happiness  indeed  I  And  now,  dearest,'  she 
resumed,  breaking  a  silence  which  had  lasted  some  minutes,  '  let  us 
touch  upon  a  subject  which  we  have  forborne  to  mention  hitherto,  but 
which,  nevertheless,  painful  as  it  is  to  us  both,  we  will  now  speak  of 
for  the  first  and  last  time.  I  mean  the  causes  which  led  to  my  hasty 
departure  from  Madeira,  and  my  subsequent  life  until  a  merciful  Provi- 
dence reiinited  us  here.     And  first  look  carefully  at  this.' 

*  Burton  took  the  torn  and  crumpled  paper  which  she  handed  to  him, 
and  gazed  at  it,  scarce  able  to  believe  the  evidence  of  his  own  senses. 

*  '  God  of  heaven  I '  he  exclaimed,  *  can  such  villainy  exist  upon  the 
earth!' 
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*  Every  word,  every  letter  of  it  seemed  his  own.     It  read  thus : 

**  Maria,  how  shall  I  break  to  jou  the  fearful  fact  that  I  am  a  married  man  ?  The 
mail-steamer,  which  has  this  instant  arriFed,  has  brought  me  intellijg^ence  of  the  exist- 
ence of  a  wife,  whom  1  had  long  supposed  dead.  Farmer  explanations  would  be  ua^ 
less  now.    May  God  hayc  mercy  on  us  both !  Hakbt.* 

'  '  This  was  handed  to  me  about  an  hour  after  you  left,  immediately 
upon  the  distribution  of  the  English  mail,'  continued  Maria,  '  and  the 
next  morning  mother  and  I  left  for  Cadiz.  We  changed  our  place  of 
residence  frequently  in  Spain,  and  finally  came  to  this  city  in  the  vain 
hope  that  the  climate  of  Sicily  would  be  beneficial  to  my  mother's  health. 
We  had  been  here  but  a  few  weeks,  when,  one  morning,  as  we  were 
going  to  early  mass,  Fernandez  de  Lema  presented  himself  before  us, 
and,  in  the  most  extravagant  language,  began  to  declare  his  IJve  for 
me.  *Away  !  murderer  of  my  father  I  *  I  cried.  *  Your  every  linea- 
ment is  hateful  to  me ! '  His  lip  quivered,  and  his  cheek  blanched  as 
I  spoke,  but  still  he  had  the  audacity  to  continue  his  suit. 

*  *  *  Rochefoucauld  has  said,  dear  cousin,'  he  continued,  throwing  him- 
self at  my  feet,  *  that  a  woman  will  pardon  any  faults  her  beauty  has 
caused.'  Know,  then,  that  your  beauty  has  occasioned  all  my  crimes. 
I  made  the  accusation  against  your  father,  it  is  true  ;  but  I  did  so  not 
to  injure  him,  but  in  the  hope  that  his  property  would  be  thereby  con- 
fiscated to  the  Crown,  and  tliat  then,  for  his  and  your  mother's  sake, 
you  would  consent  to  share  my  ample  fortune.  Cousin,  forgive  me  and 
be  mine ! ' 

*  '  As  he  thus  spake,  my  loathing  for  him  became  so  great,  Harry, 
that  I  spumed  him  with  my  foot.  Livid  with  rage,  he  rose,  and,  losing 
all  command  of  himself: 

*  *  *  Proud  little  fool  I '  he  shrieked,  rather  than  spoke ;  *  I  caascd 
the  deatli  of  your  father,  it  is  true,  but  you  do  not  yet  know  half.  The 
.letter  which  you  dropped  during  your  ride  to  the  Cor  sat  ^  I,  your  guide, 
l)icked  up  ;  the  one  you  received,  my  servant,  at  my  command,  forged. 
Your  love  lies  buried  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic  ocean ;  he  died  of 
a  broken  heart.     And  now  I  have  had  my  revenge.* 

*  *  That  night  my  mother  died,  and  then  I  lost  my  reason.  You  know 
the  rest.' 

*And  now  the  priest  had  pronounced  the  nuptial-benediction,  and  Bur- 
Ion  and  Maria  were  united  never  more  to  part  on  earth.  They  pro- 
ceeded immediately  to  Seville,  (whither  old  Pedro  and  I  accompanied 
them,)  and  took  up  their  abode  in  the  house  which  Maria  had  inherited 
from  her  father  —  an  old  castellated  mansion,  built  some  centuries 
before,  which  had  witnessed  her  parents'  marriage  and  her  own  birth. 
And  none  could  be  happier  in  their  married  life  than  they  were.  Their 
former  trials  had  but  served  to  endear  them  the  more  to  each  other,  and, 
strong  in  their  mutual  love,  they  endeavored  in  their  happy  Present  to 
forget  the  unhappiness  of  the  Past.  They  had  served,  too,  to  endue 
them  with  a  lively  sympathy  for  suffering  humanity ;  and  every  morn- 
ing, after  matins,  Maria  and  her  husband  set  forth  for  the  hpspital  of 
cliarity,  attended  ever  by  old  Pedro,  carrying  in  his  hand  a  small  basket 
filled  with  cordials  and  healing-ointments  for  the  sick  ;  and  each  even- 
ing, at  the  sound  of  the  vesper-bell,  they  stood  beside  their  gate,  admin- 
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isteriag  alms  to  the  needy,  and  consolation  to  th^  distressed ;  and  many 
and  fervent  wore  the  prayers  which  nightly  went  up  from  the  poor 
man's  roof  for  the  welfare  of  the  generous  American  and  his  lovely  wife. 
But  '  those  whom  the  gods  love,  die  young/  and,  despite  her  husband's 
jealous  care,  Maria's  step  was  fast  losing  its  elasticity,  and  her  cheek 
its  bloom.  Soon  she  was  *  missed  in  her  accustomed  walks,'  and.  ere 
many  days  had  fled,  the  Cathedral -bells,  tolling  for  the  dyings  an- 
nounced to  the  poor  of  Seville  that  the  soul  of  their  patroness  was  about 
taking  its  flight  for  a  better  world.  And  now  the  last  sad  rites  had 
been  administered,  and  Maria's  dissolution  was  at  hand. 

*  *  Come  nearer,  Harry ;  place  your  arms  about  me,  and  kiss  me  ere 
I  die.     There  —  I  am  very  happy  now.' 

*And  so,  as  a  weaiied  infant  falleth  asleep  upon  its  mother's  breast, 
Maria,  with  her  head  resting  on  Harry's  bosom,  and  her  eyes  flxed  on 
the  crucifix  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  breathed  her  last.  She  was  buried 
in  the  beautiful  Campo  Sa^ntOy  on  the  banks  of  the  Guadalquiver ;  and 
many  a  tear  was  shed,  and  many  a  rare  bouquet  laid  gently  upon  the 
coflSin  of  the  dark-eyed  Sevillana,  as  her  body  was  lowered  to  the  grscve. 

*  The  evening  after  the  funeral,  Burton  said  to  me,  abruptly  : 

*  *  I  leave  to-morrow  for  Italy.  Don  Fernandez  de  Lema  is  cne  of 
the  officers  of  General  Cordoba's  army,  lately  disembarked  at  Gaeta. 
You  will  accompany  me,  of  course.' 

*  Without  speaking,  I  pressed  his  burning  hand  in  mine.  His  face 
wore  the  same  terrible  expression  of  calmness  and  determination  which 
I  had  noticed  in  the  mad-house  of  Palermo. 

*  *  Now,'  said  he,  quietly,  leading  the  way  to  the  street  as  he  spoke, 
*  let  us  take  our  farewell  of  Seville  for  a  season.' 

*  He  paust'd  a  moment,  and  gazed  earnestly  through  the  reja  of  a 
house  fronting  the  Giralday  while  his  lips  moved  as  if  in  prayer  ;  then, 
crossing  the  plaza  fo  the  Cathedral,  he  lingered  some  time  by  the  *  door 
of  pardon,'  and  finally  moved  on  toward  the  Campo  Santo. 

*  *  Stay  here,  William  ;  I  will  return  presently.' 

*  And  I  ofiored  not  to  accompany  him,  for  I  knew  he  was  going  to 
the  grave  '  to  weep  there.'  As  we  passed  through  the  paseo  de  las  de- 
licias  on  our  way  homeward.  Burton  tarried  near  the  pillar  of  Hercules. 
It  was  a  lovely  evening  in  May. 

*  *  On  just  such  a  night  as  this,  on  this  very  spot,  I  struck  that  villain, 
de  Lema,'  said  he,  thoughtfully. 

*  *  And  on  this  same  spot,  just  ^vg  years  afterward,  he  returns  the 
blow,'  said  a  low,  stem  voice  at  my  elbow. 

*  Turning,  I  beheld  a  dagger  gleaming  in  the  moon-light :  the  next 
instant  it  was  buried  to  the  hilt  in  Harry's  breast. 

*  *  My  God,  I  thank  thee !  Maria,  I  come ! '  he  faltered,  as  he  fell 
on  his  face  to  the  earth. 

*  Thus  died  Harry  Burton,  in  the  flower  of  his  youth,  by  the  hands 
of  a  vile  assassin  !.•.•• 

*And  each  afternoon,  for  many,  many  months,  a  gray-haired  soldier, 
feeble  and  old,  but  bowed  more  by  grief  than  age,  was  seen  slowly 
walking  along  the  banks  of  the  Guadalquiver.  He  spake  to  none,  nor 
even  raised  his  eyes  from  the  earth ;  and  even  the  priest's  frown  relaxed, 
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while  aged  men  uncovered,  and  grave  matrons  and  thoughtless  maidens 
gave  liim  their  blessing  as  he  passed  ;  and  little  children  spake  softly 
and  low,  as  they  pointed  with  their  tiny  fingers  to  Pedro's  receding  form  ; 
and  ever,  as  the  dews  of  night  began  to  fall,  they  huddled  closer  toge- 
ther, and  whispered  mournfully,  one  to  the  other,  of  the  loco  who  kept 
watch  by  the  tombs.  But  this  could  not  continue  long.  One  mom,  I 
found  him  kneeling  between  tlie  two  graves,  in  an  attitude  of  supplica- 
tion, his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  and  his  eyes  turned  upward  to  the 
skies.  I  knelt  beside  him,  and,  laying  my  hand  on  his,  whispered  softly 
in  his  ear.  But  he  heeded  me  not ;  the  spirit  of  the  good  old  man  had 
departed. 

*And  Harry  sleeps  in  a  foreign  land ;  but  he  rests  well,  for  we  laid 
him  by  Maria's  side.  A  single  slab  serves  to  cover  the  two,  bearing 
simply  the  words  '  padeyicia  y  espcranza.^  But  Pedro  boasts  a  statelier 
tomb.  Near  the  gate  of  San  Diego,  on  the  right  as  you  enter  the 
Campo  Santo,  stands  a  proud  monument,  erected  by  the  regiment  of 
Seville,  to  commemorate  the  virtues  of  an  old  soldier.  Upon  it,  en- 
graved in  letters  of  brass,  is  the  inscription  : 

*  *  PedrOy  tl  BuenOf 
Fifl  has  t<i  la  macrt<.'.*  ' 

*  *And  the  infamous  Don  Fernandez  ?  '  cried  I. 

*  '  Died  by  liis  own  hands  in  the  common  jail  at  Madrid.* 

'  'And  you,  my  poor  brother !  how  much  you  must  have  sufiered  dur- 
ing these  sad  scenes  ! ' 

'  The  Lieutenant  laid  his  head  upon  his  sister's  bosom,  and  again 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  He  spoke  not,  but  his  tears  were  more 
eloquent  than  words.'  r.  a.  p.,  v.  ti.  s. 


THE      D    E    A    :^ 


Tns  dead  alone  are  great ! 
While  heavenly  plants  abide  on  earth, 
The  poll  is  one  of  dewless  dearth ; 
But  when  they  die,  a  nionmlnjj  rtiower 
Comes  down,  and  makes  tbeir  memories  flower 

With  odors  sweet,  though  late. 

The  dead  alone  are  fair  1 
While  they  are  ^Ith  u^  stranffe  lines  play 
Before  onr  eyes,  and  chase  away 
God's  light ;  but  let  them  pale  and  die, 
And  swell  the  stores  of  Memory  — 

There  Is  no  envy  there. 

The  dca<l  alone  are  dear ! 
While  they  are  here,  long  shailowa  fall 
From  our  own  forms,  and  darken  all : 
But  when  they  leave  us,  all  the  shade 
Is  round  our  '-wn  sad  footsU'ps  made. 

And  they  are  bright  and  clear. 

The  dead  alone  are  blest ! 
While  they  are  here,  clouds  mar  the  day. 
And  bitter  snow-tails  nip  their  May ; 
But  when  the  tempest-time  is  done. 
The  light  and  heat  of  Heaven's  own  sun 

Broods  on  their  land  uf  rest.  IIbnry  Altouk 
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J. 

How  are  the  mighty  fallen  I 
FaUenI  fallen!  faUenI 
Fallen  for  evermore, 
But  not  to  dun  obscure ; 
Fallen,  so  burst  they  forth 
Unto  the  perfect  day ; 
So  fall  the  sun's  first  beams 
After  supreme  eclipse : 
'T  is  but  the  curtain  falls  — 
The  curtain  to  their  scene 
Of  honorable  deeds  — 
Fullness  accomphshed  of  supernal  mind  I 

n. 

How  wonderful  is  death  I 

Inexplicable  change 

Of  principle  unchanged  I 

Existence  unexist  I 

How  more  than  wonderful ! 

Majestic  calmness  throned 

Upon  that  awful  brow ; 

Eternal  silence  set 

Where  erst  the  thunder  slept ; 

Where  erst  the  lightning  played, 

The  glory  hath  burnt  out. 

UL 

As  one  who  from  a  pit 
Looks  upward  to  the  sky, 
So  we,  from  depth  profound 
Of  universal  woe, 
Behold  the  stars  at  noon, 
And  reverently  bow 
Beneath  thy  shadowing  wings, 
Inevitable  Fate !  — 
Whose  darkness  hath  revealed 
The  glory  of  that  light 
Ix)8t,  for  a  moment,  in  the  glare  of  day. 

IV. 

Not  to  the  Past,  0  heart  1 

Not  to  the  withered  leaves 

Beneath  the  tree  of  life. 

But  to  the  future,  turn, 

Whose  springing  buds  are  green. 

And  murmuring  to  the  wind  — 

The  balmy  wind  of  hope : 

Bright,  through  the  top-most  bough, 

Serenely  beautiful, 

In  awful  splendor  bums 

The  newly-risen  Star  I 
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L  E  T  'J'  K  It  S      FROM      POPLAR      HILL. 


LBTTRB      TIIIBD. 


Popltr  Hill,  Av^mst^  18- 

Dear  EiMtly  :  I  am  sitting  alono  in  father's  room,  watching  his  uneasy 
clumbers.  Mother  and  EUie  have  just  started  for  Judge  Hcywaid*i; 
and  Margaret  has  left  me  to  gather  some  flowers,  which  I  shall  send 
you  witli  this.  Father  was  taken  very  ill  last  night ;  his  foot  had 
troubled  him  all  day,  and  probably  the  nervous  excitement  induced  ly 
the  pain  adected  liis  whole  system.  Mother  did  not  express  much  sym- 
pathy for  him  ;  and  as  she  showed  no  positive  ugliness,  I  am  inclined 
to  believe  that  she  has  become  so  accustomed  to  his  occasional  distiejnd 
turns  that  she  does  not  feel  them  as  I  do.  We  all  know  if  wc  habitn- 
ally  gaze  on  misery,  our  sensibilities  become  blunted  ;  yet  if  thoae  ve 
love  are  afHicted,  our  sympathies  should  be  cultivated  as  much  as  the 
mind  or  manners,  and  the  frequency  of  pain  oidy  call  Ibrth  in  us  re- 
newed eflbrts  of  support  and  cheer.  P'ather  does  not  remark  mother*ii 
indiflerencc,  but  he  was  pleased  when  I  came  in  to  sit  by  him,  and  aooD 
fell  asleep. 

This  morning  I  heard  mother  say  that  the  maid  was  so  much  oceo- 
pied  every  morning  that  the  parlor  was  never  in  order  until  mid-day. 
So  with  the  double  motive  of  pleasing  her,  and  brightening  the  doll 
drawing-room,  I  oflered  to  arrange  and  dust  it  every  morning.  She  was 
pleased,  and  was  gracious  enough  to  give  me  a  lecture  on  househdd 
afiiiirs.  Now,  then,  I  have  one  definite  duty  at  home,  and  althou^ 
comparatively  so  insignificant  a  one,  I  shall  render  it  important  by  prompt 
attention  and  taste.  Yesterday,  while  unpacking  my  books  I  saw  your 
brother  Harold  ride  past.  I  watched  for  liis  return,  that  I  might  aend 
you  a  message,  but  he  did  not  come  back  this  way.  I  do  not  know 
that  I  could  have  sunnnoned  courage  to  stop  him,  he  looked  so  stem 
and  grave.  He  is  like  you,  Emily,  in  manner  at  least,  so  calm,  digni- 
tied,  and  reserved.  Were  his  eyes  less  searching,  and  his  voice  leas  pe- 
remptor}%  he  would  resemble  you  still  more. 

Mother  expects  some  friends  of  hers  from  Albany  to-monow,  and  1 
may  be  occupied  at  home  for  several  days.  A  maiden  sister  and  her 
niece  arc  coining ;  I  cannot  tell  how  long  they  will  remain.  The  nest 
room  has  undergone  a  thorough  cleaning  for  their  accommodation,  and 
there  have  been  sundry  preparations  in  the  culinary  department,  whiek 
have  made  themi^elves  manifest  in  unmistakable  savory  odors.  I  hope 
I  shall  not  be  very  much  engaged  with  these  visitors,  for  I  have  became 
quite  settled,  and  have  made  the  resolution  to  continue  my  reading  and 
.studies.  I  spent  nearly  the  whole  morning  in  tho  garret,  looking  orer 
a  great  trunk  of  old  books.  They  had  not  been  touched  for  years ;  some 
were  mouldy,  and  all  were  covered  with  dust.  I  found  a  fine  translatioo 
of  Schiller's  Lay  of  the  Bell,  in  an  old  English  magazine  Four  linM 
of  il.  described  our  motherless  condition  so  forcibly  that  they  brougbt 
tears ; 
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*IIov  oft  ihoy  miss  tlmt  tooder  guide. 

The  csre,  the  watch,  the  fsce,  the  mother; 
And  where  she  sat  the  babes  beside. 
Sits,  with  aoloviog  looks,  another.* 

Oh !  did  the  Gennan  poet  ever  feel  that  want,  that  sympathv,  that  love ! 
How  true  it  is,  when  we  sympathize  with  an  author,  all  diflerenoes  of 
language  are  overleaped,  and  we  seem  hrothers  in  habit,  in  nation,  in 
clime.  I  found  several  school-books  of  brother  Henry's,  with  his  name 
written  in  the  front,  with  bold  flourishes,  by  my  father,  and  great  ships, 
with  flaunting  sails  ail  over  the  fly-leaves,  pencilled  by  a  younger  hand. 

One  had  our  joint  names  on  the  cover ;  and  as  I  turned  over  the  dog- 
eared leaves,  every  page  brought  those  happy  school-days  back  to  me. 
What  a  mountain  that  little  dictionary  was  to  him  then ;  and  with  what 
hearty  disgust  he  would  fling  it  to  the  opposite  wall,  and  expend  his 
indolence  and  ire  on  the  furniture  around  him !  Poor  fellow  I  howllong 
to  see  him !  Father  spoke  of  him  yesterday  with  unabated  censure,  but 
he  sighed  heavily  when  he  had  finished  speaking.  If  Henry  could  only 
csome  home  now,  I  feel  confident  he  would  be  forgiven.  I  am  sure 
&ther  s  heart  is  subdued,  and  yearning  to  be  reconciled.  If  I  only  knew 
where  to  direct  a  letter  to  Henry,  I  would  write  immediately.  Agnes 
thinks  he  is  in  South  America.  So  I  can  do  nothing  but  wait,  and  tiiat^ 
oh !  that  is  so  very  difficult  to  do  ! 

I  am  so  much  disappointed  to  find  that  I  cannot  see  Agnes  oftener. 
The  walk  to  Kilvale  is  too  long  for  me  to  attempt  often  or  to  go  alone ; 
and  now  the  horses  are  in  the  fields  harvesting.  The  firequent  rains 
have  spoiled  much  of  the  hay ;  and  father  is  hurrying  to  get  the  re- 
mainder under  cover.  My  brother-in-law  is  entertaining  several  politi- 
cal friends  at  his  house,  and  consequently  sister's  time  is  much  occupied. 
She  looks  [>ale  and  care-worn,  and,  from  some  unknown  cause,  seems  to 
feci  rnucli  uiispokoii  anxiety.  She  tells  me  they  are  going  to  New- York 
earlier  than  usual  tliis  year,  intending  to  leave  Kilvale  by  the  first  of 
October,  and  then  I  shall  lose  her  society  altogether. 

B  V  E  N  I  N  O. 

I  WAS  interrupted  this  morning  by  mother's  return,  and  I  have  been 
M)  mueh  occupied  since,  that  I  could  not  complete  this  letter.  But  I 
am  alone  now,  and  must  finish  it.  Mother  did  not  find  the  Howards  at 
home,  anJ  therefore  returned  somewhat  ill-himiored.  She  said  two  or 
three  fashionable  friends  of  Mrs.  Howard's  were  visiting  her,  and  she 
evidently  desired  to  become  acquainted  with  them.  I  acknowledge  I 
wa«  surpri-cd  tliat  she  did  not  ask  me  to  accompany  her,  as  I  am  the 
(ddc-t  at  hc/ine  ;  but  it  would  have  been  hardly  proper  for  me  to  have 
pone,  as  1  am  si  ill  in  deep  mourning.  Perhaps  she  tliought  of  this,  and 
would  not  pain  me  by  an  allusion.  After  dinner,  Margaret  and  I  went 
to  tlie  pardon  with  our  l>ooks  and  drawing.  The  small  grape-arbor  in 
the  lower  iranleu  is  so  completely  shaxled  in  the  afternoon  that  I  am 
enamored  with  the  wild  neglect  of  the  place,  its  decayed  frame-work 
aii<l  trailing  vines.  Maprjrie  and  I  had  a  social  time.  She  read  to  me, 
while  1  occupied  myself  with  my  drawing,  until  she  became  listless,  and 
went  to  the  orchard  for  fruit.     I  watched  her  as  she  ran  in  the  clear 
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sun-shine  over  the  soft  ^ass,  and  beneath  the  tree-shadows.  Oh !  'twas 
a  fair  sight !  But  fairer  than  all  was  the  beautiful  child  with  her  hair 
floating  around  her,  and  her  little  feet  kissing  the  meadow-flowers.  Dear 
girl,  when  I  kissed  but  half  an  hour  ago,  *  her  large  musing  eyes,  neither 
joyous  nor  sorr}','  I  hoped  I  might  imbibe  some  of  her  meekness  and 
purity.  The  thought  has  often  made  me  sad,  that  her  young  life  should 
be  so  overshadowed,  when  mine  basked  in  the  sun-shine  of  an  almost 
motherly  love.  Would  that  I  might  free  thee,  sweet  one.  or  create  one 
star  in  the  cloud-heaven  of  thine  existence  ! 

I  had  been  alone  but  a  few  moments,  when  I  heard  voices  in  the 
upper  garden,  and  children's  feet  on  the  terrace.  After  little  feet  dashed 
past  the  arbor,  elder  voices  drew  near,  and  at  length  became  perfectly 
distinct.  One  I  recognized  as  my  mother's,  and  in  a  confidential  tone. 
If  the  means  of  escape  had  been  open  to  me,  I  could  not  have  availed 
myself  of  them,  for  the  first  sentence  of  her  lips  chained  me  to  the 
spot. 

*  His  health  has  failed  very  much  of  late  ;  T  camiot  believe  he  will 
last  long,'  she  said. 

*  One  cannot  tell,'  replied  a  deep,  manly  voice,  not  at  all  familiar  to 
mc  ;  *  one  cannot  tell ;  his  disease  is  a  very  deceitful  one.' 

'At  all  events,  the  property  is  secured.  1  have  paid  his  debts,  and  he 
has  conveyed  the  estate  to  me.' 

'  But  the  children,  how  will  they  be  provided  for  ? ' 

*  Bertha's  aunt  Mary  left  her  a  competence,  and  Agnes  will  take 
Margaret,  I  suppose.  Mr.  EUicott  is  foolish  not  to  insist  on  Bertha's 
living  on  her  income  ;  however  he  '11  soon  find  that  will  be  impossible.' 

The  steps  receded,  and  the  reply  was  too  indistinct  to  be  caught. 
The  moments  that  elapsed  seemed  hours  ;  the  wild  tumult  in  my  breast 
bowed  me  to  the  very  earth.  "When  I  lifted  my  head  the  day-light 
t^eemed  dim  ;  the  waving  breezes  brought  icy  breezes  to  my  brow  ;  ex- 
istence seemed  an  agony  I  1  had  no  tears  to  shed ;  all  of  beauty,  of 
brightness,  of  joy,  had  departed ;  *  every  where  the  sun  shone  except 
upon  my  own  cold  forehead ! '  My  home  was  the  lurking-place  of  a 
fiend  ;  and  what  must  not  parent  and  child  bear  in  consequence  ?  Would 
God  sufier  it  ?  I  pressed  my  hand  on  my  eye-lids  to  shut  out  the  con- 
sciousness of  misery,  and  something  whispered  : 

'  Pray  to  Him  ! ' 

A  step  close  at  my  side  started  me,  and  the  inquiry  in  the  same  deep 
tones,  '  Is  this  your  drawing,  young  lady  ? '  caused  me  to  rise,  and  look- 
ing into  the  face  above,  I  instantly  recognized  Judge  Howard.  I  turned 
away  and  burst  into  imcontrollable  tears. 

He  was  polite  enough  to  offer  no  consolation,  but  waited  until  my 
emotion  was  spent.  1  hated  the  man,  but  I  admired  the  gentleness  of 
his  demeanor,  for  with  afiecting  kindness  he  talked  of  the  drawings,  of 
my  taste  and  abilities,  not  once  alluding  to  my  distress. 

When  I  went  into  the  house  some  time  after,  the  visitors  had  gone. 
8o  I  bathed  my  eyes  and  read  to  father  until  supper.  1  met  mother  at 
the  tea-table.  She  was  more  than  usually  affable ;  and  I  was  convinced 
she  did  not  suspect  me  of  overhearing  the  conversation.  If  my  manner 
was  changed,  she  did  not  perceive  it ;  and  my  irritated  feehngs,  in  a 
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difierent  atmosphere,  soon  became  calm.  I  am  calm  now,  very  calm. 
I  know  air  the  hopelessness  of  my  situation  ;  its  worst  aspects  are  before 
me.  Yet  I  will  not  despair.  Youth  is  strong  and  hopeful.  I  shall 
comfort  my  father,  love  and  teach  Margaret,  be  dutiful  to  my  step- 
mother as  long  as  I  can.  To-morrow  the  visitors  will  bo  here,  but  the 
day  afler  I  shall  see  you. 

Good-bye.     Believe  me,  until  then,  your  own  Brnriiv  Elucoit. 


11    ()    V   j:    s 


BY   niAKUv*  i.KLfM»   rouTris. 


Ye  beautiflil  liopcs  of  Boyhood, 

Where  have  ye  strayed  away? 
Gone,  like  the  summer-shower, 

Passed  like  the  siimmer-day  I 
I  see  your  bright  eye  glancing 

By  the  brook  and  in  the  glen ; 
Ye  beautiful  hopes  of  Boyhood, 

Come  yo  not  back  again  ? 


II. 


Ye  beautifiil  hopes  of  MANnoon, 

Image  of  Boyhood's  hour, 
I  feel  your  warm  breath  on  mc, 

And  oh !  its  thrilling  power! 
And  I  hear  your  angel  foot-falls 

In  the  breeze  that  fans  mo  now ; 
And  the  touch  of  your  gentle  fingers 

Is  the  coolness  on  my  brow. 


in. 


All  sun-light  are  your  pinions, 

All  golden  is  your  track ; 
And  the  silver  of  your  whisper 

Says,  ye  are  coming  back : 
Here,  take  this  crystal  tear-drop, 

From  purest  joy  distilled ; 
0  beautiful  hopes  of  Manhood, 

My  fond  heart  yo  have  filled ! 


rv. 


You  're  singing  your  organ-anthem 

In  the  chambers  of  my  soul, 
And  the  musical-waves  come  rolling 

As  waves  of  the  ocean  roll: 
"With  snowy  wings  now  folded, 

On  with  the  sjrren-song ; 
Ye  beautiful  hopes  of  Manhood, 

Will  yo  not  tarry  long? 


276  Visions  of  Home.  [Mmich, 


VISIONS         OP         HOME. 


PROXE  upon  a  l>od  of  sickness. 

Towinfc  thf:ru  in  foverisli  pain, 
Wonderinj^  ofi,  with  cliildi!<li  weakness, 

If  I  e'er  shall  sleep  again  ; 
When  my  parcliing  lips  are  longing 

For  the  cooling  stream  at  home. 
Fancy  springs,  her  pinions  pluming, 

And  mid  childhood-scenes  I  roam  I 

n. 

Tlioro  I  stand  honcath  the  covering 

Of  the  eh*  Try -trees  in  bloom, 
White  Jis  tliou*;h  an  angel  hovering 

Shook  his  wings  and  dropped  perfume*. 
Cooling  breezes  wafl  the  incense, 

To  ea<*h  sense  intoxicate; 
Joyous  birds  in  sweet  concordance 

AVarble  mid  the  boughs  elate. 

II L 

Undulating  hills  and  valleys 

Rise  and  fall  on  everv  side; 
There  the  bnK)k  its  fortes  rallies; 

Ix'aping,  laughing,  on  they  glide ; 
Fleecy  clouds  with  light  all  burnished 

Seem  some  (shanging  palatio  fair, 
As  with  eastern  splendor  furnished 

(lorgeously  they  glisten  there. 

IV. 

0  I^iseask!  T  fain  would  thank  thee 

For  this  vision  of  my  youth ; 
Ne'er  again  those  hills  cjui  charm  me, 

Pictured  with  such  perfect  truth  ; 
For  their  jiloasiint  scenes  are  changing, 

Tree  and  cottage  passed  away; 
Other  childish  forms  are  ranging, 

Where  with  friends  I  used  to  stray. 

v. 

And  my  plav-mntei*  are  no  longer 

Children,  in  their  song  and  glee; 
Other  ties  to  thorn  grown  stronger; 

They  are  not  as  once  to  me. 
TluMi  1  thank  thw,  wearying  SiCEKKSSi 

For  this  glinijvso  of  Far-away, 
IVaying  I  may  e'er  with  mct^knosa 

Hear  the  chastening  when  1  stray. 

i|rr<i««MS  Ihcemher  t6^  1868L  a.  «.  a. 
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JOHN         BIGGS. 


SYTHE     ACTUOB     OF     *TUB     ATTORN  KY,'      *HARRY     UAbHOX/     KTO. 


cnAPTKB    KOrRTlL 


Days  ^qhX  flitting  by  until  they  grew  to  be  months,  and  months 
swelled  into  years.  Each  wrote  its  story  as  it  went,  and  the  tenor 
of  that  story  was,  *  change ; '  but  the  changes  wrought  by  Time  are 
always  gradual,  and  its  silent  work  could  be  detected  only  by  looking 
back  through  the  past,  and  contrasting  it  with  the  present. 

Children  had  grown  to  be  men,  and  men,  stalwart  and  robust,  had 
sunk  into  decrepitude.  Households  told  the  same  story.  There  was  a 
broken  crutch  in  the  garret,  and  an  empty  settle  in  the  chinmey-comer, 
where  the  old  man  used  to  sit,  querulous  with  age,  and  in  the  way  of 
every  one  except  the  half-blind  dog  who  dozed  at  his  feet,  and  licked 
his  palsied  hand,  and  with  dim  eyes,  still  looked  afiectionately  at  kim. 
Time  had  done  its  silent  work  there,  likewise.  The  grass  was  growing 
rank  and  long  where  the  old  man  now  §lept,  and  his  dog  was  long  since 
forgotten.  Yet,  it  was  but  ten  years  —  a  small  span  in  history,  but  a 
long  one  in  the  life  of  man. 

It  had  told  its  tale,  too,  on  the  blacksmith  ;  but  his  frame  was  an 
iron  one,  and  although,  perhaps,  it  was  not  quite  as  erect  as  it  had 
been,  its  rugged  strength  had  withstood  the  brunt  of  years,  well.  His 
hair  had  become  nearly  white,  and  his  face  more  furrowed  ;  but  there 
was  the  same  expression  of  simple,  honest  purpose  in  his  look,  and  the 
same  character  of  iron  repose  about  his  massive  face,  and  the  same  ap^ 
pearance  of  slumbering  strength  in  his  limbs,  as  in  days  long  past. 

He  had  kept  his  promise  to  the  boy  committed  to  his  charge,  well; 
and  in  so  doing,  he  had  reaped  his  own  reward ;  for,  as  Harry  Lindsay 
grew  up,  and  day  by  day  developed  those  traits  of  character  which  had 
always  rendered  his  family  beloved  among  their  neighbors,  the  black- 
smith learned  to  regard  him  with  the  same  pride  and  aHection  as  if  he 
had  been  his  own  child. 

*  He  *s  a  noble  lad,'  said  he  to  one  of  his  neighbors  —  although  Harry 
was  now  nearly  a  man  —  as  they  stood  looking  at  him  galloping  pabt 
the  smithy,  his  fine  features  glowing  with  health  and  exercise,  and  his 
eyes  dancing  with  life  and  happiness.  *  He  *s  the  same  as  my  own 
child  to  me  —  almost.' 

But,  although  John  had  thus  far  carefully  guarded  his  childhood,  and 
had  been  his  confidential  adviser  as  he  advanced  in  years,  he  had  not 
been  alone  in  the  formation  of  the  boy's  character ;  for,  shortly  af^er 
the  death  of  Mr.  Lindsay,  Dick  Bolles,  finding  that  John  could  not  bo 
induced  to  abandon  the  smithy,  '  pulled  up  stakes,'  as  he  termed  it,  and 
took  up  his  abode  in  the  village.  He  had  a  warm  admiration  for  the 
blacksmith,  not  unmixed  with  a  feehng  of  pity  for  the  guileless  sim- 
plicity of  his  character.     As  soon  as  he  understood  the  natuie  of  the 
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relation  ^hich  existed  between  John  and  Harry  Lindsay,  he  mentally 
constituted  himself  the  guardian  of  both  of  them.  For  he  remarked, 
that  although  John  was  a  good  man,  and  a  man  of  learning,  he  was 
hut  a  child  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  must  he  looked  after.  *  He  *11 
do  all  he  can  for  that  hoy,  and  he  '11  do  a  good  deal  in  his  line ;  but 
it  'U  take  me,  to  make  a  man  of  him.' 

The  idea  of  Dick  Bolles,  as  to  the  course  of  education  requisite  for  a 
young  man,  was  indeed  diHcrent  from  that  of  the  blacksmith.  The 
former,  in  his  youth,  had  been  somewhat  noted  as  a  hard-riding  dare- 
devil, with  a  dash  of  the  moss-trooper  in  his  character.  It  was  true, 
that  with  the  increase  of  years  came  a  proportionate  diminution  of  his 
mad-cap  propensities,  and  he  had,  at  length,  become  quite  a  sedate  per- 
.sonage.  Still,  he  evinced  a  strong  hankering  for  his  old  habits,  but  he 
resolutely  kept  it  down,  and  yielded  to  other  and  younger  men  his  place 
as  ring-leader  in  all  the  scrapes  and  hair-brained  pranks  which  took 
place  there.  It  was  well-known,  however,  that,  notwithstanding  his 
reformation,  Dick  had  still  a  kindly  feeling  toward  every  vagabond 
within  the  purlieus  of  the  place,  and  took  their  part  on  all  occasions. 
He  was  looked  up  to  as  a  sort  of  oracle  by  the  stage-drivers  and  owners 
of  fast-trotting  horses,  and  knew  the  name  of  every  horse  which  had 
won  a  race  for  the  last  century.  Every  good-for-nothing  fellow  whose 
exploits  had  rendered  liim  a  terror  and  nuisance  to  the  neighborhood, 
was  sure  of  a  kind  word,  or  a  nod,  half  of  caution  and  half  of  encou- 
ragement, from  Dick. 

Dick  had  watched  the  proceedings  of  the  blacksmith  for  a  long  time 
in  silence,  but,  as  Harry  Lindsay  gradually  advanced  in  years,  he 
thought  it  high  time  to  Jvance  hb  opinions  f  which  he  holdly  did,  by 
telling  John  that  it  was  all  very  well  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  lad  as  he 
did,  but  he  would  be  glad  to  know  when  he  intended  to  make  a  man 
of  him  in  good  earnest  ?  He  then  proceeded  to  illustrate  his  idea  of 
what  a  man  should  be,  which  idea,  when  fully  carried  out,  turned  ont 
to  be  a  very  glowing  delineation  of  what  he  lumself  had  been  in  early 
years.  The  blacksmith  shook  his  head  and  smiled,  for  there  was  too 
much  open  honesty,  too  much  truthfulness,  and  too  much  of  love  and 
charity  toward  his  fellow-man,  mixed  up  in  the  nature  of  Dick  BoUes, 
for  the  smith  to  do  other  than  appreciate  his  character  ;  but  he  gave  no 
assent.  His  friend  did  not  wait  for  it ;  for,  having  convinced  himself 
that  John  was  laboring  under  a  mental  hallucination  on  the  subject  of 
education,  he  determined  to  carry  into  efiect  his  own  plan  of  instruction; 
and  forthwith  set  about  diluting  the  moral  precepts  enjoined  by  John, 
by  infusing  in  the  boy's  character  a  large  portion  of  that  love  of  mis- 
chief which  was  so  prominent  in  his  own. 

Thus,  under  the  care  of  his  two  guardians,  Harry  Lindsay  had  grown 
up,  a  noble,  high-spirited  lad,  truthful  and  upright,  yet  with  a  dash  of 
that  buoyant,  ^string  spirit  which  went  very  far,  among  his  associates, 
to  set  off  and  enhance  the  sterling  traits  of  his  character. 

John  Biggs  eyed  him  with  pride,  for  he  knew  him  to  be  all  that  he 
keul  hoped,  and  he  felt  that  the  anxious  care  which  he  had  bestowed 
upon  him,  had  met  its  reward.  Dick  Bolles  was  equally  ardent  in  his 
admiration,  for  he  said,  '  he  had  often  seen  him  put  his  hone  at  a  five- 
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barred  fence,  and  clear  it  at  a  flying  leap,  and  tliat  was  more  than  any 
man  there  could  do ;  and,  as  to  his  other  qualifications,  it  was  not  for 
him  to  say  much  about  them,  seeing  that  ho  had  had  a  hand  in  making 
him  what  he  was,  but  that  he  would  say,  that  he  could  handle  any 
man  of  his  inches  in  the  place,  and  he  but  a  boy  I  * 

Notwithstanding  the  progress  which  Harry  Lindsay  was  thus  clearly 
making,  they  who  had  charge  of  his  person  and  estate  during  his 
minority,  thought  it  necessary  that  he  should  complete  his  education  at 
a  University  in  one  of  the  New-England  cities,  and  preparations  for  his 
departure  were  made  without  delay. 

The  day  before  he  set  out,  John  left  his  work,  and  spent  the  day  at 
the  house.  He  passed  part  of  the  time  in  going  over  the  house  with 
him,  and  then  they  strolled  over  the  grounds.  In  their  walk,  they 
paused  at  a  small  plot  of  ground  which  had  been  used  for  more  than  a 
century  as  the  burial-place  of  the  Lindsays.  It  was  a  sequestered  spot, 
shadowed  by  weeping-willows  and  large  acacias,  and  overlooked  the 
Long-Island  Sound. 

The  smith  paused,  and  turning  to  Harry,  said,  in  an  earnest  tone  : 

*  Harry,  lad,  here  sleep  those  from  whom  you  have  sprung.  There  is 
not  one  lying  here  for  whom  you  need  to  blush.  Pray  to  God  that  when 
you  rest  at  their  side  your  descendants  may  have  reason  to  feel  the  same 
pride  in  you  ;  and  remember,  that  when  your  father  died,  he  imposed  it  as 
a  sacred  trust  on  me,  to  bring  you  up  to  resemble  those  who  are  resting 
here.  I  have  endeavored  to  do  so  ;  but  the  hardest  trials  of  your  life 
are  yet  to  come.  Temptation  will  beset  you  ;  the  impulses  of  youth 
will  be  at  war  with  right ;  you  will  meet  with  evil  advisers,  and  I  shall 
not  be  at  hand  to  counteract  their  influence  :  but,  in  the  hour  of  your 
sorest  trial,  think  of  the  old  blacksmith  ;  of  his  anxiety  for  you  —  of 
his  promise  to  your  father  • —  and  endeavor  to  remember  what  he  has 
said.  And  remember  too,  lad,  that  if  you  need  a  friend,  a  single  Ime 
will  bring  me  to  you,  no  matter  where  you  may  be,  or  what  may  be 
the  nature  of  your  trouble.* 

Harry  loved  the  blacksmith,  and  he  promised  all  that  he  asked.  As 
yet,  life  to  him  was  but  a  dream  of  sunshine,  and  although  he  looked 
earnestly  up  in  the  rugged  face  which  was  bending  so  anxiously  over 
him,  and  saw  the  furrows  on  the  cheek  and  on  the  brow,  he  thought 
not  of  the  cares  and  sorrows  which  had  made  them  so  deep,  and  had 
given  to  its  whole  cast  such  an  anxious  earnestness.  And,  as  he  looked 
forward  at  the  path  which  Hope  was  spreading  out  before  him,  he  saw 
nothing  like  a  shadow  in  the  bright  vista  which  it  presented.  He 
laughed  merrily,  and  told  John  that  he  was^  an  old  raven,  but  still  he 
promised  all  that  he  asked,  and  John  was  satisfied. 

Before  day-light  on  the  following  morning,  Harry  took  his  seat  in 
the  stage-coach  which  was  to  carry  him  to  the  city  of  New- York,  whence 
he  was  to  go  by  steamer  to  Boston,  his  place  of  destination. 

John  Biggs  was  in  attendance,  to  see  him  oflf.  Dick  Bolles,  too,  was 
there,  and  afler  listening  with  great  patience  to  John's  farewell  in- 
junctions, merely  added : 

'All  that  John  says,  is  very  true,  and  you  'd  better  do  as  he  tells  you ; 
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but  if  you  can't,  and  at  any  time  should  need  a  pair  of  fists  to  help 
you  on,  just  call  on  Dick  BoUes,  will  you  ?  * 

Harry  promised  that  he  would,  with  so  much  heartiness,  that  Dick 
could  not  help  remarking  there  was  not  a  little  proper  spirit  in  the  lad, 
and  that  he  thou^^ht  he  'd  turn  out  a  good  deal  of  a  man,  if  they  did 
not  spoil  him  in  that  infernal  college  where  he  was  going. 

The  separation  had  been  a  hard  one,  both  for  the  young  man  and  his 
rough  guardians,  but  although  Dick  said  it  was  all  nonsense,  the  smith 
knew  that  the  separation  was  necessary. 

It  was  a  very  gloomy  season  for  John,  for  he  had  been  so  much  ac- 
customed to  see  the  lad  daily  about  him,  that  his  absence  made  him 
feel  very  dull ;  but  he  repeated  that  it  was  all  right,  and  said  that 
there  was  no  use  in  *  talking*  about  it,  and  there  was  the  end  of  it/ 
And  generally,  after  some  such  remark,  he  would  betake  himself  to  his 
bellows  or  hammer,  and  work  off  every  inclination  toward  despondency 
with  great  energy. 

But  there  were  gleams  of  sunshine,  too ;  for  every  fortnight  brought 
a  letter ;  and  on  such  occasions  John  was  alwaj^s  cheerful,  and  not  un- 
frequently  so  far  laid  aside  his  usual  taciturnity,  as  t»  read  them  to  tlie 
frequenters  of  the  smithy.  His  honest  face  fairly  glowed  with  delight, 
at  the  encomiums  which  always  followed.  It  was  understood  by  all, 
that  nothing  but  encomiums  were  allowed ;  for,  one  of  his  listeners 
having,  in  an  evil  hour,  ventured  to  criticise  these  productions  a  little 
too  harshly,  received  such  a  severe  rating  from  the  black-smith,  that  he 
did  not  show  his  face  there  for  a  month.  He  ever  afterward  became 
one  of  the  most  ardent  admirers  of  Harry  Lindsay ;  and  finally  com- 
pleted his  subjugation  of  John's  good-will,  by  swearing  that  he  thought 
the  lad  would  one  day  become  the  President  of  the  United  States. 

\N  ith  all  John's  warm  attachment  to  Harjry,  he  kept  a  steady  watch 
upon  him.  He  permitted  none  except  himself  to  cavil  at  him ;  but  no 
stem  monitor  could  be  more  vigilant  in  noting  and  repressing  every  ten- 
dency to  wrong —  no  parent  more  kind  and  earnest  in  remonstrance, 
and  in  pointing  out  the  right  path,  and  the  inducements  not  to  swerve 
from  it.  Thus,  time  fled.  Harry  Lindsay,  nearly  of  age,  was  expected 
at  home,  his  studies  completed,  and  ready  to  commence  the  great  strug- 
gle which,  whether  for  weal  or  woe,  ends  in  the  same  resting-place  to 
all  —  the  grave. 

OH APTX  K     FI r T  n . 

The  wind  had  been  moaning  through  the  trees  the  whole  night ;  and 
at  day-break  the  sky  was  of  a  dull  lead-color,  with  here  and  there  cloudy 
of  a  «till  more  murky  hue,  sweeping  across  it.  As  the  day  advanced, 
it  became  almost  black  ;  and  the  wind  increased,  but  no  rain  fell.  The 
cattle  in  the  fields  had  lefl  off  feeding,  and  had  gathered  under  the  leo 
of  the  fences  or  out-building?5  for  shelter.  Now  and  then  a  great  branch, 
torn  by  main  force  from  some  old  tree,  would  be  wafted  through  the  air 
like  a  feather. 

On  the  day  of  which  this  story  treats,  a  knot  had  collected  in  John 
Biggs*  smiithy,  and  were  discussing  the  violence  of  the  gale.  All  agreed 
that  they  had  never  witnessed  such  a  storm.     While  this  discussion  was 
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going  on,  Dick  BoUes  was  seen  making  his  way  to  the  shop,  his  head 
bent  down,  and  his  whole  figure  braced  against  the  wind.  As  he  en- 
tered, he  paused,  drew  a  long  breath,  and,  taking  off  his  hat,  ran  his 
fingers  through  his  hair,  while  he  glanced  his  eye  over  the  group. 

'  This  is  a  whistler !  *  ejaculated  he.  *  John,'  said  he,  turning  to  the 
black-smith,  *  here 's  a  letter  for  you.  I  got  it  from  the  post-office.  If 
I  know  any  thing  of  hand-writing,  it 's  from  the  lad  Harry.' 

He  took  a  letter  from  the  lining  of  his  hat  and  gave  it  to  the  smith, 
and  then  looked  at  him  as  if  he  expected,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  be 
informed  of  its  contents. 

John  wiped  his  hands  on  his  leather-apron,  and,  taking  the  letter 
carefully  between  his  fingers,  went  to  the  door  to  read  it. 

*  What 's  the  news  ? '  inquired  Dick,  after  he  had  waited  for  what  he 
considered  a  reasonable  length  of  time  ;  *  good  or  bad  ? ' 

*  Good,*  replied  the  other,  his  face  lighting  up.  *  The  lad's  guardians 
have  decided  that  he  is  to  come  home,  and  that  his  education  is  finished. 
In  a  few  months  he  will  be  of  age,*  added  he. 

*  When  will  he  come  ?  '  inquired  BoUes,  impatiently  ;  *  tell  us  that.* 
The  smith  looked  at  the  letter : 

'  He  is  to  start  on  VV^ednesday,*  said  he  —  *  Wednesday.'  John  turned 
to  the  date  of  the  letter.  *  It  was  written  on  Saturday  last,'  said  he. 
*  Wednesday !     God  help  the  child !  he 's  on  the  Sound  now !  * 

*  Will  he  come  by  water  ?  *  inquired  Dick. 

*  Yes,'  said  John.  *  The  letter  says, '  I  *11  come  by  the  steamer  through 
the  Sound,  and  will  be  in  New- York  on  Wednesday  night,  and  on  Thurs- 
day at  home !  * 

Dick  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  added  : 

*  But  he  won't  come.' 

John  looked  at  him  for  a  reason,  which  Dick  gave  immediately : 

*  Do  you  hear  how  the  wind  roars  among  the  trees  even  here  under 
the  hQl .'  On  the  Sound  it  howls  like  a  legion  of  devils.  No  boat  will 
venture  on  the  Sound  this  night.  If  she  does,  I  should  n't  like  to  be 
aboard  of  her.* 

John  went  to  the  door  and  looked  out. 

*  You  're  right.  She  won't  come,  and  she  ought  not  to  come.  But,' 
said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause,  *  if  she  shmdd,  Harry  will  come  in 
her.  I  know  him  well ;  he 's  very  rash.  Ah !  Dick,  who  made  him 
«o?' 

*He*s  no  fiincher,'  said  Dick;  *and  I  respect  him  for  it.  What's 
the  name  of  the  boat  ?  ' 

*  The  Penobscot.' 

Dick  gave  vent  to  a  loud  and  prolonged  whistle  of  surprise. 

*  1  'm  sorry  for  that,  for  I  am  afraid  that  she  will  come,  for  Captain 
Smith  is  afraid  of  nothing  ;  I  've  known  him  from  a  boy.  Harry  is  on 
the  Sound  now.' 

*  God  protect  him ! '  ejaculated  John. 

*  You  may  say  that,*  replied  BoUcs.  *  Hark  to  the  wind !  the  night 
will  be  fearful  I  * 

'  They  say  there  was  a  mighty  big  limb  swept  ofi'  the  old  tulip-tree 
at  Sodoris  last  night,'  said  an  old  grizzled  negro,  who  went  by  the  name 
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of  Knot,  derived  either  from  the  touj;hnessof  his  character,  or  the  tightn< 
of  the  curl  of  his  wool ;  *  and/  said  he,  by  way  of  increasing  the  intereit 
of  his  communication,  '  they  do  say  that  when  one  of  them  limbs  goes, 
a  Lindsay  always  runs  a  mighty  risk,  if  he  do  n't  go  too.' 

Dick  Bolles  turned  a  fiery  eye  upon  the  prophet  of  ill,  who  inconti- 
nently withdrew  into  a  corner,  and  did  not  after  that  join  in  the  con- 
versation. 

The  letter  had  thrown  a  gloom  over  the  whole  party  ;  but  Dick  Bolles 
found  no  one  to  agree  with  him  ;  for  the  general  opinion  seemed  to  be 
cither  that  the  steamer  had  not  started  on  her  route,  or  that  she  had 
put  into  some  port  on  the  Sound.  Dick,  however,  persevered  in  hia 
opinion. 

The  day  wore  on,  and  toward  night  the  wind  began  to  lull,  although 
it  still  blew  fiercely.  Dick  Bolles  had  left  the  smithy,  and  although 
persons  had  been  coming  and  goincr  to  and  fro  all  day,  toward  night 
John  Bi^gs  was  led  to  himself.  His  fears  had  somewhat  subsided  as 
the  wind  went  down ;  but  still  there  was  a  feeling  of  apprehension  in 
his  mind  which  made  him  viratch  the  approach  of  any  one  with  anxiety, 
and  caused  him  to  leave  his  work  earlier  than  usual.  He  did  not  go 
home  when  he  had  shut  up  the  shop,  but  without  any  other  reason  than 
to  gratify  the  feeling  of  restlessness  which  he  could  not  overcome,  he 
directed  his  steps  down  the  lane  which  led  to  the  house. 

The  wind  was  sharp,  and  he  walked  briskly.  About  a  mile  down 
the  road  he  met  a  man  coming  from  the  direction  of  the  Sound. 

'A  fine  night,  Mr.  Biggs,'  said  the  man  as  he  approached  ;  *  may  be 
you  '11  be  goinjj  to  Sodoris  to-night  ? '  As  he  spoke  he  pointed  toward 
the  Sound.  *  They  say  there 's  a  vessel  a-fire  there,  but  I  do  n't  know 
about  it ;  there 's  a  great  light  there,  any  how.' 

*  Where  is  it  ?  '  inquired  John. 

*  Off  West-Island,'  replied  the  other,  and  John  hurried  off. 

At  the  place  designated  by  the  man  vere  two  islands,  jutting  about 
two  hundred  yards  out  into  the  Sound.  They  inclosed  between  them- 
selves and  the  shore  a  small  land-locked  bay,  about  a  mile  in  length, 
and  a  few  hundred  yards  in  width.  They  communicated  with  the  land 
by  means  of  a  causeway,  which  at  certain  times  of  tide  was  submerged 
in  the  water.  One  of  these  islands  was  the  one  indicated  by  the  man, 
and  thither  John  Biggs  directed  his  steps.  As  he  came  to  the  shore  he 
found  the  tide  at  the  full.  He  did  not  pause,  but  waded  across  the 
causeway.  As  he  reached  the  island,  he  saw  a  person  hurrying  along 
the  road. 

*  Is  that  a  vessel  on  fire  there  ? '  inquired  John. 

'Ay,  Sir,*  said  the  man.  *  You  can  see  her,  for  it 's  so  dark  now  that 
she  makes  a  great  light.  The  miller  says  it 's  a  steam-boat,  the  Penob- 
scot.    You  can  see  her  pipes.' 

John  Biggs  made  no  reply,  but  darted  to  the  shore.  A  group  of  men 
were  standing  there ;  and  there  were  several  boats  drawn  up  on  the 
borders  of  a  creek  which  put  in  between  the  two  islands.  John  strode 
among  them  with  a  fierce,  determined  tread. 

*  What  steamer  is  that  ? ' 

*  The  Penobscot,'  replied  the  miller,  abruptly.     *  I  know  her.* 
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*  Launch  this  boat ! '  said  John,  in  a  stern,  deep  voice.  '  Lend  u»  a 
hand.' 

He  seized  one  of  the  boats  as  he  spoke,  applied  his  giant  strength, 
and,  aided  by  one  or  two  of  the  crowd,  the  heavy  boat  shot  out  into  the 
creek. 

'  What  are  you  going  to  do  ? '  demanded  one  of  them,  still  holding 
by  the  gun-wale  of  the  boat ;  '  it  *s  an  awful  night  I ' 

'  I  'm  going  to  that  steamer,'  said  John,  in  a  stem  tone.  '  Wilson* 
help  me  hoist  the  sail.' 

'  She  can 't  stand  it ! '  said  Wilson,  earnestly. 

'  She  shall  stand  it ! '  said  John,  sternly.  '  Throw  in  some  stones  for 
ballast,  boys.' 

The  miller  hesitated  for  a  moment,  for  the  howling  of  the  storm  and 
the  shrieks  of  the  wind  through  the  tall  trees  was  truly  appalling. 

*  It 's  a  dreadful  night,  even  on  shore,  John  I ' 

*  What  must  it  be  to  those  who  are  burning  up  there  ? '  replied  he. 
'  Help  me,  I  say !  Harry  Lindsay 's  there,  and  I  '11  try  to  save  him,  or 
I  '11  go  down  too  ! ' 

He  paused  not  while  he  spoke,  but  was  tugging  at  the  sheet  which 
hoisted  tbe  sail,  which,  as  it  slowly  rose,  flapped  and  cracked  in  the 
wind,  with  a  sharp  report  like  the  sound  of  musketry. 

*  Take  in  a  double  reef,  John ! '  shouted  the  miller,  for  the  flapping  of 
the  sail  and  the  howling  of  the  wind  rendered  his  ordinary  tone  almost 
inaudible.  *  Keep  her  in  the  wind,  else  we  ca  n't  hold  her,'  said  he,  for 
a  dozen  hands  were  grasping  the  stem  of  the  boat  to  keep  her  in  her 
place  until  the  sail  should  be  reefed. 

John  was  busied  at  the  rope,  which  had  become  in  some  way  entan- 
gled, and  was  crackiusr  with  the  sail  like  the  lash  of  a  whip,  flinging  the 
blocks  to  and  fro.  The  sail  was  but  one  third  hoisted  when  the  bCat 
swayed  round  ;  the  wind  bellied  out  the  canvas,  partially  raised  as  it 
was ;  the  boat  leaned  before  it  until  the  side  almost  touched  the  water ; 
there  was  a  desperate  struggle  on  the  part  of  those  on  shore  to  hold  her 
back. 

*  Look  to  •  your  helm,  John  I '  shouted  the  miller ;  *  we  can 't  hold 
her  I' 

Even  as  he  spoke  she  broke  from  the  grasp  of  all  but  himself. 
There  was  a  moment's  hesitation  on  his  part ;  a  single  look  at  his  com- 
rades on  the  shore,  and  with  a  bound  he  was  in  the  boat  and  grasped 
the  tiller. 

'  It 's  a  mad  business,  but  you  shall  not  be  alone.  Let  the  sail  alone  ; 
it 's  better  as  it  is.  She 's  got  as  much  as  she  can  carry.  Gather  in 
the  slack,  and  keep  it  from  bellying  out  too  far,  and  make  your  sheet 
fast.     It 's  a  fearful  night ! ' 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  boat  had  shot  out  of  the  creek,  and  was  rash- 
ing  through  the  black  waste  of  waters,  her  course  marked  by  a  streak 
of  phosphoric  light  which  gleamed  in  her  wake. 

There  was  a  tall,  gaunt  man  among  those  left  standing  on  the  shore. 
He  wore  an  old  cap  on  his  head,  and  the  rest  of  his  body  was  covered 
by  a  heavy  pea-coat,  in  the  pockets  of  which  his  arms  were  thrust 
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QMirly  down  to  his  elbows.     He  had  instinctively  lent  his  aid  to  launch 
the  boat,  and  now  stood  watching  the  course  it  had  taken. 

*  He  '11  never  come  back,  I  'm  afear'd.  It  *s  tempting  Providence  to 
go  on  to  the  Sound  on  a  night  like  this !  And  John  Biggs,  too,  of  all 
men !     I  never  see  him  take  on  so  afore.* 

*  It  had  become  so  dark  that  the  small  boat  was  lost  in  the  gloom ; 
but  far  out  in  the  Soimd  they  could  see  the  flames  flashing  over  the 
waters  from  the  burning  vessel ;  and  sometimes  the  dull  toll  of  her  bell 
came  faintly  over  the  waters  mingled  with  the  hissing  of  the  wind. 

*  If  the  wind  holds  on  in  this  way,'  said  the  person  just  describedr 
•they'll  not  be  back  to-night ;  if  they  are  n't  swamped  they  '11  hare  to 
run  over  to  Westchester.     Has  any  one  a  night-glass  about  here  ?  ' 

A  lad  recollected  that  there  was  one  belonging  to  Wilson  in  an  old 
mill  near  there. 

'  Run  and  bring  it,  my  boy,'  said  the  man,  '  and  we  '11  see  how  things 
look.' 

He  stood  motionless,  and  apparently  unmindful  of  the  gale,  but  keep- 
ing his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  boiling  waters,  and  occasionally  tuming^ 
in  the  direction  of  the  mill. 

'Hullo!  Captain  Sam,*  said  a  quick  voice  at  his  elbaw,  'is  that 
you?' 

*  Yes,  Mr.  Bolles,  it  is,'  replied  the  other,  in  the  slow,  deliberate  tone 
which  seemed  to  be  one  of  his  characteristics. 

*  What  boat  is  that  on  fire  ?  ' 

*  The  Penobscot,  we  reckon.  We  can  see  her  red  pipes.  She 's  the 
only  boat  on  the  Sound  with  sich  pipes,'  replied  the  other 

*  Have  you  seen  John  Biggs  ?  *  inquired  Dick  Bolles. 
The  boatman  extended  his  arm  toward  the  burning  boat : 

*  He 's  gone  there.' 

*  There ! '  exclaimed  the  other.     *  Is  he  mad  ?  * 

*  We  all  think  so,'  replied  the  boatmon. 

*  Here 's  the  glass,'  said  the  boy,  holding  out  the  telescope. 

Captain  Sam  took  the  glass,  placed  it  to  his  eye,  and  swept  the  hori- 
zon until  he  fixed  it  upon  the  burning  vessel.  His  exammation  was 
very  protracted,  very  deliberate,  and  very  minute. 

*  They  ar'  n't  upsot  yet,'  said  he.  *  I  can  see  her  sail  betwixt  us  and 
the  blaze.  If  Wilson  had  n't  been  aboard  of  her,  she  'd  a  been  over  m 
no  time.     It 's  a  pity  to  lose  a  man  like  Mr.  Biggs.* 

*  If  John  Biggs  dies  now,  he  '11  die  as  he  has  lived,  in  the  discharge 
of  his  duty,'  said  Dick  Bolles,  earnestly ;  *  but  he  shan't  die  if  I  can 
he!p  it.     What  sloop  is  that  ?  * 

As  he  spoke  he  pointed  to  a  small  coasting-vessel  of  about  fifty  ton», 
such  as  navigate  the  Sound,  which  was  moored  in  the  creek,  her  single 
mast  fwa}ang  to  and  fro  in  the  darkness. 

*  She 's  mine  —  the  Polly  Skinner,'  replied  Captain  Sam. 

'  Well,  the  Polly  Skinner  is  going  to  make  a  voyage  to-night,'  said 
Dick  Bolles.  *  If  you  '11  go,  so  much  the  better.  If  you  won't,  1 11  go 
alone.' 

*  Ciptain  Sam  looked  out  in  the  Sound,  and  up  at  the  sky,  and  the» 
at  his  sloop. 
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*  We  'vo  took  in  a  double  reef  already,  and  by  leaving  the  peak  do;mi 
I  8*pose  we  might  venture,*  said  he,  *  especially  as  the  wind  Beems  going 
down  some,  and  beca'se  it 's  Mr.  Biggs.  Come,  my  lads,  let 's  be  stir- 
ring!' 


creation's       h  e  a  u  t 


BY     A    NKW    CONTKIBUTOR. 


I  STAND  among  old  Earth's  groen  hills ; 

The  sun  is  setting  slow ; 
Around  me  are  the  lengthening  shades, 

Above,  the  purple  bow : 
I  hear  a  deep  and  murmuring  sound, 

Though  all  the  hills  are  still; 
It  swells  up  through  the  trembling  air, 

The  conscious  heaven  doth  fill : 
Great  Heart  of  Earth !  throb  on,  throb  on  I 

Each  pulse  is  calm  and  deep, 
That  I  may  sink  upon  thy  breast 

In  quiet,  trustlhl  sleep. 


IL 


The  stars  in  shining  train  come  out 

Beyond  the  depths  of  blue ; 
Bright  worlds  in  the  wide  spaces  crowds 

And  shut  the  aching  view : 
I  gaze  till  sight  in  soul  is  lost ; 

Beyond  this  burning  wall. 
Ten  ^ousand  rise,  far,  fer  withdrawn  — 

Ten  thousand,  yet  not  all ; 
Each  orb  is  throbbing  strong  and  lone, 

Though  of  the  whole  a  part; 
And  all  for  ever  throb  as  one 

Creation's  mighty  Heart  I 


nr. 


I  hoar  the  sound,  a  deep,  low  tone, 

From  every  heart  of  love. 
And  from  the  whole  gives  answer  to 

The  One  that  throbs  above ; 
A  mighty  anthem,  rolling  wide. 

And  deepening  from  afar. 
The  tlirobbing  of  Creation's  Heart 

From  every  shining  star ; 
Through  years  and  ages,  centuries, 

The  drops  of  Time's  deep  river. 
Flowing  unchanged  from  sea  to  sea, 

Goes  up  to  GrOD  for  ever  I 
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%\t  luigt  f  apers: 


BE:S'0    Ti.a     t^fSKIiVATICSS     AT    HOME    AND     AHIIOAD    OF    DIVERS     UKME£R3    Of 

T  II  :•:    K  u  D  a  E    f  a  u  i.l  y  . 

RESnEKKD    IST1>    WRITING    BY    TOXY    rUDOX. 


CflAPTRB    TWRMTY-SIXTU. 

W  A  S  >J  I  N  5  T  1 1  N      S  il  o  ':v  S      S  K  N  s  I  n  :  I,  T  T  Y  . 

'  Geo.  Sa.vd  says  of  Pieokb  Hbttgenin*  in  the  Tour  de  France,  *  Sa  nature,  toutetoante 
a  la  contoniplution  m6ditative,  excluait  cettc  activity  pratique,  cctte  habtlet^  sp6cMle, 
qui  sont  neccessaires/ 

'  I  say  the  same  of  cousin  Wash.  Ton'T  Fuogb. 

Washington  Fudge  continues  in  the  exercise  of  elegant  accomplifih- 
ments.  At  least  his  valet  re^rards  them  as  such ;  and  so  do  the  admir- 
ing Lorettes ;  and  so  will  his  mother  on  Ids  return ;  and  half  the  New- 
York  world  heside.  In  old-fashioned  times,  when  we  all  were  younger, 
a  little  mental  cultivation  was  needed  to  make  up  what  was  counted 
elegance  of  cliaractcr ;  this  is  now  outrageous ;  a  neat  handling  of 
*  the  lines,*  familiar  knowledge  of  play-actresses,  fair  acquaintance  with 
Saratoga  *  hrag,*  and  the  occasional  ordering  of  a  dinner  at  the  Lake 
House  or  at  DoA^iiing's,  are  quite  enough,  even  without  an  eye-glass,  to 
estahlish  a  young  man's  reputation  for  elegance. 

The  elegant  women  of  our  day  are  those  who  know  how  to  appre- 
ciate such  attainments.  It  is  perhaps  needless  to  say,  that  the  number 
of  our  elegant  women  is  on  the  increase. 

Wash.  Fudge  is  not  a  little  proud  of  the  sensation  lie  can  make  at 
the  Ranelagh  ;  he  is  equally  proud  of  the  marked  effect  he  produces  on 
the  minds  of  such  of  his  countr}'men  as  encounter  him  in  his  drives 
through  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  in  company  ¥dth  the  Countess  de  Guerlin. 
He  pictures  to  himself,  with  infinite  satisfaction,  the  surprise  and  delighted 
admiration  which  would  overcome  the  minds  of  his  mama  and  of  Wilhe, 
if  they  could  hut  feast  their  eyes  upon  him  as  he  adjusts  his  gloves, 
coulcur  dc  paillcy  in  a  front  box  of  the  opera,  and  brings  his  lorgnette 
to  bear  upon  the  established  beauties  of  the  house. 

But  there  are  some  thorns  in  the  path  of  pleasure,  even  on  the 
asphalte  of  Paris.  Our  elegant  cousin  has  his  sources  of  uneasiness, 
amon;r  which  may  be  mentioned  a  disturbed  recollection  of  very  many 
sight-drafts  upon  his  esteemed  father — an  elegant  succession  of  ex- 
])cnses,  and  a  lively  fear  of  the  resentful  character  of  that  accomplished 
swordsman,  the  Colonel  Dupre. 

But  Wash,  is  not  forsaken  by  the  Countess,  although  he  has  grown 
timid  ill  his  approaches  to  the  quiet  salon  of  the  Rue  de  Holder.  She 
is  kind  to  him  ;  I  will  not  say  but  that  she  rallies  him,  now  and  then, 
alwiit  attention  to  new  sword-practice  ;  still,  she  is  kind.  She  appre- 
ciates the  embarrassment  of  his  position.     She  avows  herself  greatly 
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indebted  to  bim ;  she  has  become  the  unwilling  instrument  of  his  losses. 
How  can  she  ever  repay  her  cher  Fudge  ?  How  ?  It  would  be  hard, 
at  this  point  of  our  history,  to  say. 

No  one  can  be  unreasonable  enough  to  think  that  the  apathetic  Solo- 
mon, late  Mayor,  with  the  gold-bowed  spectacles  resting  on  his  forehead, 
in  his  snug  counting-room  at  the  bank,  could  receive  notice  of  Wash- 
ington's drafts  upon  him  with  indifference.  Very  far  from  it.  I  have 
already  hinted  at  various  disturbing  causes,  in  the  usually  placid  level 
of  my  uncle  Solomon's  thought. 

He  determined  with  himself  that  it  was  high  time  the  elegant  young 
gentleman  should  return  to  his  own  country,  and  give  proof  of  his  ac- 
complishments upon  American  soil.  I  cannot  say  that  he  participated 
to  the  full  extent  in  Mrs.  Phcebe's  pride  and  hopes.  He  wrote  as  fol- 
lows: 

*  Mt  Dear  Washi.vgton  :  T  cannot  pay  longer  vour  frequent  drafts  upon  me.  My 
tfiUrs  are  not  in  so  good  case  as  at  last  writing.  I'ractise  economy,  and  make  arrange- 
mtlits  to  return  speedily,  when  I  hope  you  will  enter  immediately  upon  sonie  sound 
bwtness-calling. 

'Tour  mamma  will  adrise  you  of  what  has  transpired  with  reference  to  the  Bodobrs 
estate  since  our  last  writing.  This  will  be  a  new  cause  for  retrenchment,  as  we  can 
hardly  hope  to  oppose  successfully  the  Quid  claims.  Money  is  at  a  h\^\x  figure  in  the 
street;  and  shoula  yuu  peed  a  few  hundreds  to  return,  draw  on  me  at  sixty  days. 

*YouB  AmcnoNATx  Fatiidl' 

Mrs.  Fudge  writes  thus : 

*Mt  Dear  Washy:  I  have  very  much  to  tell  vou.  We  arc  terribly  disturbed;  you 
liSTe  heard  of  Mr.  Bodoers'  death,  and  how  ho  left  no  will,  as  any  one  can  find.  1  our 
fiilher  was  made  administrator,  with  Mr.  Bivins;  things  were  going  very  well,  as  we 
thought,  and  Kitty  would  have  had  a  handsome  slice,  which  would  have  made  her  per- 
haps to  be  considered  as  a  match  for  vou,  my  dear  son,  although  she  is  a  cousin ;  when, 
on  s  sudden,  Mr.  Qrin,  the  father  ol^  the  young  gentleman  you  know,  called  on  Mr. 
Fudge,  and,  showing  him  some  old  papers  he  nas,  which  I  suppose  are  testimonials, 
made  a  claim  for  the  whole  of  the  property.  What  it  all  is,  I  don't  know;  and  your 
fiUber  is  anxious ;  beside  that,  the  bank  is  doing  badly ;  and  our  expenses  with  you  and 
WiLHB  are  heavy. 

*We  were  obliged  to  come  away  from  Saratoga,  although  Wilhb  was  the  rage, 
and  Mr.  Marvin  was  desola  when  we  came.  Every  body  talked  of  the  Count  Salle, 
dier,  who  seems  to  have  money;  althou^  your  father  says  he  would  like  to  sec  the 
titlendeeds,  which,  as  the  Count  is  a  gentleman,  it  would  be  absurd  to  expect.  He  has 
not  offered  himself,  although  Wilhe  says  'he  has  as  good  as  done  it; '  so  has  young 
Sptkdlb,  she  says,  who  has  behaved  odiously. 

The  PiNKBRTONs  arc  dreadfully  jealous,  and  have  given  a  ball,  not  to  be  compared 
with  ours,  as  Browne  says;  and  Wilhb  was  not  invited,  and  is  sorry  she  ever  invited 
them.  Mr.  Fudge  says  he  must  write  you  to  come  home,  where  we  will  all  be  glad  to 
see  you ;  and  do  make  a  figure,  if  only  to  spite  the  Pinkertons.  Before  you  come,  buy 
us  each  a  dress,  and  two  flounces  of  mcchlin  lace,  which  I  hear  is  cheap  in  England  ; 
slso,  if  you  see  them,  two  pretty  fans,  and  a  cashmere  shawl  for  Wilhe  ;  beside,  an 
enamelled  watch,  which  the  Count  says  costs  mei'e  nothing. 

*I  forgot  to  say  that  there  is  a  story  that  Mr.  Quid's  mother  lived  in  Paris,  and  was 
named  Gubrlin,  which  seems  like  the  name  of  the  Countess  you  spoke  of  Perhaps 
theywere  relations. 

*WiLHB  sends  love,  and  not  to  forget  the  shawl.         Your  Affectionate  Mother.* 

'P.  S.  As  you  are  getting  the  watch,  perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  to  buy  the  chain 
with  it.  Take  care  of  your  health.  Washy  ;  and  if  vou  should  see  sleeves  to  match  the 
flounces,  Wilhe  would  like  a  pair,  as  also  your  tenaer  loving  mother.' 

Now  it  happened  that  our  cousin  Wash,  found  himself  in  the  receipt 
of  these  letters  upon  a  day  on  which  he  was  under  engagement  witli 
the  fascinating  Countess  de  Guerlin,  for  a  drive  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  ; 
and  he  had  hut  a  short  time  left  the  hospitable  two-per-cent.  caissc  of 
Messieur  Greene,  and  was  strolling  in  a  brown  study  toward  the  Champs 
Elysees,  when  he  was  encountered  by  the  dashing  coup6  of  the  Countess. 
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A  French  woman  is  sympathetic  by  nature,  and  very  much  more 
by  education.  The  perplexity  of  Wash,  did  not  fail  to  attract  the  ob- 
servation of  his  companion  of  the  drive.  The  Countess,  with  charac- 
teristic kindness,  won  her  way  to  his  full  confidence.  She  lamented 
anew  those  losses  of  which  she  had  been  unconsciously  the  occasion ; 
she  spoke  with  emotion  of  his  probable  leave.  Washington  was  af- 
fected, deeply.  So  was  the  Countess.  She  took  into  her  own  hands 
the  cruel  letters  which  compelled  his  return.  She  read,  with  unaflected 
surprise,  the  announcement  ui  respect  to  her  own  name.  Subduing  her 
emotion,  by  an  efibrt  of  resolution  which  did  her  honor,  she  prt-ssed  a 
hundred  inquiries  respecting  this  Mr.  duiD,  and  the  Bodgers  estate,  and 
the  probable  heirs,  and  having  learned  from  Master  Wash,  all  which  it 
was  in  his  power  to  communicate,  her  feelings  again  subdued  her,  and 
she  threw  herself  back  into  the  comer  of  the  coup6,  apparently  oTor- 
come  by  contending  emotions. 

The  efforts  of  Washington  to  assuage  the  tempest  of  feeling  wove 
utterly  unavailing. 

^Cher  Fudge,  laissez  mm  pleurer ;  *  and  the  face  of  the  Counten 
wa:23  buried  in  a  cambric  handkerchief 

The  hint  of  the  letter  had  clearly  touched  some  sympathetic  chord ; 
there  was  a  mysterious  connection,  perhaps,  between  himself  and  the 
family  of  the  Countess,  which  puzzled  our  hero  greatly.  My  carious 
reader  cannot  be  more  anxious  to  unveil  that  profound  mystery  than 
was  Washington  himself  Life,  so  far  as  I  have  observed,  is  made  up 
of  entanglements,  and  of  hard  knots,  not  always  easy  to  untie ;  axid 
when  untied,  often  showing  very  flimsy  strands. 

The  drive  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  was,  that  day,  a  very  silent  one ; 
but  Washington,  before  it  was  ended,  won  from  the  Countess  a  promise 
that  she  would  reveal  all  —  all.  This  she  did ;  and  I  cannot  losep  my 
reader  from  it. 

Chapter  Twenty-seven  will  contain  the  story  of  the  Countess  de 
GuERLiN  ;  and  an  affecting  story  it  is. 


OUAITKR    TM-KN-n-SEVES. 

A       :;  E  X  c  a     w  o  m  a  Nf  s     8  t  o  R  r 

Ella  parlava  si  turbata  ia  vista, 
Che  iroman  mi  fca 

•     l*DOD  SOD  forse  chi  tu  ercdi. 

*CANaOHB  L 

'  I  NEVER,'  said  she,  '  knew  my  father ; '  and  the  Countess  hid  her 
head  in  her  handkerchief. 

I  am  persuaded  that  she  began  her  story  in  a  truthful  manner. 

*  My  mother  was  a  tall  woman,*  she  continued,  *  who  wore  very  ele- 
gant jewelry  ;  there  is  very  little  lefl ;  *  and  the  Countess  pointed  with 
emotion  to  a  brooch  she  wore.  *  I  think  she  must  have  been  very  rich, 
since  I  had  what  dresses  I  chose.  It  seems  to  me  that  she  spdce  in 
English,  although  I  remember  little  about  it  now.  Your  voice,  my  dear 
Wash.,  seems  to  call  back  the  memory  of  other  days  to  me. 

*  We  were  living  mostly  in  large  cities,  and  I  remember  it  was  by  a 
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gml  nver,  ^wliidi  I  am  sore  must  have  been  the  Shine.  There  were 
Vmg  tahles,  too,  fiill  of  people,  at  whic^  I  sometimes  eat  down  with 
ay  modier,  when  I  was  Texy  smaD ;  but  aftener  I  was  left  with  a 
■ane-iziaid,  who  had  the  sole  care  of  me.  There  'were  many  gentlemen 
talked  with  iinr  mother,  and  she  fleemed  Teiy  gay ;  and  the  gentle- 
who  I  £nmd  afterward  were  snitois  of  my  mother,  gave  me  tojB, 
pslled  me  imder  my  chin,  calling  me  a  likflneBB  of  my  moth^,  and 
that  one  day  pediape  I  woold  he  as  pret^  as  sbe.  I  xemember 
iSbaX  ahe  was  fine-locldng. 

'At  knglh.  a  MoDsaem-  de  Gfeeuk  manied  her ;  and  then  we  were 
tncvdhng  £ram  city  to  city  ;  I  was  eometmies  with  them,  hot  oftener 
lift  with  the  mzTse-maid,  who  was  beantiihl  heisei£  and  who  had  a 
home  in  a  town  hy  the  river,  and  a  daoghler  who  was  neady  of 
As  children,  I  xemember  that  w^  frolidked  together,  ramlding 
1^  the  Tmeyaids,  that  were  scattered  on  the  hfTlK  tJbove  the  town. 

*  Scxnetimes  my  mother,  with  Monsieur  de  GrERUK,  came  there  to 
me  me :  and  Terr  often  Monsieur  de  Guixuk  came  by  ImnseK  -which 
aeennnrl  stxange  enough  to  me,  for  he  was  never  kind  aRer  the  marriage, 
aad  cared  mcve  liar  Ca&a,  which  was  the  name  of  the  nfiise-maid's 
cUd,  than  §ar  me. 

*  Hie  mcrae,  toe,  ^wbo  had  been  good  to  me  before,  uras  never  so  Vinfl 
after  nnr  mother's  mairiage  :  and  'was  angiy  if  I  spoke  of  the  handfiome 
HiMWffui  de  GrxsMJK  as  my  father ;  saying  that  Caha  deserved  better 
tD  be  called  his  c^d,  than  I.     But  we  were  too  young  to  heed  soch 

then,  and  Caha  was  not  flattered,  or  I  disturbed  by  it     I  aoon 
that  I  oould  not  have  so  fine  dresBes  as  before,  and  Ca£a  m^ri 
been  taken  for  the  richer  of  the  two  :  indeed,  I  remember  think- 
that  what  mv  molher  had  sent  iar  me  might,  peihapE,  be  given  to 
Ihe  iHiiBe^s  <^d/ 

*  S»  we  irved  together,  mtil  one  day  the  news  came  that  my  mother 
was  v«sy  sck,  and  we  went  a:way  to  a  city,  where  we  found  Mocaeur 
de  GvEKus  vBiy  much  dktoihed  :  and  he  had  mn^  to  say  vefy  ear- 
neally  to  the  nuiBe  ;  and  the  night  on  viiiich  we  amved,  there  was  a 
onfniiHitkm  in  the  house ;  and  they  told  me  my  mother  was  dead. 

^  I  rffgnerober  the  funeral,  and  how  Caila  was  dxesBed  in  black,  as 
well  as  I ;  and  wore  a  little  brooch  which  I  had  seen  my  mother  wear. 
And  Monfioeor  de  GnzuK  was  veiy  kind  to  her.  A  few  days  after, 
the  people  of  the  house  told  me  that  M.  de  GuEZijjt  had  gone,  and  1 
fimid  the  nsTBe  and  child  had  gone  with  him.  They  directed  me  to  a 
place  in  'die  town,  'where  I  was  to  stay ;  only  strangers  to  me  were 
hving  these,  and  they,  I  sij^ipoBe,  were  paid  to  take  care  of  me.  There 
I  grew  iq^  hot  did  not  aee,  for  many  veais  after,  either  IL  de  Gueeijk. 
or  the  nnrBe-maid  of  my  motherV  They  had  fozsaken  me,  and  home 
cff  all  that  was  mj  mother  s  with  them,  except  a  &w  jewels,  ^vddch 


And  the   CoimteB  betook  heraelf,  iar  some  moments,  to  strong 


*  The  money  vhieh  Mwwaeiir  de  Gmzux  paid  £ir  me  was  riifiilrui*tfi 
«B}y  mtil  I  grew  up.  At  the  last,  he  sent  to  me  a  laxge  snm  with 
wiaA  I  was  to  begin  the  vadd.     With  the  4idncatka  of  a  lady,  I  cmld 
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not  think  of  entering  into  service.  The  city  in  which  I  was  staying, 
was  not  far  away  from  Wiesbaden,  and  I  had  heard  of  the  gaming- 
tables there.  To  Wiesbaden,  then,  I  went ;  and,  living  humbly,  and 
doing  such  needle-work  as  I  could  without  being  observed,  I  slipped 
evening  after  evening  into  the  salon  of  rordette,  and  from  the  first,  was 
very  fortunate.  I  began  with  only  pieces  of  silver,  but  grew  more  bold, 
and  soon  staked  gold  coin ;  sometimes,  it  is  true,  losing  very  much,  but 
fortune  favored  me  mostly.  Especially,  I  was  lucky  one  evening,  whon, 
after  loshig  for  several  nights  in  succession,  I  determined,  in  a  fit  Df 
despair,  to  risk  all  my  fortune  at  rouge  et  noir, 

'  The  rules  of  the  table  did  not  then  limit  the  sums  staked,  so  much 
as  now ;  and  I  gathered  up  all  my  coin,  and  even  pawned  my  valuable 
jewels,  to  make  the  amount  as  large  as  possible.  I  carried  it  trem- 
blingly to  the  hall  —  a  very  heavy  weight  it  was  for  me  —  and  placed 
it,  after  a  little  hesitation,  upon  the  rouge.  My  heart  beat  violently. 
I  won  ;  and  seemed  rich. 

*  The  next  day,  I  went  to  Baden,  and  established  myself,  with  a  servant, 
in  lodgings.  I  frequented  the  fashionable  drives,  and  sometimes  ven- 
tured with  success  into  the  gaming-halls.  It  is  not  well  to  bo  without 
a  title  at  the  German  watering-places:  I  was  known  there  as  the 
Countess  de  Guerlin,  though  before  only  as  simple  Mademoiselle. 
With  the  wealth  that  I  seemed  to  enjoy,  and  with  fair  beauty  *  —  and 
the  Countess  lowered  her  voice,  as  if  in  apology  —  *  there  were  many 
wlio  admired  me.  The  poor  Baron  Schemlinn  was,  I  believe,  earnest 
in  his  attentions ;  nothing  could  exceed  his  devotion  :  but  he  had  des- 
perate rivals.  Ah  I  my  dear  Fudge,  it  has  been  my  fate  to  draw  many 
into  misfortune  I 

'  The  Prince  Gorowski,  a  magnificent  Russian,  was  at  the  same 
time  a  suitor  of  mine.  Oh  I  those  fearful  Russians  I  they  love  as  they 
eat,  with  prodigality  and  with  fierceness  !  They  are  barbarians  in  all 
their  appetites.  The  Prince  would  not  yield  to  the  Baron.  I  saw  it, 
and  deplored  it.  The  Prince  sought  a  quarrel  ^\'ith  poor  Schemlinn, 
who  was  but  an  indifferent  swordsman.  I  foresaw  the  result,  but  conld 
do  nothing  to  prevent  it. 

'  They  met  early  at  morning :  the  Baron  sent  me  a  lock  of  his  hair, 
the  dear,  poor  man !  Yet  he  stood  his  ground  manfully,  and  the  duel 
lasted  for  an  hour.  At  length,  the  force  of  Schemlinn  gave  way,  and 
he  fell.  The  Prince,  with  his  sword  at  his  breast,  bade  him  renounce 
all  claim  to  my  hand  :  the  poor  Baron  refused,  and  was  killed  with  my 
name  upon  his  lips. 

'As  you  may  suppose,  cher  Wash.,  I  was  desote,  Gorowski  was 
cruel  in  his  triumph,  and  claimed  ray  hand  as  his  reward.  How  cocdd 
I  yield  myself  to  his  blood-stained  arms !  He  persecuted  me  by  his 
demands :  there  seemed  no  safety  but  in  flight.  Upon  this,  then,  I  was 
resolved ;  but  the  Prince  watched  jealously  all  my  motions ;  I  could 
not  escape  him.  As  a  last  resource,  I  determined  to  appeal  to  my 
neighbor  in  lodgings.  This  was  a  middle-aged  mau«  of  resolute  as- 
pect —  none  other,  in  short,  my  dear  Fudge,  than  that  Colonel  Dopre 
whom  you  already  have  such  unfortunate  occasion  to  know.  He  saved 
me,  indeed,  from  the  Russian  persecution ;  but  I  found  myself  consigiied 
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by  the  force  of  circumstances  —  constrained  to  marry  the  man  of  whom 
I  had  only  sought  temporary  aid. 

*  Why  need  I  tell  you  more  ?  *  said  the  Countess  ;  but  continued  pre- 
sently :  *  Cara  I  saw  once  again,  under  the  name  of  Mademoiselle  dc 
GuERLiN,  which  she  had  assumed,  by  what  right  I  know  not.  She  had 
married  a  stranger ;  perhaps,  my  dear  Fudge,  the  gentleman  through 
whom  the  claim  is  now  made  upon  the  American  estate. 

*  Monsieur  de  Guerlin  I  never  saw  again ;  but  the  wretched  man  had 
traced  me  out,  and  upon  his  death-bed  left  me  the  little  fortune  which 
he  had  received  from  his  wife,  my  poor  mother ;  and  with  it  a  pacquet 
of  letters,  which,  I  am  sure,  my  dear  Fudge,  will  satisfy  you  of  the 
truth  of  my  story,  and  convince  you,  as  they  have  done  me,  that  my 
mother  must  have  been  the  widowed  sister  of  the  old  gentleman  whoEC 
estate  is  in  dispute.  Yet,  how  little  did  I  think,  when  first  addressing 
one  clandestinely,  in  a  tempest  of  admiration  that  I  was  not  able  to 
subdue,  that,  in  reality,  I  was  drawn  toward  him  by  ties  of  kindred ; 
and  that  in  him  alone  I  should  find  a  truly  generous  protector,  through 
whom,  at  length,  my  rights  should  be  made  good,  and  my  pour  mother's 
name  cleared  from  all  reproach.* 

The  Countess  was  painfully  subdued  ;  so  was  Washington. 

The  pacquet  of  letters  to  which  reference  had  been  made,  was  pro- 
duced. They  were  certainly  suspicious  in  their  contents,  and  would 
have  satisfied,  perhaps,  a  less  ingenuous  and  open  disposition  than  that 
of  my  cousin  Wash.  Many  of  them  were  signed  Clara  Bodgers  ; 
others,  still,  Clara  de  Guerlin  ;  and  others  again,  in  a  strong  hand, 
lx)re  the  signature  of  S.  Bodgers.  They  were  letters,  generally  of  af- 
fection :  the  Countess  was  melted  to  tears  as  she  sufTered  her  eyes  to 
run  over  them. 

As  a  man  of  honor,  there  was  but  one  course  open  to  Washington. 
At  the  same  time,  as  the  Countess  intimated,  there  was  need  for  extreme 
rautioii.  First  of  all,  the  Colonel  Dupre  must  by  no  means  be  ad- 
vised. There  was  not  reciprocity  of  feeling,  at  least  of  afiection,  between 
the  two.  YoinifT  Fi:dge  had  perhaps  observed  this.  For  private  ends 
of  his  own,  tlie  Colonel  had  insisted  that  the  Countess  should  retain 
lier  original  name.  Under  connections  of  that  kind,  the  circumstance 
was  not  unusual. 

Most  of  all,  the  Countess  rejoiced  in  the  opportunity  which  now 
seemed  dawiiinf^  upon  her,  of  being  able  to  repay  the  generous  serv^ices 
of  her  friend  Washy.  kShe  should  be  delighted,  hideed,  to  give  token 
of  her  iiKlehtcdncss  to  the  whole  Fudge  connection ;  and  voluntarily 
bound  herself,  hy  a  solemn  promise,  to  relinquish  to  the  dear  friends  of 
the  Funci:  lamily  a  full  third  of  the  estates  which  she  inherited  from 
lier  mother. 

I  fchould  do  inju.^tico  to  the  tender  sensibilities  and  innocent  heart  of 
my  cousin  Wash.,  if  I  omitted  to  say  that  he  was  altogether  captivated 
hy  the  united  grace  and  generosity  of  the  Countess  de  Guerlin. 

It  wa.s  arranjred  tliat  Washington  should  not  leave  the  city  alone. 
The  presence  of  the  Countess  would  doubtless  be  necessary,  in  the  pro- 
soeution  of  the  lejral  claims.  With  generous  confidence,  he  volunteered 
rii.**  es^-ort.     He  wrote  to  his  friends  at  home  of  the  triumphant  disco- 
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very  which  had  been  made,  and  expressing  confidence,  '  that  if  the 
estate  was  to  pass  out  of  their  hands,  as  seemed  probable,  they  could 
not  wish  a  better  disposition,  than  that  in  favor  of  the  Countess.* 

*  He  felt  sure,  moreover,  that  his  father  would  freely  pardon  a  some- 
what larger  draft  than  he  had  anticipated,  in  view  of  the  rather 
straitened  circumstances  of  the  Countess,  and  the  obligations  which  duty 
enjoined.* 

The  preparations  for  departure  were  made  with  secresy  and  dispatch. 

On  a  certain  evening  in  the  month  of ,  our  friend  Wash,  set  off 

from  Paris,  for  liis  return.  He  was  polished  by  the  gay  capital ;  taught 
in  the  little  arts  of  the  world ;  scarce  to  be  recognized  by  his  old  friends. 

The  fond  Countess  was  with  him :  herself  his  gratuitous  instructor 
in  very  much  of  that  savoir  fairer  which  was  presently  to  kindle  the 
afiections  of  his  doting  mother  into  transport. 

He  felt,  doubtless,  an  honest  pride  in  these  accomplishments,  and 
formed  pleasant  fancies  of  the  surprise  he  should  excite,  and  of  the 
astonishment  he  was  sure  to  kindle.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that,  like 
most  young  New-Yorkers  on  their  return  from  Paris,  he  had  formed  an 
exaggerated  estimate  of  the  sensation  he  was  about  to  produce.  The 
town,  taken  as  a  mass,  does  not,  I  observe,  feel  the  shock  of  such  a 
young  gentleman's  return.  I  cannot  ascertain  that  it  creates  any 
decided  movement  at  the  *  Board,*  or  that  it  influences  Mr.  Genio 
Scott's  report  of  the  fashions.  These  travellers  err,  in  imagining  that 
their  air  and  education  is  to  form  a  striking  contrast  with  what  they 
will  find  around  them.  They  discover,  however,  in  the  majority  of 
instances,  that  the  tailors  and  hair-dressers  have  been  before  them,  and 
have  already  diffused  among  the  young  natives  of  New- York  a  Parisian 
aspect  and  an  elegant  air.  I  should  say  that  the  young  gentlemen  of 
the  New- York  Club,  of  the  short  canes,  of  the  new  polkas,  and  of  afflu- 
ence generally,  were  as  much  indebted  to  a  study  of  the  opera-artistes* 
and  the  foreign  managers  of  domestic  drapers,  as  to  any  principles  they 
imbibe  from  returned  travellers.  And  it  would  not  be  at  all  surprising, 
if  our  cousin  Wash.,  upon  his  very  first  entree  in  New- York  society, 
should  be  mortified  by  a  sight  of  higher  shirt-collars,  more  bushy  mus- 
tache, and  smaller  pantaloons,  than  he  brings  with  him,  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  Countess. 

By  a  hint  from  the  Guehlin,  and  as  a  measure  of  precaution.  Wash. 
accompanies  his  friend  under  a  common  passport,  in  which  they  aie 
designated  as  man  and  wife.  It  is  but  a  simple  bit  of  Tllnsion,  lasting 
only  as  far  as  their  port  of  embarkation. 

They  reach  Havre  a  day  before  the  sailing  of  the  vessel  which  is  to 
bear  them  to  that  free  land,  where  the  Countess  shall  receive  her  own, 
and  the  elegant  Wash,  enter  upon  his  brilliant  career. 

In  beguiling  thought  of  what  this  may  be,  our  hero  whiles  away  the 
evening  with  his  graceful  companion ;  interrupted,  however,  once,  by 
a  slight  tap  at  the  door. 

It  is  the  maid,  perhaps. 

'Entrez  !  *  says  Wash. 

There  is  a  tap  again. 

'ErUrez  !  *  repeats  Wash. 

It  is  not  the  maid  :  but  the  Colonel  Dufbe  ! 


LITERARY      NOTICES. 


A  MsuoiR  OF  TBK  LATB  Rev.  William  Croswell,  D.D.,  RectoF  of  tbc  Church  of  the 
Advent,  Boston,  Mass.  By  his  Father.  In  one  volume :  pp.  528.  New- York :  D. 
Applston  and  Company. 

There  are  certain  delicate  matters  refcmng  to  the  personal  and  ecclesias- 
tical relations  of  the  subject  of  this  volume  inwrought  into  its  most  absorb- 
ing part,  which,  however  interesting,  wc  are  compelled  to  leave  untouched, 
because  we  will  not  be  so  bold  as  to  state  our  conviction  of  their  merits,  and 
they  fall  without  the  province  of  this  Magazine.  •  With  controversies  of  this 
kind  we  do  not  interfere,  but  leave  them  to  organs  which  are  professedly 
devoted  to  their  adjustment.     The  right  will  triumph  in  the  end. 

Independently  of  this,  however,  there  is  more  than  enough  in  this  ample 
volume  to  suit  the  purposes  of  our  review.  If  there  is  any  truth  in  physi- 
ognomy, the  sweet  and  placid  and  intellectual  presentment  which  fronts  the 
title-page  is  proof  enough  that  his  life  is  worthy  to  be  written,  and  that  his 
path  was  that  of  the  just,  which  *  shineth  more  and  more  unto  the  perfect 
day.*  But  how  is  the  order  of  things  reyersed  in  the  work  before  us!  In 
the  course  of  nature  it  should  fall  to  the  son  to  do  justice  to  the  memory  of 
his  sire,  and  to  smooth  his  white  locks  reverently  for  the  grave.  But  this 
is  the  testimonial  of  a  father  to  his  *  dear  departed  son,^  smitten  down  in  the 
flush  of  life,  in  the  hey-day  of  his  manly  labors,  and  in  the  very  midst  of 
usefulness.  It  is  a  monument  inscribed  with  filial  virtues,  but  sprinkled  witli 
paternal  tears.  *At  the  age  of  three  score  and  ten,'  says  the  author,  *  the 
parent,  admonished  by  a  severe  visitation  of  sickness,  devoted  as  much  time 
as  his  duties  would  permit  to  the  arrangement  and  preparation  of  his  own 
manuscripts  for  the  final  inspection  and  revision  of  his  son.  But  alas  I  how 
were  his  fond  anticipations  defeated !  That  son,  on  whom  ho  thus  relied, 
by  a  mysterious  Providence,  was  suddenly  stricken  down  in  the  midst  oi 
his  days  and  his  usefulness,  and  numbered  wlUti  the  dead.  And  now,  with 
trembling  hand  and  aching  heart,  the  parent,  relying  on  the  mercy  and  help 
of  God,  undertakes  to  gather  up  the  materials  and  prepare  a  record  of  his 
life.' 

And  beautiful  are  the  marks  traced  by  this  ^recording-aogel,'  although  they 
are  written  with  a  trembling  hasid  l 
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William  Croswbll  was  bom  in  Hudson,  New- York,  November  seven,  1804. 
His  boyhood  was  passed  in  New-Haven  under  the  eye  of  his  father,  the  Rev. 
Harry  Croswell,  Rector  of  Trinity  Church  in  that  city.  At  the  age  of 
fourteen,  he  was  admitted  to  the  Freshman-class  of  Yale  College,  where  he 
was  graduated  in  1822.  In  1825,  he  devoted  some  time  to  the  study  of  law, 
but  he  never  thought  seriously  of  pursuing  it  as  a  profession.  He  cherished 
his  passion  for  poetry ;  and  it  is  supposed  that  some  of  the  most  interesting 
and  popular  juvenile  productions  of  his  pen  were  written  at  this  period. 
Soon  after,  having  taken  due  counsel,  he  became  fixed  in  his  purpose,  and 
turning  away  from  all  other  pursuits,  resolved  to  devote  himself  to  a  calling, 
for  which  he  was  in  all  respects  peculiarly  fitted,  and  entered  the  General 
Theological  Seminary  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  at  the  opening  of 
the  term  in  the  autumn  of  1826.  His  letters  at  this  time  display  the  usual 
pleasantry  of  his  disposition.  *  If  Professor  Moore,'  he  writes,  '  were  not 
one  of  the  most  mild  and  unassuming  men  of  learning  in  the  world,  he  could 
never  tolerate  the  stammering  and  blundering  of  such  full-grown  novitiates 
in  the  Hebrew  horn-book.  But  he  is  Clement  by  nature  as  well  as  by  name. 
It  is  related  of  Hutciiins  that  he  once  indulged  his  disposition  for  pleasantry 
by  playfilUy  translating  a  passage  of  Scripture,  *I  love  Clement  C.  Moore 
(clemency  mere)  than  sacrifice.' ' 

He  was  ordained  deacon  by  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Brownell,  of  Connec- 
ticut, in  1828.  In  the  few  years  preceding,  he  had  written  much  of  his  sweet- 
est poetry.  On  Sunday,  May  thirty-first,  1829,  we  find  this  record  in  his 
diary  :  '  Entered  into  the  service  of  my  first  parish,  Christ  Church,  Boston.' 

From  this  time  he  proceeded  with  manifold  labors,  often  preaching,  not- 
withstanding his  fathef's  admonitions,  three  sermons  beside  performing 
many  other  services  duringthe  day.  As  early  as  the  twenty-sixth  of  July, 
he  writes,  in  his  playful  manner :  '  I  have  inflicted  three  discourses  on  the 
patient  people  of  this  good  city  on  this  blessed  day.' 

In  1840,  with  many  expressions  of  regret  on  the  part  of  his  parishioners, 
and  parting  testimonials,  ^he  left  Boston  to  assume  the  Rectorship  of  St 
Peter's  Church  at  Auburn,  and  in  '1844,  returned  to  Boston,  where  he  re- 
mained Rector  of  the  Church  of  the  Advent  until  his  death,  which  occurred 
on  November  ninth,  1861. 

Such  is  the  meagre  outline  which  we  liave  been  able  to  make  of  the 
principal  facts  contained  in  this  most  interesting -memoir,  preferring  to  leave 
the  materials  untouched,  except  so  far  as  they  are  necessary  to  substantiate 
a  correct  opinion  of  the  man's  character.    To  this  end,  we  shall  quote  some . 
passages  from  the  work  at  large. 

It  is  the  record  of  an  affectionate,  true  heart,  overbrimming  with  human 
kindness,  and  expanded  by  the  largest  charity ;  of  a  nature  pure,  meek, 
modest,  and  unoffending ;  of  a  zealous  and  most  devoted  servant  of  his  Mas- 
ter ;  in  short,  of  a  Christian,  a  scholar,  a  gentleman,  a  Mai^  Such  do  not 
die ;  for,  although  no  one  write  their  epitaphs,  the  good  seed  they  have  planted 
springs  up  and  blossoms  with  perennial  beauty,  and  grateful  tendrils  twine 
about  their  very  names. 

It  is  impossible  to  peruse  the  early  letters  of  the  gifted  Croswell  without 
being  stnick  by  their  freshness  and  almost  pastoral  innocence  of  ezpresdon. 
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They  deserve  to  have  been  written  on  th^  most  unblemished  paper.  Thcj 
are  full  of  hope,  full  of  a  sweet-breathing  cheerfulness,  full  of  enthusiasm  fcr 
the  pure  and  lofty  aims  toward  which  his  powers  were  directed.  Such  reso- 
lution and  sincerity  of  purpose  are  oflen  accompanied  by  a  corresponding 
harshness  and  repulsive  corrugation  of  the  moral  features.  But  the  plastic 
influence  of  the  beautiful  theology  which  left  upon  him  its  perfect  impress, 
had  not  moulded  him  in  such  a  shape,  and  it  is  the  best  proof  that  his  system 
was  true.  There  was  nothing  stem  about  him  but  his  sense  of  duty.  His 
spirit  was  as  mild  as  moon-beams  on  the  troubled  earth.  Common  men  were 
pleased  to  come  out  of  their  poor  huts  and  walk  forth  into  the  sofl  effulgence 
of  his  influence,  and  gaze  up  at  him.  Where  you  see  a  stiff-throated,  and 
deep-creased,  and  sharp-nosed  rigor  which  is  called  Religion,  there  you  may 
be  sure  that  the  blood  of  the  Pharisee  rolls  and  curdles  underneath.  All 
men  properly  constituted  loathe  the  very  sight  of  it  All  children  in  their 
early  innocence  tutn  away  from  it  with  an  instinctive  disgust.  Christ  him- 
self, who  considered  little  children  as  the  very  type  of  heavenly  innocence, 
thundered  forth  against  it  his  unparalleled  anathema. 

The  religion  of  Croswell  took  its  path  through  the  courtesies  and  ameni- 
ties of  life,  and  was  not  separated  from  them.  It  is  delightful  to  see  one  in 
whom  traits  which  are  often  considered  inconsistent  are  so  sweetly  and  inti- 
mately blended.  He  was  a  hard-working  and  most  laborious  and  energetic 
servant  of  his  God,  but  he  possessed  the  most  assuaging  and  engaging  looks 
and  manners  in  daily  intercourse  with  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  ignorant 
and  learned. 

But  the  following  extracts  from  his  private  diary  will  serve  to  show  forth 
the  lovely  temper  of  the  man : 

*Monday^  January  TiMnty'fifth,'[^0. The  year  has  been  full  of  inci- 
dent, and  marked  with  the  most  solemn  transactions  of  mv  whole  life.  •  .  .  .  I 
would  put  down  nothing  for  effect,  or  in  a  spirit  of  vain-gJory ;  but  I  desire  to  record 
mv  testimony  that  this  hohr  calling,  if  diligently  and  faithfully  undertaken  and  devotedly 
followed,  is  the  path  of  life,  whicn,  for  our  own  happiness,  we  should  choose  and  covet ; 
and  contains  all  the  elements  of  the  purest  and  higDesteujorment  which  the  corruption 
and  infirmity  of  our  nature  admit.    I  have  always  refrained,  on  j)rinciple,  from  making 


and  desire  to  the  work  of  subduing  evil  and  saving  souls.  I  have  been  deliberately 
reviewing  the  principles  laid  down  m  mv  first  discourse  on  this  subject;  and  althougli, 
alas !  no  man  living  can  be  iustified  by  tliat  standard,  I  am  confirmed  by  mv  short  expe- 
rience in  the  opinion  that  the  views  which  I  then  took  are  those  only  which  are  author- 
ized by  the  Scriptures  of  truth.' 

Of  the  death  of  Bishop  Hobart,  he  remarks : 

'  It  has  thrown  a  floom  over  our  minds  with  which  I  had  thought  nothing  bat  the 
sundering  of  some  oiear  domestic  tie  would  have  overwhelmed  me.  Although  letter 
after  letter  from  New- York  had  been  gradually  extinguishing  our  hqpes,  the  ratal  an- 
nouncement burst  upon  us,  after  all,  like  a  thunderbolt  and  I  sat  dowfi  and  wept  like  a 
child.' 

In  a  piece  of  pleasantry  addressed  to  his  mother,  February  thirteenth,  on 
the  subject  of  an  eclipse,  he  says : 

'  It  being  a  pleasant  day  yesterday,  it  was  distinctly  understood  that  the  eclipse  was 
not  to  be  postponed.  Aocordinsly,  smoked  glass  was  the  circalating  mediam  all  the 
morning;  ana  the  glaziers  sola  more  broken  panes  than  ihey  ever  mended.    Erea 


296  Literary  Notices,  [Maiich, 

Master  BcBCSy  who  is  supposed  to  be  the  most  wonderfhl  creature  now  liTing,  seemed 
to  excite  less  atteotiou.  We  were  disi^pointed  in  the  spectacle.  After  so  long  a  note 
of  preparation  and  attempt  at  effect,  it  was  quite  a  failure.  We  wanted  it  to  be  darker. 
I  had  mtended  to  '  improve '  the  phenomenon  in  a  sermon  to-day,  but  oonduded  that  mj 
cong^regation  would  think  me  at  a  great  loss  for  edifying  subjects  if  I  made  so  much  <h 
this  disastrous  twilight.' 

Here  arc  some  specimens  of  his  graceful  verse : 

•  TO  •  .  • 

'  Ladt  I  to  whom  belong 

The  will  and  power  to  roll 
The  tide  of  music  and  of  song  * 

That  overflow  the  soul ; 
The  stream  has  passed  away. 

But  left  a  glittering  stored 
Dejposited  in  rich  array 

On  Memory's  silent' shore : 

*A  strand  of  precious  things. 

Where  in  confusion  lie 
The  wrecks  of  high  imaginings. 

And  thoughts  that  cannot  ^e. 
Oh  I  for  that  voice  alone, 

Whose  full,  refreshing  flow 
Could  on  the  troubled  soul  its  own 

Serenity  bestow. 

*  ^^  should  those  streams  be  mute 

Which  brighten  as  they  roll, 
\or  in  their  fiquid  lapsie  pollute, 

But  beautify  the  soul  ? 
Oh  I  tranquillize,  refine 

The  heart,  till  it  shall  be 
As  in  its  primal  day,  divme 

And  full  of  Deity.* 


.1  -  'J  ..  i 


T  :i  (>  i:  o  r:  t 


•  Pet  lilies  of  your  kind,  ♦ 

Effeminate  and  pale, 
That  shiver  in  the  autumn-win<l 

Like  reeds  before  the  gale ; 
Ye  have  not  toiled  or  spun 

As  sister  lilies  might ; 
Nor  are  ye  wise  as  iM)LOMON, 

Thougn  sumptuous  to  the  sight 


'  0  fair  and  well-onayed  I 

And  are  ye  they  to  whom 
The  world  is  under  tribute  laid 

For  finery  and  nerfume? 
And  have  ye  no  oeligbt  — 

Naught  else  that  may  avail 
To  weather  that  eternal  Dicbt 

When  these  e:q>edients  nil? ' 


Those  who  have  visited  that  famous  summer-resort,  Nahant,  will  be  struck 
with  the  fidelity  of  this  little  unpremeditated  pen-and-ink  sketch : 

N    A    ]..    A    N    'i'  0 

'  Rocks,  sands,  and  seas. 
What  charms  hast  thou  but  these, 

0  desolate  NabantI 
Rocks,  sands,  and  seas. 
Twelve  grot^que  cottages 
And  six  storm4>eaten  trees 
Struck  all  a-slant!' 

But  it  is  principally  as  a  sacred  poet  that  his  name  will  become  endeared 
and  lasting.  Many  of  his  compositions  in  this  kind  are  alike  exquisite  ia 
sentiment  and  melodious  in  their  versification ;  and  had  his  stem«r  duties, 
firom  which  ho  permitted  his  attention  to  be  drawn  by  nothing  subordinate, 
given  him  time  to  indulge  his  taste,  he  no  doubt  would  have  left  behind  him 
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many  lyrical  effusions  which  would  have  caused  him  to  be  placed  in  the  high> 
est  rank.  But  so  great  was  the  modesty  of  his  nature,  that  of  his  sermons  he 
has  forbidden  any  to  be  published;  and  his  poems  shed  forth  their  sweetness, 
as  it  were,  by  stealth.  Like  unpretending  flowers  which  bloom  to  blush, 
they  almost  blush  to  bloom.  Bishop  Doane,  who  is  peculiarly  qualified  to 
judge,  classed  him  as  a  kindred  spirit  with  Keble;  and  the  Rev.  Arthur 
Cleveland  Ooxe,  who  is  also  so  greatly  distinguished,  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  for  his  sacred  lays,  thus  speaks  of  him  in  that  touching  and  beauti- 
ful discourse  delivered  on  the  occasion  of  his  burial: 

'Thb  refinement  and  delicacy  of  his  nature  are  proverbial;  but  not  every  one  ima- 

gines  how  rich  were  his  mental  endowments,  how  brilliant  his  fancy,  and  how  inventive 
is  genius.  •  •  •  •  As  a  sacred  poet,  his  name  is  dear  to  the  Church,  and  will 
always  be  aflfectionately  cherished;  his  verse  was  fauIUess,  his  conceptions  extremely 
felicitous  and  epigrammatic,  and  all  his  productions  were  warm  with  devout  and  hea- 
venly ttspirations. 

Of  these  sacred  compositions  we  shall  transfer  only  two,  not,  indeed,  be- 
cause they  are  the  best,  but  because  we  have  not  time  so  to  compare  the 
merits  of  all  as  to  make  the  best  selection : 

GREECE. 


*  Upon  thy  sacred  mountain-tops. 

How  beautifiil,  O  Greece, 
The  feet  of  him  that  publisheth 

Through  all  thy  borders  peace ! 
Like  Paul,  his  spirit  to  release 

Of  those  high  claims  he  seeV's, 
Which  bankrupt  all  the  love  we  owe 

As  'debtors  to  the  Greeks.^ 


*  A  pierclnff  cry  from  Hacedoa 
Rings  aer  the  ocean  still, 
A  cry  from  Athens  and  the  shrine 

Upon  its  idoI-hilL 
A  cnr  from  Corinth  and  the  isles. 

Of  loud  entreaty  speaks: 
'Upl  Christians,  to  your  great  dischaijie 
As  '  debtors  to  me  Greeks.' 


CHHISTMAf.  , 

"*  Thb  thickly-woven  boughs  they  wreatl»e 
Through  every  hallowed  fane, 
The  soft,  revivii^  odors  breathe 

Of  Snmmer^s  gentle  rexfrn  ; 
And  rich  the  ray  of  miM  green  light 

Which,  like  an  emerald  s  glow. 
Comes  struggling  through  the  latticed  heigl|t 
Upon  the  crowds  below. 

**  Oh  1  let  the  streams  of  solemn  thought, 

Which  in  those  temples  rise, 
From  deeper  sources  spring  than  augirt 

Dependent  on  the  skies. 
Then,  though  the  Summer^s  ^ow  departs, 

And  Winter*s  withering  chill 
Rests  on  the  cheeriess  woods,  our  hearts 

Shall  be  unchanging  stilL' 

Within  the  limits  allowed  to  us  we  cannot  dwell  on  this  biography  so  long 
as  we  would.  When  Croswell  died,  a  beautiful .  and  serene  light  was 
quenched,  and  a  most  solemn  gloom  descended  on  the  Church.  Even  those 
who  differed  from  him  certainly  could  not  help  loving  him  as  a  brother,  and 
will  no  doubt  acquiesce  in  this  tribute  to  his  manly  piety  and  genuine  Christ- 
Ian  virtues. 

We  shall  but  allude  to  the  manner  of  his  death,  which  was  marked  by 
coincidences  so  striking  that  it  seems  like  the  dinauement  of  a  high-wrought 
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Action.  It  was  attended  by  startling  suddenness,  and  circumstances  of  ten- 
er  pathos. 

On  a  Friday,  he  said  to  a  friend  whom  he  met,  *■  I  must  go  home  and  finish 
taj  hist  sermon.'  This  remark  arrested  the  attention  of  the  other,  who,  in 
his  peculiarly  earnest  and  affectionate  manner,  laid  his  hand  familiarly  upon 
his  shoulder  and  said,  ^  You  do  not  mean,  my  brother,  your  la%t  sermon,  but 
your  last  for  this  wcek.^  To  this  remark  he  made  no  reply,  and  they  parted 
never  more  to  meet  again  on  earth.  His  observation  had  reference  to  the 
inexpediency  of  writing  too  many  sermons,  of  which  he  already  had  a  large 
store.     Prophets  do  not  speak  from  their  own  fore-knowledge. 

Like  many  earnest  men,  he  kept  a  journal,  and  on  Saturday  he  made  his 
last  entry  therein.  He  relates  his  ineffectual  search  after  a  poor  woman  who 
had  applied  at  his  residence  for  charity,  but  who  had  not  correctly  given  the 
place  of  her  abode.  He  retired  early,  with  the  most  pleasant  anticipations 
of  the  coming  day.  On  that  day,  he  rose  with  the  sun^  in  apparently  the 
most  perfect  health,  and  full  of  cheerfulness.  He  bore  his  part  in  the  ser- 
vices of  the  Church  which  he  loved  so  much,  and  at  the  conclusion  he  said, 
*  I  propose  to  preach  to  the  children  this  afternoon,  on  a  part  of  the  first 
lesson  for  the  morning.* 

The  children  met  together  at  the  appointed  hour,  and  it  was  indeed  a 
touching  sight  to  see  them  gaze  up  so  tenderly  on  him  who  was  to  address 
them  for  the  last  time.  Entering  the  chancel  in  his  white  robes,  his  face 
beamed  with  an  unusual  serenity.  He  had  anticipated  more  than  ordinary 
pleasure  from  meeting  them  on  this  occasion : 

*  ITis  sermon  to  the  children/  says  his  biographer,  from  whom  we  now  quote,  *  was 
written  in  a  style  of  beautiful  simplicity,  pcr^tly  plain  and  adapted  to  the  capacity  uf 
his  fuvenile  bearers,  yet  full  of  the  most  sublinf>e  and  elevated  tnou^bts.  As  he  pro- 
ceeded, he  betrayed  some  signs  of  faltering  in  his  speech.  The  children  were  much 
affected  as  they  saw,  or  thought  they  saw,  tears  stealing  from  bis  eyes.  His  yoice,  which 
was  eycr  gentle  and  soft,  could  scarce  shape  itself  into  a  tone  of  reproof  but  it  would 
falter  into  music  meanwhile,  assumed,  as  from  some  sentimental  emotion,  those  tones 
of  tender  pathos  which  rendered  his  speech  no  less  fit  than  if  it  had  been  specially 
meant  for  a  yaledictory  to  the  tittle  ones  of  his  flock.  After  proceedincr  througn  about 
two-thirds  of  his  manuscript,  he  closed  his  discourse  abruptly,  with  a  tew  remarks  and 
the  customary  ascription.  He  then  pronounced  distinctly  hx>m  memory  the  first  staaia 
of  the  hymn  previously  appointed  to  be  sung  by  the  choir : 

•■ '  SoLDizBS  of  Chbist,  aflso. 
And  put  your  armor  on ; 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  suppUes 
Through  II  is  eternal  Son.' 

But  in  giving  the  number  of  the  hymn,  which  is  the  eiyht^ighth  in  the  collection,  be 
named,  by  a  most  striking  and  extraordinary  inadvertence,  the  one  hundred  and  eightif' 
4ighthy  in'which  these  lines  occur: 

* '  Detkrsiinkd  are  the  days  that  fly 
Successive  o'er  thy  head ; 
The  numbered  hour  is  on  the  wing 
That  Jays  thee  with  the  dead.' 

The  choir^  however,  governed  by  his  original  directions,  sung  the  hymn  appointed^ 
during  which  he  stooo,  as  usual,  facins^  the  altar.  At  the  conclusion,  he  knelt  down  at  the 
chancel-rail,  and  said  from  memory,  his  book  having  fallen  from  his  hand,  the  collect. 
Then  his  strength  entirely  failed  him.  Instead  of  rising  and  turning  to  the  congr^- 
tion  to  pronounce  the  concluding  benediction,  he  remained  on  his  knees,  and  said,  with 
a  falterm?  voice,  the  apostolic  blessinjj.  The  congregation  immediately  took  the  alarm» 
and  his  friends  rushed  forwiird  to  his  assistance.  Ue  was  borne  down  through  the 
church  to  the  vestr^'-room,  and  from  thence  in  a  carriage  to  his  residence.  Being  ap> 
prised  by  his  physicians  of  the  dangerous  nature  of  his  attack,  he  composed  himself 
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gaietly  on  his  coQch,  and  closed  his  eyes  as  if  in  a  calm  sleep.  His  old  and  lonff-tried 
friend  and  father  in  the  Gospel,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Eaton,  was  soon  at  his  side,  and  nndtnj? 
him  unable  to  speak,  if  not  unconscious,  knelt  down,  and  taking  him  by  the  hand,  offered 
the  commendatory  prayer  of  the  Church : 

*  *  O  ALsnoBTT  OoD,  with  whom  do  live  the  Bplrlts  of  Just  men  made  perfect,  after  they  are  de- 
livered from  their  earthly  prisons,  wo  humbly  commend  the  soul  of  tms  Thy  servant,  our  dear 
brother.  Into  Tht  hands,  as  into  the  hands  of  a  faithful  Crkatob  and  most  morciftil  Satioitb;  most 
humbly  beseeching  Thek  that  it  may  be  precious  in  Thy  sight  Wash  it,  we  pray  Thkk,  In  the 
blood  of  that  immaculate  Lamb  that  was  slain  to  take  away  the  sins  of  the  world ;  that  whatsoever 
defilements  it  may  have  contracted  in  the  midst  of  this  miserable  and  haughty  world,  through  the 
lusts  of  the  flesh  or  the  wiles  of  Satan,  being  pui^d  and  done  away,  it  may  be  presented  pure  and 
without  spot  before  Thbk.  And  teach  us  who  survive,  in  this  and  other  like  daily  spectacles  of 
mortality,  to  see  how  frail  and  uncertain  our  condition  is,  and  so  to  number  our  days  that  we  may 
seriously  apply  our  hearts  to  that  holy  and  heavenly  wlsclom  whilst  we  live  here,  which  may  in  the 
end  bring  us  to  life  everlasting,  through  the  merits  of  Jbbvs  Chbist,  TnraE  only  Son,  our  Lobd. 

*As  the  word  amen,  was  pronounced  by  the  venerable  priest,  the  last  breath  was  per- 
ceived to  pass,  gently,  quietly,  and  without  a  strucr^Ie,  from  the  lips  of  the  dving  soldier 
of  the  cross,  and  he  was  at  rest  in  the  bosom  of  his  Saviour.' 

With  this  narrative  we  conclude  our  notice  of  this  interesting  memoir. 
And  now  the  thought  occurs,  while  we  are  inditing  this  too  scanty  tribjite, 
that  had  the  quaint  old'  Walton  numbered  him  among  his  friends,  or  held 
the  ample  details  which  we  have  in  hand,  he  would  have  garnished  still 
another  page  or  two  with  tender  portraiture,  and,  in  the  affection  of  his  na- 
ture, added  yet  another  memory  to  his  series  of  good  men's  lives.  But  as 
luminous  sparks,  although  lighted  at  a  distance  from  each  other,  ^re  soon 
enkindled  in  one  glowing  flame,  so  kindred  spirits,  although  more  widely 
parted,  come  together  in  a  bright  companionship,  as  if  twin-born.  A  little 
interval  amounts  to  nothing  in  an  endless  distance :  the  morning  stars  which 
sang  together  at  the  first  creation  soon  overtake,  with  their  impalpable  notes, 
the  heavenly  chorus  hymned  upon  the  plains  of  Bethlehem,  and  blend  their 
music  with  the  Church's  anthems  in  one  grand  and  swelling  harmony  for 
ever  and  for  aye. 


The  Cruise  of  the  Steam-Yacht  North-Star  :  A  Narrative  of  the  Excursion  of  Mr. 
Vanderbilt*8  Party,  etc.  By  the  Rev.  John  Overton  Choulbs,  D.D.  In  One  Vo- 
lume :  pp.  853.    ^ston :  Gould  and  Lincoln.    New- York :  Evans  and  Dickerson. 

Our  readers  wilj  remember,  that  at  the  time  of  the  departure  of  the 
*  North-Star,'  there  appeared  in  this  Magazine  an  elaborate  description  of 
the  noble  vessel,  accompanied  by  an  engraving,  and  preceded  by  an  authentic 
detailed  sketch  of  the  life  and  character  of  her  *  Commodore,'  Cornelius 
Vanderbilt,  Esq.  The  yacht  set  forth,  and  after  a  rapid  run  across  the 
Atlantic,  her  party  visited  successively  England,  Russia,  Denmark,  France, 
Spain,  Italy,  Malta,  Turkey,  Madeira,  etc.  We  marvel  that  our  friend  the 
author  has  been  able  to  condense  into  one  volume  so  clear  a  synopsis  of  the 
general  characteristics  of  the  thousand  and  one  cities,  and  their  wonders, 
which  the  party  visited  in  their  four  months'  pleasure-trip ;  a  *  trip '  of  some 
fifteen  thousand  miles  in  extent,  and  one  which  was  never  before  attempted 
by  the  private  enterprise  of  any  one  person  in  the  world.  How  the  party 
were  received  at  Southampton,  England,  where  they  first  landed ;  how  they 
were  entertained  by  the  authorities,  and  how  they  feted  the  hospitable  citi- 
zens in  return ;  in  short,  how  they  were  welcomed  and  honored,  wherever 
they  went;  the  great  personages  whom  they  met,  and  the  wonders  they  saw : 
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all  these  things  have  already  partly  transpired  in  the  journals,  and  are  Tery 
graphically  set  forth  in  the  pages  before  u&  The  interest  felt  in  relation  to 
Russia  just  at  this  time,  impels  us  to  select,  for  the  only  extract  we  have  space 
to  give,  a  passage  from  the  description  of  Saint  Petersburgh,  and  the  former 
residence  of  its  immortal  founder : 

'Our  earliest  visit  in  the  city  was  made  to  the  original  ootta^resideoce  of  its 
founder.  This  is  a  spot  I  had  longed  to  see.  I  wanted  to  sit  down  in  a  room  where  a 
man  had  dwelt,  and  tnoueht,  and  acted,  who  had  done  so  much  to  leave  his  mark  upon 
the  af  e  in  which  he  liveo.  It  is  a  very  small  affair,  and  contains  but  three  aputments. 
The  mrthest  one  was  his  bed-room,  the  next  his  chapel,  and  one  off  to  the  right  was 
his  room  for  company.  We  saw  many  articles  that  belonged  to  the  great  man,  kept 
under  glass  cases ;  and  pictures,  maps,  plans,  and  charts,  are  on  the  walls,  as  when  be 
resided  here.  One  map  of  the  city  is  of  his  own  draft.  The  chapel  is  occupied  by  a 
priest,  and  daily  service  is  observed ;  it  was  going  on  when  we  visited  it,  and  the  mi- 
aience  consisted  of  some  six  or  eight  woful-Iooking  devotees,  all  upon  their  knees,  or 
with  their  foreheads  on  the  ground.  Beads  and  trinkets  were  offerea  for  sale  to  us,  and 
all  round  the  door  we  were  beset  with  monks  and  nuns  from  the  country,  as  we  were 
told,  be^uiir  for  the>  conventual  institutions;  and  a  sad,  dirty-looking  set  they  were. 
The  entire  building,  which  was  originally  a  log-cottage,  has  been  surrounded*  with  a 

{)lank  coveriujif,  by  the  order  of  the  late  Emperor  Albxandbr.  Here,  too,  we  saw  a 
arffe  boat  which  Pbtbb  constructed,  I  suppose,  after  his  initiation  into  boat  and  sbip- 
buudinfi:  in  Holland.  Not  far  from  this  spot  we  saw  the  first  church  which  waa  erected 
in  St.  retersburg. 

*  The  city  is  principally  situated  on  the  south  bank  of  the  Neva,  and  comprehends 
several  islands ;  and,  as  much  of  it  was  originally  a  mere  marsh,  it  has  had  to  under* 
go  a  th(>n)Ugh  drainage,  which  has  rendered  large  canals  indispensable.  These  are 
constructed  of  the  most  massive  materials,  and  have  a  fine  appearance.  The  date  of 
the  city  is  from  1703;  and  in  one  century  and  a  half,  all  this  magnificent  metropolis 
has  been  called  into  existence  by  a  people  suppased  to  be  semi-barbarous;  and  yet  it 
transcends,  in  many  respects,  every  other  capital  of  Europe.  I  quite  agree  with  the 
lameuted  Stbphbks,  who  stated  in  his  travels,  *  I  do  not  believe  that  Rome,  when  AnaiAX 
reared  the  mighty  Coliseum,  and  the  Palace  of  the  Cesars  covered  the  Capitoline 
Hill,  exhibited  such  a  range  of  noble  structures  as  now  exists  in  the  Admiralty  Quarter.' 
The  admiralty  itself  is  the  central  point,  on  one  side  fronting  the  Neva,  and  on  the  other 
a  large  open  square,  and  has  a  facade  of  marble,  with  ranges  of  colunms  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  m  length.  A  beautiful  golaen  spire  shoots  up  from  the  centre^  towering  above 
every  other  object,  and  seen  from  every  part  of  the  city,  glittering  in  the  sun ;  and 
three  principal  streets,  each  two  miles  in  length,  radiate  from  this  point.  In  front,  is  a 
range  of  boulevards,  ornamented  with  trees,  and  an  open  square,  at  one  extremity  of 
which  stands  the  great  church  of  St.  Isaac.  This  square  extends  to  a  great  distance, 
and  on  it  are  the  Winter-Palace,  Hermitage,  and  other  splendid  erections. 

*  The  great  street  of  the  city  —  the  Broadwav  —  is  the  Neffskt  Perspective,  named 
alter  Albxanubr  NarFSKT,  the  patron-saint  of  St.  Petersburg.  I  thinx  this  and  the 
other  two  streets,  radiating  from  the  admiralty,  are  two  hundred  feet  wide.  The  chan- 
nel-gutter is  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  and  on  each  side  of  it  are  wooden  pavements 
bi'otul  enough  to  allow  two  carriages  or  wagons  to  cross  each  other.  The  pavements 
are  wide  and  well-made.  Many  oi  the  shops  and  stores  on  this  Perspective  are  fine, 
and  have  very  much  the  appearance  of  similar  establishments  in  New- York,  London, 
or  Paris. 

'  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  I  never  before  felt  so  solitary  in  a  large  city.  There  are 
few  persons  in  the  streets,  and  certainly  seven  out  of  ten  we  meet  are  serra;  and  all  the 
drosky-drivers  are  wrapped  up  in  long,  blue,  coarse  cloth  coats  down  to  their  heels,  and 
the  waist  tied  with  a  red  scarf,  leather  thong,  or  rope.  The  hat  is  a  queer-looking  afiair, 
very  low-crowned,  and  bell-shaped.  I  have  never  seen  so  many  lifeless,  inanimate  faces 
as  m  Russia.  The  countenance  is  sallow,  eyes  sunken,  and  beards  are  mostly  yellow. 
In  these  great  streets^  and  over  the  vast  admiralty-square,  amid  the  palaces  and  vast 
buildings,  I  rambled  by  moonlight,  and  was  never  weary  while  watching  the  queen  of 
heaven  climbing  over  aome,  minaret,  and  fa9ade.  It  was  then  that  I  noised  tne  mag> 
nitude  of  this  strange  city,  and  felt  that  it  had  now  an  air  of  antiquity  and  grandeur 
that  no  other  city  I  nave  seen  can  boast.' 

The  volumes  are  embellished  with  several  good  engravings  of  the  pictur- 
esque cities  and  places  visited,  including  a  portrait  of  the  distinguished 
*  Commodore,^  and  of  Captain  Eldridoe,  who  commanded  the  yacht  The 
paper  and  printing  are  excellent. 
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Thb  Complete  Poetical  Works  of  Thomas  Campbell  :  with  an  Original  Biographj 
and  Notes.  Edited  bj  Epss  Sabgbnt.  In  one  volume:  pp.  479.  Boston:  Phillips, 
Sampson  and  Company. 

We  make  very  short  work  in  our  estimate  of  a  man*s  poetical  taste.  We 
ask  him  if  he  like  not  the  writings  of  Robert  Burns  and  Thomas  Campbell  ; 
and  if  he  answers  us  nay,  or  is  indifferent  even,  in  his  praise — nay,  if  he  be 
not  somewhat  enthusiastic  in  his  admiration  of  these  matchless  poets — he  is 
immediately  at  an  intellectual  discount  with  us,  and  we  wouldn^t  touch  his 
*  paper'  in  our  literary  bank.  The  merits  of  the  present  volume  are  marked ; 
for  it  possesses  several  advantages  over  any  previous  edition  that  we  have 
seen.  It  contains  a  very  jfhll  memoir,  compiled  from  the  life  and  letters  of 
the  poet,  edited  by  Dr.  Beattie,  long  his  most  intimate  friend,  and  his  literary 
executor;  and  from  the  reminiscences  of  Mr.  Cyrus  Redding,  who  was  for 
some  ten  years  associated  with  Campbell  in  editing  the  ^  New  Monthly  Maga- 
zine.* The  poems  are  given  from  the  text,  and  according  to  the  arrangement 
approved  by  the  author.  To  these  are  now  added  fifty  poems,  some  of 
which  are  hardly  surpassed  by  the  best  of  his  acknowledged  lyrics.  We 
give  the  following,  not  because  it  will  be  new  to  many  of  our  readers,  but 
simply  because  we  would  not  have  the  vplumes  of  the  Knickerbocker  bound 
up  and  preserved  for  other  times,  without  containing  a  poem  so  sublime  in 
its  conception,  and  so  grand  in  its  execution,  as  ^The  Last  Man:^ 


'All  worldly  shapes  shall  melt  in  gloom, 

The  Sun  himself  must  die, 
Before  this  mortal  shall  assume 

Its  Immortality ! 
I  saw  a  vision  in  my  sleep, 
That  gave  my  spirit  strength  to  sweep 

Adown  the  gulf  of  Time! 
I  saw  the  last  of  human  mould 
That  shall  Creation's  death  behold, 

As  Adam  saw  her  prime  I 

•  The  Sun's  eye  had  a  sickly  glare ; 

The  Earth  With  age  was  wan : 
The  skeletons  of  nations  were 

Around  that  lonely  man ! 
Some  had  expired  in  fight  —  the  brands 
Still  rusted  in  their  bony  bands ; 

In  plagiie  and  famine  some ; 
Earth's  cities  had  no  sound  nor  tread ; 
And  ships  were  drifting  with  the  dead 

To  shores  where  all  was  dumb ! 

•  Yet,  prophet-like,  that  lone  one  stood, 

With  dauntless  words  and  high. 
That  shook  the  sere  leaves  from  the  wood, 

As  if  a  storm  passed  by ; 
Saying, '  We  are  twins  in  death,  proud  Sun ! 
Thy  face  is  cold,  thy  race  is  run, 

*T  is  Mercy  bids  thee  go ; 
For  thou,  ten  thousand  thousand  years 
Hast  seen  the  tide  of  human  tours, 

That  shall  no  longer  flow. 

•  *  What  thouffh  beneath  thee  man  put  forth 

His  pomp,  nis  pride,  his  skill, 
And  arts  that  made  fire,  flood,  and  earth, 

The  vassals  of  his  will  f 
Yet  mourn  I  not  thy  parted  sway, 
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Thou  dim,  discrowned  king  of  day ! 

For,  all  those  trophied  arts 
And  triumphs,  that  beneath  thee  sprang, 
Healed  not  a  passion  or  a  pang 

Entailed  on  human  hearts. 

' '  Go !  let  Oblivion's  curtain  fall 

Upon  the  sta^e  of  men ; 
Nor  with  thy  rising  beams  recall 

Life's  tragedy  again : 
Its  piteous  pageants  bring  not  back, 
Nor  waken  flesh,  upon  the  rack 

Of  pain  anew  to  writhe ; 
Stretched  in  disease's  shapes  abhorred, 
Or  mown  in  battle  by  the  sword, 

Like  grass  beneath  the  scythe. 

* '  Even  I  am  weary,  in  von  skies 

To  watch  thy  fading  nre ; 
Test  of  all  sumless  a^nies. 

Behold  not  me  expire. 
My  lips,  that  speak  thy  dirge  of  death, 
Their  rounded  e^asp  and  gurgling  breath 

To  see  thou  snalt  not  boast. 
The  eclipse  of  Nature  spreads  my  pall  — 
The  majesty  of  Darkness  shall 

Receive  my  parting  ghost ! 

'  *  This  spirit  shall  return  to  Him 

Who  eave  its  heavenly  spark : 
Yet  think  not.  Sun,  it  shall  be  dim 

When  thou  thyself  art  dark ! 
No  I  it  shall  live  again,  and  shine 
In  bliss  unknown  to  beams  of  thine; 

By  UiM  recalled  to  breath, 
Who  captive  led  Captivihr, 
Who  robbed  the  gprave  of*^  Victory, 

And  took  the  sting  from  Death! 
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*  *  Go,  Sun,  while  Mercy  holds  me  up 

On  Nature's  awful  waste, 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cup 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taste  — 
Go !  tell  the  night  that  hides  th j  face, 


Thou  saw^st  the  last  of  Adam's  race, 

On  Earth's  sepulchral  dud, 
The  darkening  universe  defy 
To  quench  his  Immortal itj, 
Or  shake  his  trust  in  God  ! ' ' 


A  finely  engraved  head  and  a  full-length  pen-and-ink  sketch  of  the  poet 
embellish  the  volume,  which  is  exceedingly  well-printed,  upon  good  paper» 
with  a  large,  clear  type. 


Sketches  op  the  Irish  Bar.  67  the  Right  Hon.  Richard  Lalor  Shbil,  M.P.  With 
Memoirs  and  Notes  by  R.  Shblton  Mackenzie,  D.G.L.  In  two  volumes :  pp.  754. 
New- York:  J.  S.  Redfield. 

This  is  certainly  a  most  entertaining  and  instructive  work ;  and  we  are 
not  at  all  surprised  to  hear  of  its  extensive*  popularity.  The  sketches  them- 
selves, by  the  great  Irish  orator,  appeared  in  the  London  ^New  Monthly  Maga* 
zine^^  between  1822  and  1832,  but  have  never  until  now  been  collected. 
Some  time  before  his  death,  Mr.  Sqeil  had  arranged  that  his  friend,  Dr. 
R.  Sqrlton  Mackenzie,  (now  of  the  ^Kew-Yorh  Sunday  Times^^  and  an  old 
contributor  to  the  Knickerbocker,)  should  collect  and  edit  these  admirable 
papers.  Dr.  Mackenzie  has  performed  his  task  with  great  ability  and  good 
taste,  and  has  fully  demonstrated  the  correct  judgment  of  his  distinguished 
friend.  His  own  notes,  which  are  numerous  and  comprehensive,  are  among 
the  most  agreeable  contents  of  the  volumes ;  forming  a  rich  fund  of  informa- 
tion, illustrative  anecdote,  and  true  Irish  humor.  We  remember  referring 
to,  and  quoting  from,  several  of  the  sketches,  at  the  time  of  their  first  ap- 
pearance :  commending  them,  therefore,  to  a  renewed  perusal,  as  furnishing 
a  great  variety  of  extremely  pleasant  reading,  we  proceed  to  select  a  few 
only  of  the  *  good  things  ^  to  be  found  in  the  *  notes '  of  the  editor ;  com- 
mencing with  an  anecdote  of  Lord  Norburt,  a  Judge  who  used  to  pmi 
even  when  sentencing  a  man  to  death.  The  following  is  given  as  among 
those  stories  of  him  which  are  not  in  general  currency : 

'  Lord  Norburt  was  in  Tipperury,  taking  what  he  used  to  call  his  health-ride.  One 
of  the  county  gentlemen,  a  Mr.  Pepper,  joined  him,  but  this  deponent  saith  not  whetluer 
he  was  mounted  on  '  The  White  Horse  of  the  Peppers.'  His  steed,  however,  was 
handsome  and  spirited,  and  Norburt  (who  was  an  excellent  judge  —  of  horseflesh) 
paid  him  some  compliments  on  the  animal.  *  Has  plenty  of  life,  eh  ? '  Mr.  Pkpkr 
answered,  'So  much,  that  he  threw  me  over  his  heaa,  the'  other  day.'  'Named  him 
yet?'  Mr.  Pepper  said  that  he  had  not  'Wh}',  then,'  said  the  joker,  ' ccmstdering 
who  you  are,  and  how  he  has  served  you,  suppose  you  call  him  Pepper-cotter!  * 

'Going  to  a  levee  at  Dublin  Castle,  with,  another  of  the  judges,  they  slipped  when 
ascending  the  stairs.  'Oh!  my  Lord,'  said  Norburt,  as  he  rubbed  the  broadest  part 
of  his  person,  which  had  been  oarked  by  the  fall,  *  you  and  I  have  tried  many  cases  in 
our  time,  but  the  hardest  case  of  aUis  this  staif-case.* 

'In  1816,  when  Prince  Leopold,  who  was  only  a  Serene  J/i^hness  (as  only  the  son  of 
a  king  can  be  addressed  as  Royal)  was  about  marrying^  the  Princess  CHARLom  of 
Wales,  he  was  complimented  by  her  father,  then  Prince  Kegent  of  England,  with  the 
title  of  '  Royal  Hignness.'  This  was  spoken  of  before  Lora  Korburt,  who  remarked 
that '  Marriage  was  the  true  way  of  making  a  man  lose  his  serenity.^ 

'A  Quaker,  named  Nott,  opened  a  large  shop,  exactly  opposite  that  of  Kinaham,  a 
well-known  Dublin  grocer,  advertised  his  tea  as  cheaper  and  better  than  any  in  Ireland, 
and  declared  that  he  would  not  vend  any  sugar,  as  it  yielded  no  profit,  ^e  noT^ty 
of  the  concern,  and  the  excellence  and  low  price  of  Nott's  tea  ana  coffee,  drew  many 
customers  to  him,  and  diminished  the  sales  of  Kixahan,  his  vis-a-vis  neighbor.    Lord 
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NooBURT  went  to  the  Quaker's,  bought  fourteen  pounds  of  tea,  (on  which  the  pn)fit 
was  lar^e,)  and  crossed  over  to  Kinahan's,  where  be  asked  fur  a  supply  of  sugar,  on 
which  tne  profits  are  or  were  nominal.  While  Kinahan  was  having  the  sugar  weighed, 
Nott's  porter  entered  the  shop  with  the  large  parcel  of  tea  for  Lord  Norbuuy.  '  Leave 
it  there,  on  the  counter,'  said  my  Lord.  Then,  turning  to  Kinahan,  who  was  dismayed 
at  seeing  one  of  his  oldest  and  best  customers  a  purchaser  at  his  rival's,  NoRBURTSoid : 
*  I  suppose,  Mr.  Kinahan,  that  you  sell  a  great  deal  of  sugar  —  by  Norr  selling  tm* 

In  the  merely  incidental  sketch  of  *  Michael  O'Loghlin/  among  the  most 
amusing  of  the  *  fillings-in '  which  assist  to  make  up  the  collection  before  us, 
we  find  the  following.  It  demonstrates,  as  we  conceive,  that  the  editor  of 
the  volumes  under  notice  is  himself  *  up  to  the  mark '  of  the  distinguished 
wits  whose  characteristics  his  friend  and  'subject'  sets  forth : 

'The  individual  known  as  'Bumbo'  Grbbn,  was  well  known  in  the  Irish  law-courts, 
some  five-and-twenty  years  ago.  I  saw  him  once;  and  to  see  was  to  remember.  He 
was  an  attorney  in  good  practice ;  hailing,  I  believe,  from  the  west  of  Irelund.  He 
knew  the  private  affairs  of  three-fourths  of  the  estated  gentlemen  in  the  counties  of 
Galway  and  Clare,  and  no  law-suit  of  any  importance  was  entered  into,  in  that  part  of 
the  world,  without  Mr.  Green  being  employed,  on  one  side  or  the  other.  He  was  a 
'noticeable  man '  (to  use  Coleridge  s  phnise)  —  but  chiefly  on  account  of  his  immense 
size.  The  great  Daniel  Lambert  died  before  my  time,  so  that  I  cannot  personally 
compare  him  with  Bumbo  Green  ;  I  suspect  that  in  corporeal  extent  there  could  not 
have  been  much  difference.  Mr.  Green  was  the  biggest  man  I  ever  saw.  He  was  tall, 
but,  from  his  obesity,  appeared  below  the  ordinary  stature.  He  had  a  smiling,  winning 
manner,  and  was  liked,  for  his  good  temper  and  fun,  bj  every  one.  To  see  him  attempt 
to  sit  down  on  the  attorney's  narrow  bench  was  ludicrous  in  the  extreme.  What  is 
called  '  the  small  of  the  back '  he  was  not  possessor  of,  and  therefore,  to  rest  upon  a 
narrow  seat  was  as  hopeless  a  task  for  him,  as  it  would  have  been  for  a  cherub,  but 
from  quite  a  different  cause,  'Bumbo  Green  having  a  redundancy  of  what  cherubs  are 
so  deficient  in.  that  it  is  evident  they  never  can  »U  Tor  their  portraits  I  Bdmbo  Green 
flourished  in  the  ante-railway  era,  and,  on  a  journey,  had  to  occupy  and  pay  for  two 
seats  in  the  stage-coach.  On  one  occasion,  he  ordered  his  servant  to  take  two  seats  for 
him  in  the  mait-coach  from  Ennis  to  Dublin.  The  man  executed  the  command,  but^ 
being  rather  a  green  hand,  only  a  few  days  in  Green's  employment,  committed  a  trifling 
mistake.  When  Bumbo  Green  went  to  the  coach-office,  ne  found  all  the  inside  seats 
occupied,  except  one.  His  servant,  not  knowing  his  habit,  had  taken  the  scats  —  one 
outside,  and  the  other  within  I  Bumbo  Green,  hke  nearly  all  very  stout  men  whom  I 
have  ever  known,  was  fond  of  dancing,  and  danced  lightl}",  too.  He  had  a  great  many 
good  qualities,  and  the  perpetual  sun-shine  of  good-temper  beamed  brightly  over  them 
all.' 

We  have  some  fears  that  our  legal  friends  may  object  to  the  following.  It 
exposes  a  system  of  *  sharp  practice/  that  it  may  be  only  fair  to  suppose 
they  would  rather  should  be  considered  as  *  more  honored  in  the  breach  than 
in  the  observance ;  ^  in  other  words,  it  is  the  anecdote  of  a  legal  gentleman 
who  was  accused  of  the  grave  offence  of  having  taken  a  '  half-fee '  for  pro- 
fessional services  rendered.     In  defence,  he  said : 

' '  It  is  quite  true  that  I  took  half  a  jg^inea,  where  the  fee  should  have  been  a  guinea, 
and  that  it  was  made  up  of  a  crown-piece,  four  shillings,  two  sixpences,  and  sixpence 
in  copper.'  There  was  a  great  sensation  on  this  confession  of  the  charge.  But  be  went 
on :  *  But,  gentlemen,  before  I  took  the  money,  I  ascertained  it  was  the  last  farthing 
the  poor  devil  had,  and  I  appeal  to  the  honorable  profession,  whether,  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, taking  his  last  penny  from  him,  I  was  not  quite  justified,  and  have  main- 
tained the  character  of  the  bar?  It  was  unanimously  agreed  that  he  had  done  all  that 
a  lawyer  could  do,  in  such  a  case,  and,  honorably  acquitting  Cockle,  the  bar-mess  in- 
flicted the  fine  of  a  basket  of  claret  upon  his  accuser — the  grand  rule  at  all  mesa-triaU 
being  that  somebody  must  be  mulcted  in  the  generous  juice  of  the  grape ! ' 

Wc  have  said  and  quoted  just  sufficient  to  indicate  the  character  of  the 
volumes  before  us.  They  contain  a  portrait  of  Sheil,  and  a  fac-simile  of 
one  of  his  letters  to  his  friend  the  editor. 


EDITOR'S      TABLE. 


*  Uncle  Reuben  '  Again. — Our  eastern  correspondent  has  fayored  us  with 
another  sketch  of  the  *  sayings  and  doings '  of  that  old  wag,  *  Unde  Reuben.' 
It  will  he  rememhercd  that  toward  the  close  of  his  last  communication  he 
made  allusion  to  a  certain  *  Trade-Sale  Company/  a  remarkable  association, 
with  a  kind  of  military  organization.  Our  friend  proceeds  to  describe  it,  and 
its  operations,  as  follows : 

*  None  were  ever  admitted  as  members  unless  they  had  been  the  subject  of  at  least  otie  of  Undo 
Cevben's  practical  jok&s ;  and  no  man  could  bold  an  office,  vrhether  Captain  or  Corporal,  unless  he 
had  been  victimized  more  than  once ;  and  the  subject  of  the  greatest  number  was  eloctod  Captain. 

*After  Uncle  Reuben's  death,  members  were  elected  who  had  made  themselves  ridiculous  Id  any 
manner,  or  were  comically  unfortunate.  But  in  Uncle  Ueuben's  life-time  its  original  lustre  bad  not 
dimmed.  It  was  surrounded  with  a  kind  of  halo  that  people  of  the  present  day  are  not  permitted  to 
behold.  I  now  have  in  my  mind  one  of  its  original  Captains.  lie  is  full  three-$core  years  and  ten, 
but  when  you  address  him  as  '  Captain,'  his  eyes  kindle,  and  he  se<-ms  in  ecstacies. 

*  James  Wythe  was  elected  after  this  wise :  He  was  an  Illiterate  man,  being  scarcely  able  to  rcftd 
at  all  He  had  a  fine  address,  and  on  a  certain  occa.'don  was  chosen  moderator  of  a  town-meeting. 
Now  James,  being  unable  to  read,  very  foolishly  attempted,  at  the  suggestion  of  Unde  Bedbkk,  to 
read  the  warrant  for  the  meeting.  He  borrowed  half  a  dozen  pair  of  spectacles,  but  through  none 
of  them  could  he  *  see  to  read.^  He  held  the  warrant  near  his  nose,  and  then  at  arm's  length ;  now 
this  side  and  then  that,  until  the  people  were  chuckling  all  over  the  house.  At  last,  a  trag,  In  a  re- 
mote comer,  (and  It  is  said  it  was  James's  own  brother,)  called  out: 

' '  Jkemes,  you  can 't  read  that  warrant  —  you  can  *t  read  writin' ! ' 

'Mr.  Wytue,  not  disheartened,  tried  another  pair  of  spectacles,  when  his  brother  shouted  out 
again: 

*  •  I  tell  you,  JERjffES,  it 's  no  kind  o'  use ;  you  can 't  read  writin'.' 

*■  Mr.  Wytub  ordered  the  Constable  to  eject  the  disturber  ttoxa  the  house.  Whereupon  the  wag 
exclaimed : 

*  *  Jbbmes,  you  can  put  mo  out,  but  you  can 't  read  the  writin'  I  * 

'The  warrant  was  therenpon  read  by  the  Clerk,  and  that  night  Mr.  Wttub  was  elected  a  member 
of  the  '  Tnule-Sale  Company. 

*  Not  after  this  ftishlon  was  Mr.  Platt  elected,  in  the  palmy  days  of  the  Company.  He  wis  the 
owner  of  a  large  bam  in  the  west  part  of  the  village,  while  he  lived  in  the  extreme  east  The  barn 
was  to  be  moved  home ;  and  a  '  moving  *  was  equal  to  a '  ndsing.*  The  '  Santa-Craz '  and  the  *  New- 
England  '  having  been  pnivided,  the  invited  company  assembled,  and  the  barn  not  being  able  to  be 
moved  on  account  of  the  narrowness  of  the  roads,  without  being  taken  apart,  apart  it  was  taken, 
loaded  on  wheels,  and  carried  to  the  village-green,  just  as 

•  •  Evr.NiNo  li»t  h«r  cnrtnln  'lown, 
^Qd  plnnod  it  with  a  star.* 
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The  company  hero  appointed  a  committee  to  inquire  into  the  condition  of  the  *  Santa-Cruz  ;^  and 
they  having  reported  that  it  would  hold  out  until  another  day,  they  voted  to  a4Joum  until  the  next 
afternoon,  when  the  bam  should  be  carried  to  its  destination  and  set  up. 

*  To  this  *  moving '  Uncle  Beubex  was  not  invited.  Every  body  said,  *  Mr.  Platt  will  get  his 
pay  for  thaV  ^How  could  he  dare? '  etc.  All  Uncle's  IHends  were  vexed,  but  Uncle  was  not;  for 
as  I  said  before,  he  was  a  kind-hearted  man.  His  blue  eyes  were  as  mild  as  ever.  But  the  very 
heavens  showed  a  strange  impatience,  with  ^  exhalations  whizzing  in  the  air.*  And  some,  whose 
imaginations  were  more  active  than  othen,  said  voices  were  heard  in  the  shoe-maker's  shop  until  a 
late  hoar.    But  the  more  knowing  ones  believed  it  not,  for  no  light  was  there  to  be  seen : 

'  '  Wh^k  PncKBnB  from  the  lap 

Of  Thbtis  had  nuoozed  out  its  nap. 
And  like  a  lobster  boiled,  the  morn 
From  black  to  red  began  to  turn.' 

the  neighbors  were  seen  hurrying  hither  and  thither,  and  pointing  toward  the  western  part  of  the 
village,  whefe,  to  their  great  Joy,  and  the  great  vexation  of  Mr.  Platt,  his  aforesaid  bam  was  again 
raised  and  boarded  on  the  same  old  spot !  The  bam  was  evidently  surprised,  and  stood  aghast  at 
the  terrible  convulsions  going  on. 

*  The  indignation  of  Mr.  Platt  knew  no  bounds.  Uncle  Beubbx  was  brought  before  the  Justice, 
and  as  there  was  no  evidence  against  him,  (save  that  he  acknowledged,  the  following  morning,  that 
he  was  *  exceedingly  fatigued,  and  felt  as  if  he  had  labored  for  twenty-four  consecutive  hours,*)  the 
complaint  was  dismissed.  Mr.  Platt,  however,  was  not  dismissed  until  he  was  duly  elected  a 
member  of  the  *  Trade-sale  Company,*  and  not  even  then,  until  he  was  put  in  a  position  to  be  an 
officer  of  the  Company.  Mr.  Platt  would  never  touch  the  bam  after ;  and  to  this  day  it  is  still 
standing,  and  is  used  for  a  store-house  and  blacksmith-shop  at  Edenton. 

^A  committee  of  the  Church  once  waited  on  Uncle  Reuben,  on  account  of  a  proikno  expression 
which  escaped  his  lips,  (as  it  was  said,)  while  repairing  a  dam ;  not  the  *  wind-mill  dam '  before 
spoken  of,  but  another.  Uncle  was  silent  at  their  reproof,  until  he  perceived  that  it  was  a  play  upon 
the  word  *  daoL*  He  then  indignantly  denied  tlie  accusation  of  profanity,  and  said  if  it  had  been 
tme,  ho  would  have  received  the  reproof  in  a  becoming  Christian  spirit,  although  he  was  not  a 
member  of  the  Church. 

'  *A8  it  is,  however,'  said  he,  *  I  advise  you  to  look  after  those  of  your  own  numbers,  over  whom 
you  are  bound  to  w^atch,  and  who  are  subject  to  your  discipline.* 

'  The  committee  replied  that  they  should  be  glad  to  be  informed  of  any  transgressions  of  their  own 
number,  of  a  like  kind. 

*  My  Uncle  replied :  * 

'  *  I  never  liked  a  tale-bearer,  nor  to  goesip ;  but  of  this  you  may  be  sure,  I  never  heard  a  man 
swear  as  Deacon  Thomas  did  yesterday,  when  his  horse  was  contrary  at  Edenton.* 

*  Here  ended  the  interview:  but  within  a  few  days,  Uncle  Beubbn  had  a  summons  to  appear  be- 
fore an  ecclesiastical  court,  with  his  fees  duly  tendered,  to  testify  against  Deacon  Thokas.  He  had 
been  arraigned,  and  pleaded  not  guilty.  Now  the  Deacon  was  a  Federalist,  and  the  Democrats  were 
in  great  glee  at  his  expected  disgrace.  The  parish  was  divided  by  strict  party-lines,  and  the  whole 
town  caught  the  excitement 

*  On  the  day  of  the  trial,  a  great  concourse  assembled  at  the  church.  Deacon  Thomas  still  denied 
his  guilt ;  and  Uncle  Rbxtbkn  was  a  man,  as  was  well  known,  who  would  not  vary  a  hair's  breadth 
flrom  the  tmth.    The  oath  was  administered,  and  the  inquiry  put  by  the  chairman  of  the  council : 

'  *  Have  you,  Mr.  P ^  at  any  time  heard  Deacon  Thomas  moke  use  of  any  pro&ne  oxpress- 

sions?* 

*The  excitement  for  a  moment  was  intense.    At  last  Uncle  Revbxx  said : 

'♦No!' 

'  *  Ohaibman  :  '  Did  you  understand  the  queetlon,  Sir  ?  The  question  is,  whether  or  not  you  havo 
ever  heard  Dencon  Thomas  speak  profanely  ?  * 

'  Uncle  Reuben :  'I  never  did,  Sir.' 

♦The  committee  of  reference  came  to  the  rescue,  and  asked  the  witness : 
*  Did  you  not  tell  us  that  yon  heard  Deacon  Thomas  speak  profanely  ? ' 

*  Uncle  Reuben  :  *  No,  Sir  I ' 

*  Com.  :  *  Do  you  recollect  our  conversation,  some  weeks  ago,  at ? ' 

'  Uncle  Reuben  :  *  I  do,  Sir.' 

*■  '■  Com.  :  *  What  did  you  say  about  the  produiity  of  Deacon  Thomas  ?  * 
^  Unole  Reuben  :  *  I  said  I  never  heard  a  man  swear  as  he  did' 

*  Com.  :  *And  how  did  he  swear,  Sir  ?  * 
♦Ans.  :  ♦  He  said  '/never  / ' ' 

*That  night  there  was  a  great  accession  to  the  numbers  of  the  Trade-sale  Company.' 
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A  Familiak  Epistle  to  tdb  Editor.  —  Tlie  gossiping  ^Letter  to  the  Editor^ 
which  onsuos,  comes  to  us  from  a  correspondont  in  the  *  City  of  Elms,'  who 
has,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  made  the*  readers  of  the  Knickerbockkr 
both  to  laugh  and  weep.     He  has  been  too  long  absent  from  these  pages: 

'  I  BBLiBVB  that  a  great  many  people,  young  {People  more  particularly,  haye  a  Tagne 
improKHion  that  Noah  Webhtrr  died  a  long  while  ago,  instead  of  so  recently  as  1843. 
They  think  of  him  in  connection  with  the  queer  old  si)elling-book  of  their  early  years, 
and  luuir  their  futhcr8  say  that  they,  too,  studied  the  same  book.  They,  perhaps,  oon- 
found  him  with  the  youth  represented  in  the  frontispiece  of  that  old  volume,  who, 
under  the  guidance  of  a  mysterious  being  in  flowing  drapery,  trooper's  hat,  and  san- 
dals, aHccnde<i  the  steep  rocks,  secured  the  golden  apple,  and  disappeared  over  the 
dome  of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  ages  since.  Very  few,  at  the  present  day,  I  suppose,  en- 
tertain the  idea  that  DnNisL  Wkbstkr  was  the  author  of  Webster's  Spelling^Book. 
Daniel  WKBarsR  publicly  and  magnanimously  disavowed  the  authorship ;  said  he  did 
not,  and,  which  wsm  more,  could  not  make  a  8i)clling-book ;  although  he  felt  flattered 
in  having  the  work  attributed  to  him.  In  my  copy  of  that  production,  (which,  with 
the  exception  of  the  spcUing-jmrt,  I  recollect  distinctly,)  some  embryo  artist  had 
painte<i  red  and  yellow  flames  issuing  from  the  imposing  structure  denominated  the 
Temple  of  Fame;  and  this,  combinc<i  with  a  little  disagreeable  information  acquired  at 
8unday-Ach(M)l,  and  the  operose  nature  of  the  journey  altogether,  efiectually  destroyed 
my  ambition ;  and  caused  me  to  subside  into  a  grocery-store,  at  an  early  period  of  my 
history. 

*  One  day,  an  old  gentleman,  dressed  in  black,  entered  the  store,  and  wished  to  haTe 
a  green-glass  bottle  tilled  with  *Mrs.  G.  li.  Miller's  first  quality  Maccaboy-snuff,'  (I 
quote  tr\nn  the  label,)  saying  that  he  was  on  his  way  to  the  Post-Office,  and  would  stop 
on  his  return.  One  pound  of  snuff  was  put  in  the  bottle  and  soon  the  old  gentleman 
rotunicil.  In  consequence  of  'the  uncertain  glory  of  an  April-day,'  he  was  detained 
for  a  few  moments,  and,  to  pass  the  time,  entercil  into  conversation  with  another  old 
gentleman  in  regard  to  the  old  folkl  about  town.  I  rather  like  to  hear  old  men  talk. 
I  learned  who  built  the  old  house  on  such  a  comer,  who  shi>wed  signs  of  failing  strength, 
and  who  were  *  holding  their  own  *  remarkably  well.  It  seemed  to  please  and  elate  the 
old  gentleman,  ^owner  of  the  green-glass  bottle.,)  when  told  that  he  himself  was  ex- 
ceedingly spry  and  active  fitr  a  pers<m  of  his  years ;  and  the  sun  breaking  out  brightly 
of  a  sudden,  he  pn>ved  that  such  \i*as  the  fact,  by  springing  lightly  over  a  swollen  gut- 
ter, and  walking  away  more  rapidly  than  usual.  I  watched  him  as  he  passed  on,  and 
almost  fancied  that  he  would  lix^k  around  to  see  if  the  '  time '  he  was  making  was  pro- 
perly obs(>rviHi  and  appreciated.  He  slackened  his  pace,  shortly,  and  was  an  old  man 
again.  Having  In^Heved  that  Noau  Webster  had  long  been  numbered  with  the  dead, 
I  was  a  giHHl  deal  surprise<l  to  learn  that  this  was  he ;  may  be,  more  than  Hamlr  was, 
at  the  ap|HHirauce  of  his  gv>vemor's  ghi^st  —  for  Horatio  had  previously  told  him 
alxnit  it. 

*  It  has  biHMi  said  that  *  brevity  is  the  si^ul  of  wit,*  and  I  think  the  same  quality  is  the. 

soul  of  pathos,  t^Hv    If  I  am  not  the  first  utterer  of  this  opinion,  I  can  at  least  ftimiah 

a  forcible  illustration  in  suppi>rt  of  the  principle.    Wlien  our  streets  were  dr^wd  in 

black,  and  iho  WIls  tolled  sadly  in  memory  of  the  *  Great  Expitt-NnsR,'  among  other 

briofly-eKH)uent  allusions  to  the  bereavement,  was  the  sul^^ined,  snspended  in  front  of 

a  German  fiincv-storr ; 

•  w  — :  na  ooxb  ;  •  • 

*  What  a  candid.  unprejudiotHi.  worid- embracing  mind«  that  Englishman  must  hare 
had,  of  whom  Grace  Green winm  tells  the  following  st^^rr: 


\\v  a  dinm^nwrly.  tho  <Hh<r  ^loy.  during  a  ItnVp  |4  -Tf\il  dlwiu«k«  <<  Yaakee  dkanetcf;  a 
and  Ki>tH'v^>)ont>k^>)i.tn;ir<^d  pf^niKmUn  «i  my  »k)^  in^>niM>«l  me  that  he  had  come  to  ibe  oMMdaria 
ih«  w>MiWA-nutm«4r  ftory  w«»  iwlth^rr  nK«v  nor  Imv  thm  a  misrIiW'ttMv  ssiiivk  *  F«r,*  add  1m^ 
*  llM>ry»  wxMtM  )«ip  MK'b  anamonnt  «t  mtnutv  carrtnir  r«quti«d  to  make  a  merewlbl  Inritatk*  of  Ike 
matuMfL  th«t  th^  «W<vp(kin  wxhiM  haidlv  pav  the  warkmaB.  For  nyarlt  1  do  nd  b«^v«  tke 
«v«f  pracdwd.*    I  th«r.k«^i  htm.  in  the  aaaw  of  mr  roaanr,  Ac  tW  j«Mlc« 
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assared  him,  that  the  story  of  the  Y&nkee  having  whittled  a  largo  lot  of  unsalable  shoe -pegs  into 
melon-seeds,  and  sold  them  to  the  Canadians,  was  also  a  base  fkbrication  of  our  enemies.* 

'Are  you  much  of  a  spehker?  Were  you  ever  called  upon  for  a  speech  at  a  public 
dinner?  Pn>bably  you  have.  /  never  suffered  an  attack  of  this  kind,  until  the  Burns 
festival,  on  the  twenty-fifth  of  January.  Every  body  at  the  table  had  taken  part  in  the 
festivities ;  had  sung  songs,  and  made  speeches.  £ven  our  friend  '  Jimmy  Pond  '  had 
favored  the  company  with  a  song  —  a  song  full  of  dreamy  incoherence,  and  misty  un- 
meaningness  —  in  a  voice  tremulous  as  an  JSolian  harp,  and  as  little  to  be  relied  upon 
as  the  gait  of  a  badly-trained  trotting-horse  —  which  was,  on  the  whole,  suggestive  of 
being  a  very  dim  recollection  of  something  he  had  never  known.  They  had  all  dis- 
tinguished themselves  more  or  less  in  some  way,  when  the  chairman,  as  a  sort  of  prae- 
tical  joke,  I  fancy,  proposed  the  health  of  '  Smith.'  I  was  Smith,  and  it  came  near 
putting  an  end  to  my  life  on  the  spot.  I  had  never  made  a  speech ;  never  thought  of 
making  one ;  had  nothing  to  say,  and  could  n't  have  said  it,  if  I  had.  I  was  only  con- 
scious of  a  rush  of  blood  to  my  bead,  a  violent  rapping  on  the  tables,  a  fantastic  dance 
of  tumblers  and  cut-glass  decanters,  and  above  all,  loud  cries  of  '  Smith  ! '  (a  good- 
natured  friend  afterward  consoled  me  by  saying  that  the  proposition  of  the  Chair  was 
not  received  with  any  great  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  that  the  terrible  uproar  only 
had  an  existence  in  my  excited  imagination.  The  intelligence  was  eminently  soothing.) 
'Smith!  Smith!  Smith!'  What  was  I  to  do?  I  first  thought  of  diving  under  the 
table ;  but  then  the  refiection  that  I  would  be  ignominiously  dragged  from  my  hiding- 
place  and  exposed  to  the  derision  of  *  two  nations,'  put  a  stop  to  that  move. 

*  *  Smith  1  Smith  !  Smith  I '  It  occurred  to  me  to  follow  the  example  of  Sheridan  ; 
who,  when  overpowered  with  wine,  told  the  policemen,  engaged  in  taking  him  home, 
that  his  name  was  Wilberforcb,  and  that  be  was  not  often  in  that  condition ;  and  deny 
my  identity.  But  I  was  known.  '  Smith  !  Smith  !  Smith  I '  I  thought  of  dashing  from 
the  room,  and  tearing  through  the  darkness;  but  then,  the  horrid  possibility  that  a 
hundred  Scotchmen  and  Americans  would  rush  out  in  pursuit,  and  in  all  human  pro- 
bability, capture  me,  forced  itself  upon  my  confused  intellect.  *  Smith!  Smith! 
Smith!'  There  was  no  escape.  I  unconsciously  rose  to  my  feet,  gazed  at  the  long 
perspebtive  of  anxious  faces,  and,  without  previous  study,  delivered  the  annexed 
address:  'Gentlemen,'  (aside.  Fiends:)  'I  thank  you  very  much,  but  it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  say  any  thing.'  I  then  sat  down,  in  a  high  fever  and  a  low  state  of  mind. 
After  retiring  for  the  night,  I  dreamed  that  I  was  standing  on  a  mammoth  Scotch 
<  haggis,'  before  a  vast  concourse  of  citizens,  and  making  innumerable  speeches  in  rapid 
succession,  and  with  brilliant  success.  The  ideas,  it  is  true,  were  substantially  the 
same  as  those  embraced  in  the  original  effort,  but  differently  arranged. 

*  I  am  well  acquainted  with  the  Chairman  of  that  festival.  I  do  not  wish  to  do  him 
any  material  harm.  He  has  lately  been  married.  I  do  not  design  to  add  to  his  troubles. 
I  will  mildly  retaliate  by  telling  a  story,  illustrative  of  his  kindness  of  heart,  and  his 
total  ignorance  of  matters  of  art.  In  a  number  of  the  'Knickerbockbr,'  some  time 
ago,  your  readers  were  furnished  with  a  fine  engraving  of  your  own  phiz,  which,  it 
will  be  remembered,  was  not  adorned  with  a  shirt-collar.  The  young  man  with  whom 
I  have  to  do,  is  connected  with  an  extensive  shirt-factory  in  this  city;  and,  innocently 
supposing  that  your  poverty  and  not  your  taste,  made  you  appear  before  the  public  in 
that  shape,  wished  to  obtain  my  opinion  .as  to  whether  a  gift  of  a  dozen  nicely-stitched 
collars  would  be  pleasantly  received  or  proudly  rejected  by  you.  I  judged  that  the 
collar  was  left  off  at  the  suggestion  of  Elliott,  as  I  had  read  or  heard  that  artists  dis- 
liked that  article  of  dress,  and  often  dispensed  with  it  when  consulting  their  own  fancy. 
I  furthermore  stated,  that  if  you  really  had  been  in  a  necessitous  state  when  the  picture 
was  taken,  you  were  doubtless  blessed  with  friends,  who  would  have  had  sufficient 
confidence  in  your  honesty  to  have  loaned  you  a  collar  for  the  occasion.  This  was  con- 
clusive reasoning  with  my  liberal-minded  friend,  and  the  collars  were  not  forwarded. 
If  I  acted  injudiciously  in  thus  giving  my  decision,  I  can  only  hope  to  repair  the  injury 
by  remarking,  that  the  offer  is  still  open  for  your  acceptance.* 


♦  Good 
in  the 


)odI — send  'em  on :  and  also  a  bushel  of  those  little  sweet  blue-black  Dragon-rlvcr  oysters 
shell.    *  Second  time  of  asking.*  —  *  Old  Kkiok.^ 
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'An  acquaintance  of  mine  relates,  that  the  most  tender  parting  that  he  ever  witnessed, 
was  between  two  Scotchmen  in  the  old  country,  One  of  them  was  being  rowed  from 
the  dock  to  the  vessel  which  was  to  bear  him  across  the  Athintic.  As  the  boat  receded 
from  shore,  the  friend  who  was  lefl  behind  cried  out,  tears  streaming  down  his  faoe: 
*  (Jood-bye !  good-bye !  —  there  you  go,  there  you  go !  —  you  d  —  d  old  fool  I  * 

'  From  the  window  of  an  old  book-store,  facing  the  '  Green,*  dingy  busts  of  Dr. 
Taylor  and  Noah  Webster  looked  out,  from  year  to  year.  The  old  book-store  wms  a 
famous  meeting-place,  '  Commencement '-  times :  it  was  here  the  Alumni  recorded  their 
names.  It  was  here  old  class-mates  met,  after  long  separations,  and  laughed  and 
talked  over  former  days.  Well,  new  hands  have  taken  the  shop;  the  old  books. are 
'selling  off  without  regard  to  cost;'  the  old  heads  have  vanished  from  the  window* 
and  two  full-length  figures,  holding  gas-burners,  have  usurped  their  places.  Dr.  Tatlob 
is  intently  engaged  in  unravelling  some  dark  mystery  about  a  superannuated  coal- 
scuttle in  a  back-room,  and  Noah  Webster  finds  something  equally  interesting  in  an 
old  packing-case,  labelled,  'A.  H.  Maltbt,  Book-seller,  New-Haven,  Conn. :  Keep  Dry.' 
Painters  and  joiners  have  blotted  out  the  old  familiar  marks,  and  have  modernized  the 
look.  The  Knickerbocker,  lying  on  the  counter,  wears  the  same  old  faoe.  Every 
thing  else  has  been  knocked  from  a  '  cocked-hat '  into  a  modern  silk  affair.  However, 
it  is  up  with  the  times,  and  all  right ;  merely  a  matter  of  regret  to  *  old  fogies.* 

'  But  what  I  wish  to  say,  is  this :  One  of  the  proprietors  exhibited  a  lamentable  want 
of  charity,  and  an  unpardonable  lack  of  penetration  a  few  days  ago,  during  the  bustle 
of  alteration,  which  ought  to  be  exposed.  A  long-bearded  man  thrust  his  head  in  the 
door,  and  asked,  '  Do  you  want  any  chairs  bottomed  to-day?  *  The  young  book-seller 
instantly  and  roughly  responded,  *  No ! '  The  man,  of  course,  moved  on.  A  shabby 
sort  of  a  character,  who  had  been  hanging  about  the  store,  handling  books,  and  who 
was  strongly  suspected  of  having  an  unpaid-for  copy  of  '  Paradise  Lost  in  his  overcoat- 
pocket,  immediately  informed  the  young  merchant  that  he  had  done  very  wrong  in 
dismissing  the  itinerant  so  unceremoniously.  *  The  traveller,'  said  he,  '  was  a  wander- 
ing Jew,  and  wanted  to  sit  down ! ' 

'  The  book-seller,  assisted  by  a  red-headed  painter,  and  a  squint-eyed  carpenter,  in  a 
green-baize  jacket,  collared  the  enigmatical  individual,  and,  totally  disregarding  hit 
earnest  request  for  the  privilege  of  explaining,  marched  him  into  the  street.      e.  x.  t.* 


*  The  Rebellion  at  Tippletown,  reported  by  Reuben  Carbuncle,  Esq.,  is 
not  a  bad  satire ;  and  in  these  days  of  *  Maine-Law '  demonstrations  it  will 
doubtless  be  welcomed  by  many  readers  : 

'  One  of  the  chief  characteristics  of  the  age  is  a  growing  opposition  to  tyranny ;  and 
as  where  the  tyranny  is  most  grinding  this  opposition  will  naturally  be  the  greatest,  it 
is  not  strange  that  it  has  shown  itself,  to  a  considerable  extent,  in  the  dominions  of  his 
Majesty,  King  Alcohol. 

'  That  the  subjects  of  this  monarch  are  becoming  disaffected  to  him,  a  meeting  held, 
a  few  moons  since,  at  Tippletown,  one  of  his  Majesty's  strong-holds,  makes  evident 

'At  the  hour  appointed  for  the  meeting,  the  citizens  of  Tippletown  assembled.  Bbv> 
jAMix  Bloat,  Esq.,  was  called  to  the  Chair,  and  Jacob  Mixer  chosen  Secretary.  This 
gentleman,  however,  being  attacked  with  a  sudden  nausea,  which  resulted  in  a  severe 
vomiting-fit,  Mr.  Cabbunclb  was  appointed  to  fill  his  place  as  Secretary,  pro  tern, 

*  The  house  was  then  called  to  order,  and  Mr.  Braxdtbreath,  carpenter  by  trade, 
rose,  and  proceeded  to  state  the  object  of  the  meeting  as  follows : 

*  *  Mk.  CnATBVAN :  The  object  of  this  meeting,  as  I  understand  it,  la,  to  give  the  dttzens  of  Tip- 
pletown an  opportanity  to  express  their  views  with  regard  to  the  government  we  are  under,  and  to 
devise  means  for  throwing  off  the  yoke  of  slavery  now  upon  us,  and  recovering  oar  former  flreedom : 

*■  *  In  calling  this  meeting,  I  think  we  have  bit  the  naU  Aqoars  npon  the  head.    Our  Soversign. 
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when  he  oommeoced  his  rale  over  na,  promised,  that  with  regard  to  onr  rights  and  privilegeB)  all 
•hoold  go  on  as  smooth  as  a  shaving ;  that  the  broad  plank  of  liberty  and  peace  sboold  be  thrown 
out  for  us  to  step  npon ;  and  we  saw  nothing  to  hinder  the  plan  of  our  happiness  from  working 
erenly  and  beautifully.  But  no  sooner  did  he  perceive  his  power  secnrely  underpinned,  than,  instead 
of  fhuning  his  government  upon  the  proper  foundations  of  equity  and  justice,  he,  to  our  mortiflca- 
tion,  built  up  a  most  unsightly  structure  of  tyranny  and  oppression.  Uad  he  continued,  as  at  first, 
to  exercise  a  mild  rule,  wo  should  have  become  glued  to  his  interests ;  but  so  firmly  does  his  domi- 
nion show  itself  to  be  spiked  to  purposes  of  violence  and  cruelty,  that  the  scaffolding  of  our  hopes 
of  happiness  under  his  reign  are  but  slenderly  propped.  We  have  braced  up  Us  government  as  long 
aft  we  could ;  we  have  served  King  Alcodol  faitlifUlly ;  we  of  Tippletown  have  been  most  loyiJ 
sabji^cts ;  but  we  have  been  screwed  up  in  the  vice  of  oppression  till  we  can  bear  it  no  longer.  I 
tell  you,  Mr.  Cliairman,  we  are  being  crushed  flat  as  a  clap-board  I  The  timbers  of  our  government 
are  badly  laid.  Our  monarch  chiselled  out  enviable  prospects  fur  us  only  to  destroy  them  again. 
Our  hopes,  which  we  have  swung  upon  him  as  a  stay,  are  all  unhinged,  and  unless  we  bestir  ourselves 
to  seek  some  other  than  the  roof  of  his  protection,  the  walls  and  rafters,  beneath  which  we  have 
taken  shelter,  will  fall  in  upon  us,  and  our  fate  will  be  sealed.  lie  is  not  adapted  to  us.  Sir,  I  wish 
to  nail  the  conviction  to  your  minds  that  the  tenon  does  not  fit  the  mortise.  We  ought  to  show  him 
that,  in  carving  out  his  diabolical  plans  to  enthral  us,  he  is  working  against  the  gndn.  tie  will  find 
US  a  knotty  board  to  cut  to  suit  his  caprices.  I  give  it,  therefore,  as  my  sentiments,  that  we  become 
Joined  together  in  the  resolve  to  pry  the  throne  of  thb  usurper  from  its  base,  and  plant  ourselves  on 
the  well-supported  platform  of  liberty  and  justice.^ 

'  Mr.  Brandtbrrath  here  remarked  that  he  would  be  pleased  to  add  more  upon  a 
matter  of  such  vital  importance,  but  a  violent  attack  of  the  cholic,  from  which  he  had 
suflfered  during  the  day,  had  made  so  heavy  a  draught  upon  his  strength  that  he  felt 
constrained  to  sit  down. 

*  Hrnrt  Hectic,  shoe-maker,  next  occupied  the  floor.  After  a  violent  fit  of  coughing, 
with  which  he  was  at  that  moment  seized,  had  subsided,  he  was  enabled  to  proceed,  re- 
marking, in  the  first  place,  that  one  would  hardly  suppose,  from  the  zeal  with  which  he 
had  served  the  King,  that  he  should  be  here  to-night  to  say  augbt  against  him.  That 
the  paleness  which  they  saw  resting  upon  his  countenance,  and  the  hollow  cough  which 
beset  him,  were  the  result  of  too  faithful  service  of  their  common  master.  'And  what 
is  more,'  added  he,  '  this  hollow  cough  and  cadaverous  complexion  are  the  only  requital 
I  have  realized  for  my  devotedness.' 

*  He  then  went  on  to  observe : 

*  *  Alas  !  some  time  ago,  Mr.  Chairman,  I  perceived  that  our  Sovereign  was  made  upon  the  wrong 
last  for  us ;  and  I  wish  I  could  say  that  this  were  to  be  the  last  day  that  he  is  ever  to  exercise  con- 
trol over  us.  I  alwajrs  knew  he  would  be  a  spirited,  fiery  monarch,  but  I  was  so  foolish  as  to  sup- 
pose that  these  qualities  would  be  turned  to  a  good  use,  and  be  the  instrument  of  happiness  to  us. 
But  I  am  now  convinced  tluit  the  soul  which  the  AuaonTT  gave  vhim,  is  as  dead  to  all  sense  of 
humanity  and  philanthropy  as  the  sole  of  his  boot  Sir,  the  tyrant's  iron  heel  is  being  stamped  npon 
our  foreheads  1  All  his  alluring  promises  to  bring  us  ease  and  comfort,  have  proved  weak  and  brittle 
as  a  rotten  shoe-string.  We  have  served  him  now  a  long  time,  and  all  our  ejDTorts  to  derive  content- 
ment from  his  authority  have  been  bootless.  I  am  of  the  settled  opinion  that  wo  had  better  dislodge 
thb  insolent  monster  trora  his  high  elevation,  even  at  the  risk  of  impairing  the  anterior  extremities 
of  our  sandals,  nor  move  a  peg  fW>m  our  position,  till  the  work  Is  accomplished. 

*  *That,  Mr.  Chairman,  is  the  way  my  awl  sticks! ' 

'All  eyes  were  now  turned  with  marked  attention  toward  a  form  that  slowly  ruse, 
supported  by  a  staff,  in  one  comer  of  the  room.  It  was  that  of  a  venerable  farmer  who 
had  lived  in  the  neighborhood  the  most  of  his  life,  Mr.  THORODGasoAKSR.  He  hj»d  a 
face  remarkably  round,  and  rosy  in  hue,  for  so  old  a  man,  which  some  attributed  to 
health,  but  which  was  in  reality  an  appearance  which  the  King  had  the  art  of  giving 
to  all  of  his  faithful  servants.    He  thus  addressed  the  chair : 

*  *I  HAVE  tilled  the  soil  in  this  realm  a  great  many  years.  No  sooner  had  an  intimate  acquaint-, 
ance  sprung  up  between  the  king  and  myself  than  my  liking  for  him  became  deeply  rooted.  We 
hitched  in  together  admirably.  In  serving  him  I  have  now  grown  gray  in  the  harness ;  grown  gray, 
perhaps,  before  the  time.  My  estate  has  suffered  severely ;  and  my  fiunily  have  undergone  many 
hardships  and  privations  in  consequence  of  my  plougliing  his  fhrrows  so  devotedly.  But  an  ample 
reward  has  been  reaped  in  the  ben^gpiity  he  has  shown  me.  In  youth,  frx>m  the  wit  and  ^ri^tliniw  I' 
caught  from  his  compony,  they  used  to  call  me  Ned  Livktast  ;  and,  in  (feet,  when  tp  hts  society  looted. 
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to  think  I  could  crowd  throe  ordinary  hoars  in  on&  And  now,  in  my  regalar  budoMB,  in  banr«0t- 
tlme,  he  alwajrs  sends  some  of  hb  esi>ecial  messengers  to  come  and  assldt  mo  —  either  Mr.  Ncw-bvm 
or  Old  Rye,  or  Uollani>-oin,  or  Wiiisket-puxcii,  or  two  or  three  at  a  time;  and  they  help  at 
through  our  work  with  wondcrAiI  efficiency.  It  Ls  true,  if  yon  attempt  to  become  too  famiiUr  with 
hia  men,  or  aMc  too  much  of  them,  they  are  a  little  impudent ;  will  give  you  a  thrast  tliat  will  imIm 
you  stagger,  or  perb^>s  lay  you  on  your  back,  senssvlesM ;  but  then  a  man  of  prudence  and  mU- 
command  knows  how  to  manage  them  to  a  charm.  And  in  all  my  other  labors  I  am  helped  thmngh 
by  them  equally  well  And  I  think  you  do  wrong  to  rbe  up  thus  against  this  our  benefiKtor.  I 
have  the  authority  of  panon  Love-a-orax  against  your  conduct  He  was  telling  me  the  other  daj 
that  reason,  no  le«  than  revelation,  teaches  *the  divine  right  of  kings  ;^  and  he  quoted  St  Paul, 
who  Hays,  '  Servants,  be  olnHliout  unto  your  masters."  And  again,  *  The  powers  that  be,  aro  or> 
dained  of  Ood.^  He  also  alluded  to  tlic  passage,  *  Blessed  aro  the  merciful,*  and  thought  it  partlen- 
larly  blessed  to  be  merciful  to  such  *go(Ki  creatures  of  God  "  as  King  ALConoL.  He  evoi  said, 
that  in  some  parts  of  the  land,  especially  in  the  Maine  DL^trict,  the  King  and  his  chief  rnilnnarica 
were  resorted  to  as  a  source  of  *  Christian  consolation.**  Now  1  b«3li4;ve  that  the  parson  was  onder 
the  *  direct  influence  of  the  spirit '  when  he  uttered  these  words,  and  hence  they  alone  oogfat  to 
induce  you  to  lay  aside  your  fury,  and  leave  our  Sovereign  uudltiturbed  in  hb  rightful  aathoritj. 
For  my  part,  whatever  treaclicry  and  ingratitude  others  may  show,  my  prayer  shall  over  bo,  'Long 
live  the  KingI'' 

*  Mr.  TnoROi;GiLS(>AKRR  now  became  much  affected ;  the  tears  trickled  doifu  his  dieek% 
and,  evidently  moved  by  the  same  spirit  which  had  inspired  Parson  Lotk-a-dram,  be 
sang  the  fuUuwing  stanzas,  impromptu,  to  the  tune  of  Old  Grimks  : 

* '  Kino  ALroiioL,  that  good  old  soul, 
1  ever  shall  adore ; 
Hb  name  I  always  lovtHi  full  well. 
And  lovo<l  himself  the  more. 

' '  A  blessing  b  he,  when  I  'm  wet, 
A  comfort' when  1  "m  cold ; 
He  doth  support  my  tottering  step^ 
Now  years  tiave  made  me  old. 

' '  Ye  traitors  vile,  ye  may  rebel. 
Ye  '11  rue  it  to  your  dotage  I 
Ye  *11  thus  your  binh-rlght  sell,  nor  get 
K'en  Esau's  mess  of  iiottage ! 

*  *  King  Alcohol,  that  good  old  soul, 
I  ever  shall  adore ; 
I  've  loved  him  ilearly  from  my  youth : 
I  love  him  more  and  more* 

'  Having  concluded  his  verses,  Mr.  Thobouuhsoakkk  sank  with  happj  feelings  into 
his  seat. 

'  Mr.  MixRR,  first-chosen  Secretary,  feeling  relieved  of  his  nausea,  expressed  a  desire 
to  address  a  few  words  to  the  meeting : 

'  *  I  TiiouoiiT,'  said  Mr.  Mixkr,  '  that  as  [.held  a  very  important  office  under  the  King,  I  mi^t 
state  a  tvct,  or  two  worth  knowing.  As  you  all  know,  I  have  tx^en  coIU>otor  of  the  King's  revenues. 
Mr.  Tuukouuusoakrr  admits  tliat  he  has  Nicrltlci'd  a  great  deal  for  the  King,  but  declares  he  has 
been  amply  repaid  Now  Ids  love  for  the  monarch  has  made  him  blhid  to  all  ho  b  lodng  by  htm. 
I  can  tell  him  that  whore  the  king  gives  a  gill,  he  takes  a  gallon.  I  have  been  collector  of  his 
money  long  enough  to  know  that  he  b  vcr}-  different  fhim  other  monarchs^  They  tax  only  the  pro- 
perty and  ser\-ioesof  tholr  subjects;  but  ours  taxes  every  thing  wo  possess  —  property,  services, 
health,  strength,  peace  of  ourselves  and  families,  future  hopes,  both  for  thb  world  and  the  neatt; 
taxes  us  heavily,  too ;  so  that  unless  wc  soon  dd  ourselves  of  the  burden,  we  shall  wish  we  had  never 
entered  the  world.  I  have  been  deputed  to  collect  these  taxes ;  but  as  long  as  I  shall  I  I  shall  no 
longer  be  the  Instrument  of  Klug  Alcohol  to  see  and  to  cause  loss  and  sulfering  to  hb  snl^ects! 
What  if  I  do  obtain  from  him  paltf}'  advantages  ?  It  b  all  *  saving  at  the  spiggot  only  to  lose  at  the 
bungl" 

'  The  speech  of  Mr.  Mixeb  was  delivered  with  earnestness,  and  produced  so  deep  an 
effect  that  the  moment  seemed  a  favorable  one  to  get  the  voice  of  the  house  by  a  vote. 
Fully  two-thirds  voted  for  open  rebellion ;  and  these  pledged  themselves,  by  a  writing, 
to  renounce  all  farther  allegiance  to  the  King,  and  nut  to  rest  until  he  was  banished 
the  country. 

*  RBFKauKG  to  imitations  of  books  sold  in  Maine,  bearing  on  the  back  that  aama 
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'  The  meeting  then  dissolved ;  and  the  rebels  having  gained  many  converts  in  the 
Tillage,  they  resolved  to  '  come  out  and  be  wholly  separate/  and  accordingly  moved  en 
masse  to  the  thriving  town  of  Soberville,  where  they  are  now  living  in  freedom  and 
oontentmenty  although  at  the  cost  of  unmitigated  warfare  with  their  exasperated  King.' 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents. — Whoso  has  enjoyed  the 
Damascus-blade  *  cuts '  of  the  Reverend  Sydney  Smith,  upon  a  cognate  theme, 
in  the  ^Edinburgh  Retieio^^  will  find  in  the  following  *  matter  for  reflection : ' 

*  In  my  last  letter,  I  gave  you  an  account  or  our  movements,  up  to  the  time  of  our 
arrival  at  the  scene  of  our  missionary  operations.  A  day's  journey  up  the  Alqua  river 
brought  us  within  sight  of  Bamako,  the  chief  residence  of  Hokbb- Pokes,  King  of  Bor- 
nou.  The  natives,  having  notice  of  our  approach,  had  prepared  themselves,  and  were 
on  the  look-out:  when  within  six  miles  of  the  town,  we  came  upon  the  first  out-posts, 
who  immediately  took  to  their  heels ;  and,  being  joined,  as  we  came  in  sight,  by  detach- 
ments of  scouts  stationed  at  no  great  distance  apart  along  the  banks,  by  the  time  we 
came  in  sight  of  the  town,  we  had  a  foreshortened  view  of  fully  fifteen  hundred  legs, 
the  owners  of  which  were  making  a  bee-line  for  safety. 

'  We  camped  out,  about  a  half  a  mile  from  the  walls,  which  were  made  of  bamboo, 
plastered  with  white  mud,  and  surmounted,  as  far  as  we  could  see,  by  black  heads,  in- 
tently scanning  our  movements.  The  main  part  of  our  baggage  not  having  arrived,  I 
attached  to  a  cane  a  white  handkerchief,  and,  under  the  protection  of  this  flag  of  truce, 
sent  forward  one  of  our  guides  with  a  number  of  presents ;  among  which  were,  a  box 
of  red  wafers,  a  box  of  hooks>and-eyes,  a  bottle  of  paregoric,  and  two  cork-screws. 
With  these  articles  Hokbe-Pokeb  expressed  himself  pleased,  and  appointed  an  early 
hour  next  morning  for  an  interview  at  our  tents:  accordingly,  he  arrived  about  eight 
o'clock.  His  costume  consisted  of  a  tuft  of  feathers  for  the  head,  a  string  of  beads 
for  the  neck,  and  one  yellow  boot;  his  face  plentifully  dotted  with  the  wafers  of 
yesterday. 

*  Having  explained  \jo  him,  through  the  medium  of  an  interpreter,  whom  we  afterward 
found  knew  next  to  nothing  of  the  language,  the  object  of  our  visit,  Hokee-Pokeb  dis- 
missed  his  attendants  out  of  ear-shot,  and  sat  down,  while  Brother  Borem,  with  the 
aid  of  the  interpreter,  and  certain  diagrams  drawn  in  the  sand  with  a  piece  of  bamboo, 
expounded  to  him  the  general  ground-plan  of  our  intentions.  .  .  .  Having  recalled 
his  followers,  and  distributed  his  stock  of  hardware  among  them,  with  a  view  to  easy 
porterage,  he  performed  two  summersets,  expressive  of  the  high  consideration  in  which 
he  held  us,  and  left,  promising  to  call  again.  This  was  certainly  a  good  beginning , 
having  awakened  an  interest  in  the  heart  of  the  King,  how  easy  would  be  the  conver- 
sion of  the  whole  tribe!  We  were  a  little  disconcerted,  in  the  course  of  the  next  day, 
at  discovering  that  a  part  of  the  royal  escort  had  been  successful  in  robbing  us  of  a 
hatchet,  a  buflalo-robe,  a  string  of  sleigh-bells,  and  a  small  keg  of  brandy,  which  we 
had  for  medicinal  purposes. 

*  Next  morning,  our  interpreter  having  ventured  into  the  vicinity  of  the  town,  returned 
with  intelligence  that  King  Hokee-Pokeb,  after  his  return,  held  a  great  feast,  and, 
drinking  enormous  quantities  of  our  brandy,  became  unaccountably  drunk ;  and,  in  a 
paroxysm  of  fury,  seized  his  head-drummer  by  the  arms,  and  split  open  that  func- 
tionary's head  with  the  stolen  hatchet.  He  then  strung  the  drummer's  ears  on  a 
hempen  string  suspended  about  his  neck,  and  ordered  the  body  scryed.  up  when  cold. 

'  I  would  urge  upon  our  friends  the  necessity  of  sending  out  a  large  supply  of  coal- 
scuttles :  you  may  carry  an  argument  home  to  a  king's  heart  in  a  coal-scuttle,  when  a 
first  mortgage  on  a  comer-lot  for  ten  thousand  dollars  would  be  of  no  effect  whatever. 

<  P.  S.  I  open  this  letter  to  say,  that  we  have  just  heard  that  the  Rev.  Silas  Dippkr, 
who,  together  with  his  wife,  were  sent  out  by  the  Baptist  Society,  and  were  never  head: 
of  again,  pitched  their  tents  among  this  tribci^  and,  within  a  month  after  theijr  aniyal^ 
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were  made  into  pot-pie  and  eaten.  Borsm  says  he  begins  to  feel  tbe  inroads  of  thia 
climate  upon  hia  constitution ;  I  adrised  him  to  try  the  effect  of  coast-air,  and  he  ad- 
rised  me  to  accompany  him,  lest  anj  thing  should  happen  to  him  on  the  way:  we  ahaU 
therefore  start  in  twenty  minutes. 

*  You  need  not  send  the  coal-scuttles :  I  am  more  than  erer  convinced  that  our  labor 
will  be  in  vain.' 

^  I  HEREWITH  inclose  to  yoa/  writes  a  Kcntacky  correspondent,  '  a  small 
*  pome,'  *  the  why  of  which '  I  will  explain.  I  happen  to  have  a  very  pretty 
and  sprightly  little  cousin,  who  recently  made  a  visit  to  a  neighboring  ci^ 
While  there,  she  was  honored  by  the  usual  gallantry  of  our  western  beaux 
among  whom  was  one  who  discoursed  most  eloquently  of  poets  and  poetry 
She  very  naturally  supposed  that  he  was  *  a  real  live  poet,'  but  never  having 
seen  his  name  appended  to  any  specimen,  she  inquired  his  nom  de  plume.  He 
had  none,  he  said  ;  *  what  he  wrote,  he  wrote  over  his  own  proper  name,  but 
had  published  nothing  for  some  years  past,  as  he  was  determined  that  he  would 
not  pander  to  the  degenerate  taste  of  the  day,  in  which  no  poetry  of  *  high, 
lofty  feeling  and  thought '  was  appreciated  :  not  he !  He  proposed,  however, 
to  send  her  a  specimen  of  tbe  '  inspirationa  of  his  muse,'  and,  after  a  fashioD- 
able  dekiy,  the  accompanying  document  made  its  appearance.  I  send  the 
original :  read  it,  and  advise  Mr.  Pepper  to  look  to  his  laurels : 

'Fabwkll  Miss  Sarah  wc  soon  must  part 

And  part  alass  I  fear  for  aye 
Yet  shul  thine  ima^r  guild  my  heart 
As  sun-beams  guiicTthe  clouded  day 

*  If  dorkning  storms  play  round  my  way 

And  shrouded  in  sorrows  dark 
Still  Sarah  thev  image  will  be 
Never  clothed  from  my  memory 

'  When  eavning  shades  are  geathering  fast 

And  bright  moonbeams  glow  over  s  k 
Tis  the  Sarah  I  think  of  the 
Tho  far  far  away  I  nmy  be ! 

Is  not  this  *  touching?  *  -  -  -  It  never  occurred  to  us  until  now,  bat  theic 
would  really  seem  to  be  plausible  ground  for  the  remarks  which  ensue,  and  which 
we  take  from  the  letter  of  a  western  correspondent,  just  received :  'An  insinuating 
south-wind  having  last  night  frightened  all  the  snow  into  a  watery  grave,  I 
can 't  drive  the  white-maned  pony  and  ride  in  the  red  cutter  at  all  tonclay ;  so  I 
have  taken  to  the  stove,  to  chestnuts,  large  red  apples,  cider,  (not  yet  smart 
enough  to  put  it  within  the  pale  of  the  Maine  Law,  to  my  taste,  at  least,)  and 
to  Shakspearb.  There  seems  to  me  a  subject  for  inquiry  in  relation  to  the 
dramas  of  Siiaespeare,  which  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  touched  upon 
in  any  of  the  numerous  commentaries  upon  the  Great  Dramatist :  that,  while 
every  passion,  affection,  and  even  instinct,  of  the  soul  is  developed  and  elevated 
into  conspicuous  view,  as  embodied  in  some  one  character  of  his  plays,  we  do 
not  find  any  one  well-defined  instance  of  that  strongest  and  deepest  of  all  rela- 
tions— that  of  the  mother  for  her  ofi&pring.  Cases  of  it  there  are,  but,  if  I 
am  not  widely  at  fault  in  my  reading,  it  is  nowhere  made  the  absorbing  theme 
upon  which  any  play  turns  for  its  interest.  Neither  can  I  now  call  to  mind 
any  drama,  by  any  author,  where  this  has  the  prominence  which  its  acknow- 
ledged strength  would  seem  to  warrant    And  it  seems  to  me  not  easy  to  on- 
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derstand  why  poets  have  neglected  to  make  use  (upon  the  stage)  of  this  power- 
fal  passion  for  eliciting  the  sympathies  of  an  audience.  Glimpses  of  it 
frequently  appear,  but  is  it  any  where  the  vital  centre  about  which  a  play  re- 
volves? One  might  think  a  fair  setting  forth  of  it  was  in  the  afiection  of 
Constance  for  Arthur  in  King  John.  Yet,  here  it  is  not  made  the  prominent 
interest  of  the  play ;  and  is,  withal,  so  mixed  with  ambition,  that  one  hesitates 
which  to  pronounce  the  strongest.  When  her  boy  is  taken  prisoner,  she  tears 
her  hair  in  frantic  grief,  (or  disappointment,)  exclaiming : 

' '  Oh  !  that  these  hands  could  so  redeem  my  son 
As  they  have  given  these  hairs  their  liberty ! ' 

And  again,  as  every  body  remembers,  in  a  burst  of  wonderful  pathos : 

' '  Gbief  fills  the  room  up  of  mj  absent  child ; 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walk»  up  and  down  with  me ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words ; 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts ; 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  witn  his  form,'  etc. 

All  which  would  indicate  the  purest  motherly  affection,  did  we  not  unfortu- 
nately remember  what  she  said  before,  speaking  to  Arthur  himself : 

*  *  If  thou,  that  bidd'st  me  be  content,  wert  ^im, 

Full  of  unpleasing  blots  and  sightless  stains ; 
Lame,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious, 
I  would  not  care;  I  then  would  be  content; 
For  then  J  should  not  love  thee.* 

So  thread-bare  docs  the  motherly  love  become  here,  that  one  can  see  the  '  fill- 
ing *  is  some  foreign  substance — love  of  glory,  rather.  Speaking  of  King  John, 
by  the  way,  it  is  hopefully  refreshing  to  read,  now  and  then,  that  really  pa- 
thetic scene  between  Arthur  and  Hubert,  his  jailor,  in  these  times  of  senti- 
mental songs,  and,  saddest  of  all,  prose  twaddle,  when  young  ladies  *  weep  *  (if 
we  may  credit  them)  and 

'  *  YouNQ  gentlemen  will  be  as  sad  as  night 
Only  for  wantonness.' 

The  following  is  a  chapter  of  our  friend  the  *  Peasant-Bard's*  *  sparking  * 
experience ;  and  we  here  present  it  to  the  '  hail  fellows  well-met,*  to  whom  he 
has  dedicated  it : 

••WHAT      TIME     THE      K  I  N  E      CAME      DOWN      THE      BRAE.' 
ttSSPEOTFULLT  DSDICATED  TO  TUB  HEW-YORK   BURNS  CLUB. 

'  What  time  the  kine  came  down  the  brae. 

And  Ybspbr  showed  her  light, 
I  held  across  the  fields  my  way, 
To  pass  a  happy  night. 

Oh,  there  is  nothing  on  the  earth. 

Beneath  the  skj  above. 
That  brighten  can  the  heart  of  man. 
Like  Woman,  with  her  love  I 

*  A  robin  caroled,  sweet  and  clear, 

A  hvmn  to  parting  da^ ; 
I  would  have  lingered,  him  to  hear, 
If  love  had  let  me  staj. 

Oh,  there  is  nothmg  on  the  earth,  etc. 
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'  I  saw  her  at  the  cottage-duor, 
Beneath  a  climbiog^vine, 
And  thought,  with  worlds  I  should  bo  poor, 
If  she  were  never  mine. 

Oh,  there  is  nothing  on  the  earth,  etc. 

'  How  sweet  the  welcome  that  I  sought ! 

How  snarkling,  yet  sincere ! 
Her  speaking  eye,  that  told  the  tliought 
She  would  not  let  me  hear ! 

Oh,  there  is  nothing  on  the  earth,  etc. 

'  The  cock  was  crowing  for  the  day, 

When  homeward  I  returned : 
How  cold  the  dewndrops  round  my  way  I 
How  warm  my  bosom  burned ! 

Oh,  there' is  nothing  on  the  earth. 

Beneath  the  sky  above. 
That  brighten  can  the  heart  of  man. 
Like  Woman,  with  her  love! ' 

Tab  following  (which  wo  have  read  five  or  six  times,)  cornea  to  us  from  fiir- 
off  California.  It  is  from  the  pen  of  our  old  friend  and  occasional  contributor, 
Stephen  C.  Massett,  Esq.,  now  of  the  San  Francisco  press,  whence  he  is 
often  heard  from  as  ^Mr.  Jame-s  Pipes,  of  Pipesvillc.'  Mr.  Massett  has  been 
a  very  great  traveller,  and  an  observant  one,  to  boot  He  has  written  us 
from  the  Eternal  City,  from  Paris,  from  the  banks  of  the  Nile  and  the 
H — Uespont,  the  Neva  and  the  Sacramento.  We  believe  him  to  be  a  son  of 
the  *  Wandering  Jew,'  for  he  is  a  veritable  '  chip  of  the  old  *  brick.' '  He 
has  a  keen  perception  of  humor,  and  his  own  ^  conceits '  in  that  kind  are  ex- 
ceedingly clever.  He  has  pathos,  moreover,  as  any  one  will  admit  who  shall 
read  the  following.  We  should  like  to  hear  the  lines  he  apostrophizes  song 
in  his  deep,  musical  voice : 

'  Mt  hair  is  getting  gray ;  the  crows'-feet  are  multiplying  about  my  eyes,  and  the 
wrinkles  becoming  (^per  and  deeper  in  my  forehead  and  around  mv  month.  Well, 
what  of  this  to  thee^  my  reader?  >uthing  in  particular;  only  I  thougnt  for  a  moment, 
while  looking  in  the  glass  this  morning,  of  the  beautiful  lines' of  Babrt  Cornwall,  ana 
immediately  made  up  my  mind  to  ask  old  Father  Time  to  deal  *  gently '  with  me.  Birt 
first,  reader,  to  the  Imcs.    Just  read  them : 

*  *  Touch  ns  gvntly,  gently,  Timt.  ? 
I^t  us  glide  a-(lown  thy  stntam 
Gently  —  as  we  sometimes  elide 
Throuch  a  quiet,  quiet  dream ! 
Hnnible  voyagers  are  we, 
Iltisbaiid,  wife,  and  children  three  — 
(One  is  lost  —  an  angel  —  flod 
To  the  azure  overhwid !) 

'  *  Touch  us  gently,  gently,  Timk  ! 
"We  'vc  no  proud  nor  soaring  wing.« ; 
Our  ambition,  our  content, 
TAes  in  simple,  simple  things. 
Humble  voyagers  are  we, 
O'er  life's  dun  unsounded  soa, 
Seeking  only  some  calm  dime ; 
Touch  us  gently,  gently,  Timk  I ' 

'Are  they  not  beautiful?  Our  friend,  Qborgb  Lodbr,  has  set  them  exquisitely  tc 
music.  Go  to  Atwill^s,  on  Washington-street,  and  ask  him.  or  his  handsome  aasistaot, 
Charlet  McL — ,  to  hand  you  the  ballad,  and  you  will  thank  Mr.  Pipes  for  the  sugges* 
tion. 

'  I  recollect  distinctly,  years  ago,  looking  with  a  sort  of  sympathetic  pity  upon  a  reh- 
tire  of  mine  whose  hair  was  turning  gray,  and  was  quite  surprised  at  nis  ^>parent  in- 
difference to  the  fact ;  at  the  same  time  believing  it  out  of  the  question  that  my  dark 
locks  would  ever  put  forth  any  silvery  hairs;  bat  lo !  here  they  are  by  the  aoore,  and 
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yet  I  do  not  actually  mind  it,  although  it  is  n*t  the  pl^santest  thing  in  the  world  to  hare 
a  friend  come  up  to  you  half  a  dozen  times  a  day,  with : 

*  *  Why,  Pipes,  you  *re  getting  quite  gray,  I  declare ! ' 

'Therefore,  old  Father  Timb,  *  touch  us  gently,'  if  you  please!    Some  years  ago,  at 
parting  with  a  very  dear  sister,  she  remarked  to  me: 

*  *  I  will  not  say  '  good-bye,'  for  I  know  we  shall  meet  again,  at  least  before  Timc  can 
hare  made  any  material  change  in  either  of  us.' 

*She  M  dead—  and  my  hair  is  turning  gray.    Time  has  made  changes ;  but  gently  has 
he  dealt  with  me. 

*  In  what  way,  after  years  of  separation,  do  we  meet?  Do  we  look  at  each  other  with 
the  same  feeling  that  we  had  at  parting?  Does  not,  in  many  cases,  the  surprise  felt,  if 
not  expressed,  at  the  impress  of  the  '  seeds  of  mortality '  in  our  outward  appearance, 
amount  to  positive  pain  ?  I  think  so.  We  part  in  youth  —  bright,  joyous,  ruaav  youth  I 
We  meet  again  in  middle  age.  'Touch  us  gently,  Time!  '  Has  the  heart  changed? 
have  the  affections  weaned  ?  No !  But  touch  us  gently,  gently^  Time  !  And  some  have 
gone  to  dig  gold  —  the  young,  the  middle-aged,  the  old.  They  have  left  the  homesteads 
of  their  youth,  the  pleasant  fire-side,  the  smiles  of  wives,  and  the  voices  of  their  little 
ones;  and  they  have  toiled  and  labored;  and  what,  in  manv  cases,  has  been  their  re- 
ward ?  tn  their  wooden-rocker,  peeping  up  from  a  heap  of  mud,  sand,  and  stones,  a 
few  specks  of  the  glittering  metnl  make  glad  the  eye.  Gold!  found  at  last!  I  must 
have  more  I  *  Touch  us  gently,  Time  ! '  They  toil,  and  toil  —  traverse  the  ravines,  val- 
leys, and  hills.  In  abundance  they  find  the  bright,  bright  metal!  They  will  return  to 
the  loved  ones  at  home!  *  Touch  us  gently,  Time  ! '  And  years  have  passed,  and  the 
foot-steps  are  homeward-bound  I  Oh  I  then  let  there  be  some  green  spot  left  that  has 
not  felt  the  withering  influence  of  thy  cold  hand,  old  Father  Time!  upon  which  the  eye 
of  the  wanderer  can  rest  with  pleasure  unspeakable;  that  will  bring  buck  to 
him  —  through  the  long  vista  of  years  —  a  touch  of  boyhood;  that  will  make  him  re- 
membered, even  thoAgh  the  sprigs  of  mortality  are  fast  thickening,  and  the  wrinkles 
growing  deeper !     *  Touch  us  gently,  Time  ! ' ' 

♦  

May  that  prayer  be  answered!  -  -  -  Under  the  head  of  *-4  i\r<5tr  2>ecep^i«tf 
HerCs-NeU,^  we  find  the  following  in  a  Southern  journal :  *  This  is  one  of 
the  most  ingenious  contrivances  of  the  age,  and  is  the  invention  of  a  down- 
east  Yankee.  The  design  is  to  deceive  poultry  into  the  speedy  and  liberal 
laying  of  eggs,  which  is  accomplished  by  the  peculiar  construction  of  the 
machine.  At  the  bottom  of  the  nest  there  is  a  trap-door,  which  works  on 
a  hinge,  being  supported  by  a  spring.  The  moment  an  egg  is  placed  on  this, 
the  trap  opens  and  lets  it  fall  through  into  a  cushioned  apartment  prepared 
for  its  reception.  The  consequence  is,  that  the  bird,  just  as  she  is  preparing 
to  cackle,  glances  at  the  nest,  and  seeing  nothing,  actually  reasons  herself 
into  the  belief  that  she  has  not  laid  at  all,  and  resumes  her  position  on  the 
nest,  in  hopes  of  making  a  more  successful  effort.  .On  the  first  trial  of  this 
curious  contrivance  before  the  Commissioner  of  Patents,  to  test  its  virtues, 
a  singular  result  was  effected.  A  large  imported  Russian  hen  was  *  located' 
on  the  nest,  and  lefl  to  her  meditations.  On  account  of  pressing  business, 
the  hen  was  forgotten  until  the  next  day,  when,  to  the  utter  astonishment  of 
the  commissioner,  a  half-bushel  of  eggs  was  found  in  the  cushioned  cham- 
ber below.'  Now,  we  beg  leave  to  say,  that  this  is  a  direct  infringement  of 
our  own  patent  for  the  ^  Self- Acting  Baclc- Action  Hen- Per madei^.*  and  we 
have  so  notified  the  Commissioner  of  Patents  Our  friend  Professor  Mapes 
knows  when  we  invented  it,  and  at  what  time  it  was  laid  before  a  committee 
of  the  American  Institute.  Apropos  of  eggs :  that  was  a  singular  announcc-> 
ment,  lately,  in  a  western  newspaper :  *  Mr.  Hiram  Hubbell,  of  Hopetown, 
laid  an  egg  on  our  table  yesterday,  which  measured  eight  inches  in  cir^ 
cumference ! '  But  *  speaking  of  eggs,'  d^  go  into  the  American  Museum, 
and  look  at  the  *  Poultry  Show.'  It  has  made  *  The  Rural  Habitation  of 
Uncle  Thomas '  air-tight,  leaving  *  taken  the  wind  out  of  it '  entirely.    Such 
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a  noise,  such  a  *cock-a-doodlc-doo'-ing,  and  such  *  qut-qut-qut^qut-dar-cut'- 
ing,  we  never  heard  before.  -  -  -  The  *  synopsis  *  given  by  Mr.  Wiujam 
H.  Fry,  (an  accomplished  musical  composer,  and  an  excellent  man,)  of  hia 
^Santa  Cla^s  Symphony '  has  provoked  a  description,  by  a  musical  contem- 
porary, of  an  imaginary  concert  given  in  Berlin,  in  which  the  *  power  of 
music  *  is  set  forth  to  a  degree  that  we  have  seldom  seen  surpassed.  The 
concerted  piece  performed  on  the  occasion  is  entitled,  ^The  Sound- Pictured 
Poem  of  a  Merchant's  Life  ; '  and  the  following  is  a  specimen  of  a  portion 
of  its  *  action.'    It  would  make  a  Quaker  *  laugh  out  in  meeting: ' 

'  Seb  now  ascending,  ftmid  the  overwhelming  plaudits  of  the  audience  and  the  or- 
chestra, a  young  man  of  a  pale  and  interesting  countenance,  with  an  immenne  prdfu- 
sion  of  uncombed  black  hair,  lending  romantic  disorder  to  an  appearance  in  every  way 
peculiar.  This  is  young  I^ostiswitz,  and  he  turns  toward  the  immense  sssemblage 
which  greets  him,  while  he  graceAilly  endeavors  to  remove  the  hair  out  uf  his  eyes  m 
order  to  survey  them.  Still  he  ascends,  and  they  nppluud,  and  still  he  labors  to  behold 
them  through  the  struggling  curtain  of  a  dark  hair-nmzc.  But  at  length  he  has  reached 
the  rostnim  of  the  c<mductor.  All  is  at  once  as  still  as  death.  On  him,  the  hero  of 
that  evening,  every  eye  is  bent.  Many  already  have  poured  forth  the  soul-tribute  of 
tears.  His  modest  demeanor  wins  all  hearts. '  And  now  he  waves  his  baton,  and  the 
breathless  silence  is  broken  bv  the  first  stroke  of  the  orchestra,  (the  chord  of  the 
1-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9-0,)  struck  by  the  whole  band  tttaccaiissimo  -^^  with  the 
unity  of  a  single  gun. 

'A  pause  ensues.  Then  there  begins  a  plaintive  warbling  strain  on  the  oboe,  ncoom- 
panied  by  the  ophicleides  and  onegon^r.  This  marks  the  first  entrance  of  the  boy-nuun 
mto  mercantile  life.  The  lingerinfj:  remembrances  of  his  boyish  sp(»rts  and  pleasures 
(graphicully  depicted  by  the  touchinfi^  accents  of  the  otK>e  in  E  major)  are  brought 
effectively  into  contrast  with  the  rough  rebukes  and  reprt)aches  of  the  senior  clerk,  con- 
veyed by  the  ba.Hsi  in  C  minor.  Want  of  punctuality,  and  inaccuracy  in  the  details  of 
business,  are  now  sharply  urged  against  him  by  thcviolins,  in  staccato  passages  con/iv- 
Ump*.  He  submits  with  becoming  modesty  to  this  censure  in  a  holding  note  on  the 
second  bassoon.  But  his  mind  presently  rallies ;  he  girds  himself  up  for  his  daily  task ; 
he  is  sensible  of  a  divine  energy;  and  now  a  strict  fugue  is  led  off  by  the  tenors,  and 
grows  upon  the  ear  through  all  the  forms  of  harmonic  proportion,  self-evolving,  infi- 
nite, vet  regular.  This  proclaims  new  habits  of  business,  exactness  in  accounts,  well- 
kept  'books,  and  general  exemplary  conduct.  Years  roll  on,  accompanied  by  the  vio- 
loncello :  the  }ftntth  wins  the  approbation  of  his  sui)erior8 — the  man  is  a  partner  in  the 
firm !  Vuinlv,  my  dear  fViena,  should  I  endeavor  to  convey  to  you  the  least  adequate 
conception  of  the  exquisite  and  finely-preserved  gradations  by  w^ich  this  pic^ure-jpoem- 
sculpturc  music  expresses  to  the  sense  of  the  spectator-auditor,  creiteenao poco  a  poeo, 
the  commercial  progress  of  its  youthful  hero.  With  this  noble  climax,  the  first  move- 
ment concludes. 

^AHer  a  short  pause,  needed  alike  by  the  audience  and  the  performers  to  recruit  their 
spirits,  exhausted  by  excitement,  a  grateful  Pa^tyrah  movement  commenced,  indicatinff 
that  degree  of  comfortable  independence  and  rural  retirement  which  are  the  fruits  of 
well-regulated  industry,  when  tne  time-earned  blessings  of  competence  have  placed 
within  reach  of  the  successful  partner  a  small  house  and  grounds  in  the  suburbs,  un- 
furnished, with  other  conveniences.  Every  morning  at  nine  o'clock,  aOer  a  moderate 
but  excellent  breakfast,  we  see  him  driving  into  town,  in  G  major,  kWegrolwofintnf 
every  eveninc:  ut  five  we  see  him  returning  to  dinner,  cm  the  dominant. 

*  robscrveu  more  than  one  commercial  man  in  the  room,  who  had  passed  through  all 
the  usual  stapros  of  mercantile  life,  yielding  himself  up  to  the  delusion  of  the  moraenL 
and  revelling:  in  associations  rekindled  among  the  embers  of  existence  by  the  spell  m 
the  spirit-ruler.  Every  mind  was  conscious  of  a  secret  reeret  when  the  last  note  of  this 
movement  expired.  It  was  to  them  as  the  going  down  or  an  autumnal  suo,  bright,  but 
prophetic  of  no  genial  return. 

*Now  followea  an  A(laijio  un  poa^  preMinnimo^  piano  qiumifnrt^^  sf.ma  tempo — byfkr 
the  most  sui-general  and  fnture-age-anticipatine  portion  of  this  divine  work.  Losns- 
wiTz  has  here  displayed  that  deep  insight  into  tne  principles  of  instrumentation,  which 
gives  him  the  extraordinary  superiority  he  at  present  enjoys  over  contemporary  com- 
posers as  a  comhinatiotiutt, 

*  This  movement  commences  with  a  trio  for  tioo  seiiumtJt  and  an.  odareJluUy  indicative 
of  extensive  commercial  embarrassment,  and  so  skillfully  has  the  composer  applied  tho 
resources  of  his  genius  to  the  subject  before  him  that,  with  this  simple  machinery,  the 
whole  process  of  what  appears  a  c(»mplicated  bankruptcy  is  brought  before  the  mind 
with  startling  reality ;  in  so  much  that  it  may  be  doubted  if  in  a  country  Uko  England, 
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this  portion  of  the  symphony  would  not  require  considerable  modification,  in  the  event 
of  its  performance  tliere.  I'he  failure  of  correspondents,  the  blockade  of  the  Mexican 
ports,  rumors  of  thepla^e  at  Alexandria,  the  consternation  of  clerks  and  accountants, 
the  presentation  of  bills  for  payment,  the  impetration  of  renewal,  the  galling  insolence 
of  minacious  creditors  —  all  these  things  ioldy  and  were  told  with  such  effect  that  a 

S>werful  sensation  of.  alarm  pervaded  the  whole  house,  in  the  midst  of  which. 
ERR ,  of  the  firm  of and  Company,  was  carried  out  in  a  state  of  suspended 

animation.  At  length,  a  calm  ensues ;  tne  assets  are  found  sufficient  to  prevent  injury 
to  credit,  confidence  revives,  orders  pour  in,  and  all  agaia  is  harmony  and  prosperity. 
Then  comes  the  grand  finale. 

'A  brisk  Allegro  in  triple  time  denotes  the  accumulation  of  money  in  the  three  per 
cents. ;  but  this  movement  gradually  assumes  a  statelier  style  and  loflier  measure  ug 
honors  succeed  to  riches ;  and,  at  length,  the  freedom  of  the  city  having  been  presented 
in  a  complimentary  Andante  of  four  horns,  not  without  a  neat  and  appropriate  replv 
from  the  double  bass,  and  a  prince  of  the  blood  royal  having  proposed  fur  the  sixth 
daughter  in  a  subsequent  bar,  the  whole  of  this  prodigious  work  is  Drought  to  an  end 
on  a  sustained  dominant,  ec^ually  remarkable  for  the  novelty  of  its  sequences,  and  the 
perfect  propriety  of  its  matrimonial  arrangements.' 

*  Effective  magic,'  that!  -  -  -  It  is  our  friend  *  Beverly,'  from  whom 
we  are  always  glad  to  hear,  who  sends  us  the  following :  *An  article  in  your 
Editor's  Table  for  February,  presenting  a  specimen  of  'colored'  pulpit 
oratory,  recalled  very  vividly  an  incident  that  happened  in  a  beautiful  grove 
near  the  city  of  Burlington,  New-Jersey,  some  few  years  since.  The  ex- 
pected advent  of  a  distinguished  African  pulpit-orator,  from  Pittsburgh, 
had  been  the  theme  of  discussion  among  the  sable  sons  and  daughters  of 
Africa,  in  Burlington,  for  weeks.  On  the  day  appointed  for  the  holding- 
forth,  the  pulpit-stage,  erected  between  two  venerable,  oaks,  was  crowded 
with  the  colored  heralds  of  *de  Mefodist  'Piscopal  Church ; '  while  beneath 
and  around  it,  lay  a  *  darkness,'  which,  like  that  of  Egypt,  might  have  been 
felt,  and  I  may  add,  unlike  it,  smelt.  After  the  opening  prayer  by  a  vener- 
able preacher,  upon  whose  black  sconce  the  white  wool  lay  in  patches  like 
hoar-frost,  a  young  athletic  negro,  with  the  black  face,  and  (gTisp,  short  curl 
of  the  wool,  only  to  be  seen  in  the  real  Guinea  breed,  advanced  to  the  pulpit- 
desk.  He  evidently  felt  that  his  fame  had  preceded  him,  as  he  looked  over 
that  dupky  mass,  now  hushed  to  admiring  silence  at  his  presence.  This 
sable  Chrysostom  took  for  his  text :  *  Put  not  your  trust  in  Princes ; '  and 
after  a  glowing  exordium,  explaining  the  meaning  of  the  sacred  writer,  he 
informed  his  audience  that  there  were  but  two  kinds  of  great  men  —  holy 
princes,  and  profane  princes.  *  In  de  last,'  said  he,  *  my  bruddem,  de  world 
must  nebber  put  its  trust.  Why  ?  Beca'se  deir  ways  become  corrupted 
on  de  y earth,  and  dey  hab  no  faith.  Dere  was  Hannibal,  one  of  de  greatest 
ginerals  and  princes  dat  eber  libbed  in  de  tide  of  times  —  and  a  colored  pits- 
sen^  at  dat.  Why,  I  am  told  ho  understud  tic-tacs  better  dan  any  gineral 
'ider  before  or  since.  NuflBn  could  stop  dat  man.  He  laffed  at  de  Alps, 
when  dey  shook  deir  frowning,  awful  brows  at  him ;  and  he  and  his  soldiers 
walk  right  obcr  dem  easy  as  nuffin.  But  nobody  could  put  any  faith  in  him. 
He  cheated  ebcry  body  as  soon  he  got  a  chance.  And  den  what  become 
ob  all  his  glory  when  de  Lord  struck  him  down  ?  Oh,  my  bruddem,  it  was 
no  whar.  And  dere  was  Julius  Cesar,  one  of  de  greatest  ob  de  earthly 
princes.  He,  de  shake  ob  whose  foot  made  de  whole  ycarth  to  trimble,  wid 
all  his  greatness  nobody  trusted  him.  Dey  thought  he  was  a  friend  ob  de 
people,  and  yet  he  was  deir  greatest  enemy.     And  how  did  de  Lord  punish 
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him?  Let  de  awful  groan  dat  went  up  from  dc  feet  of  Pompbt's  statue 
where  he  fell,  answer.  And  den  coming  down  to  de  modem  times ;  dere 
was  Gineral  Taylor,  de  great  American  prince,  de  great  hero  who  wade 
waist-deep  in  blood  upon  de  Mexican  battle-fields.  Dey  made  dis  man  of 
war  PREsmENT  ob  dis  grate  nation,  and  his  heart  swell  big  with  pride ;  and 
like  Nebuchadnezzar,  ho  said  *  Is  not  dis  do  great  Babylon  dat  I  have  build- 
ed? '  Could  dey  trust  him?  Let  de  disapMnted  applicants  for  office  anser 
dis  pregnant  question ;  dey  who  he  had  promised  ebery  ting  to,  and  yet 
guv  'em  noting  I  And  how  did  de  Lord  sarve  him  ?  In  all  his  pride  of 
place,  de  man  dat  Santa  Anna  could  n't  kill,  was  killed  by  do  contemptible 
instrument  of  cherries  and  milk!  l)Avm  kill  de  great  Goliah  wid  de  simple, 
smooth  stone  out  of  de  humble  brook ;  and  Death  strike  Gineral  Taylor, 
l)y  too  much  eating  of  cherries  and  milk ! '  -  -  -  It  is  rare  to  find  a 
nearer  approach  to  the  manner  of  Bcrns,  than  the  following  lines  *7b  the 
Birds^^  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Geokce  Adams.  They  are  forwarded  to  ns  by 
an  esteemed  friend  in  the  county  of  Broome : 


I  *  Why  dinna  ye  gang  where  norfbem  snaws 
I  *  The  face  o'  Nature '  nercr  froze  — 
Where  witherin'  winter  never  blows? 
'T  is  easy  thrivin' ; 
I  TMiy  tanr  here  to  freeze  your  toca, 
I        '       An'  steal  your  lifin*  ? 


I 


*Awa',  ye  saucy,  dark-winffed  sprite ! 
IIow  ken  ye  that  ye  ha*  a  nght, 
Wi*  pilfenn'  bill  to  perch  an'  bite 

My  scarlet  oerries, 
That,  but  for  you,  a'  winter  mi^ht 

Ila*  blushed  like  cherries. 

*  I  see  vou  come  wi*  heedlesjs  slash, 
T'  assail  my  stately  mountain-uah. 
An'  on  its  fruit  your  teeth  to  gnash, 

Ye  botherin'  wingics : 
Ye  can't  replace  the  loss  wi'  cash, 
Or  spring-time  singics. 

*  You  cat-bird  tribe,  wi'  awfu'  sau'ak. 
That  'inang  the  foliage  daily  walk. 
An'  pillage  every  thriftie  stalk 

Of  a'  it's  treasure  — 
I  '11  dirl  the  duck-shot  through  your  flock, 
I'  copious  measure. 

*An'  you,  o'  red  an'  tender  breast, 
Wham  I  allowed  to  build  vour  nest, 
To  rear  yt)ur  bairns,  an'  talc*  your  rest. 

Among  my  shrub'ry, 
If  this's  vour  gratitude,  ye  pests, 

I  '11  sairlie  drub  ye. 

'An'  you,  ye  top-knot,  cropple-crowns. 
Ye  gaj,  fop-feathered  thieviii'  hounds, 
Just  tame  enough  to  haunt  my  grounds, 

Filchin'  and  robbin'  — 
(ireet  not,  though  I,  wi'  scars  an'  wounds, 

Wind  up  your  bobbin. 

'Killawavg,  Oct.  lit,  ISM.' 

Is  that  not  BuRNS-ish  ?  -  -  -  A  friend  and  contemporary  sends  us 
the  subjoined :  '  In  a  literary  society  in  a  certain  college,  Tallis^s  Shak- 
sperc  had  been  taken  in  numbers,  and  not  a  great  many  nights  since,  the 
librarian  announced  that  the  publication  was  completed,  moving  at  the  same 
time  an  appropriation  for  binding  it.  "Whereupon  a  student— one  of  the 
sort,  who,  following  some  body's  advice,  never  lose  an  opportunity  for  *  ex- 


'  Dinna  ye  ken  'twas  Autumn  now? 
;  That  on  the  auld  year's  rusty  pow 

The  point  o'  age  lias  *gan  to  plough 
Fu*  many  a  wrinkle ; 
i  That  leaflets,  tremblin*  on  the  bough, 
I  Togither  j  inkle  ? 

•To  see  'Jack  Frost,'  wi'  frigid  phiz, 

r  ilka  gale  aboon  them  whizz, 

An'  mak'  their  vera  heart-stnngs  fizz, 

Wi'  frightfu'  quiver; 
To  think  the  hatefu',  stem  auld  quiz 

Maun  cut  their  liver.     * 

*  An'  here  ye  stay,  and  shiver  too, 
An'  g  ireo  the  ornaments  that  grew 
To  last  the  lanesome  winter  through, 

An*  deck  the  fir-tree ; 
Till  Spring  should  clothe  i'  beauty  new 
The  birk  an'  moor-tree. 

*  Be  gane,  ye  rogues,  while  yet  ye  may  I 
For,  (marlc  my  promise,)  if  ye  stay, 
Before  anithef  halv  dav, 

Wi'  I'adea  rifle, 
I  '11  fix  ye  i'  the  pot  to  lay, 
'  An'  stew  a  trifle. 
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temporaneous  speaking'  —  arose  and  said:  *Mr.  President,  I  second  the 
gentleman's  motion.  I  do  it,  Sir,  with  pleasure,  for  I  have  seen  the  work 
often  spoken  of  in  the  newspapers,  and  almost  always  with  praise.  I  am 
glad  that  the  publishers  have  persevered  in  completing  it,  and  cheerfully 
give  my  vote  for  putting  it  in  a  more  permanent  form  than  the  fugitive 
sheets  in  which  it  appeared.'  The  thunders  of  applause  which  followed, 
showed  *  the  gentleman's '  eloquence  had  had  its  effect ;  while  his  self-admi- 
ration knew  no  bounds.  -  -  -  Among  our  new  and  welcome  correspond- 
ents, is  one  who  thus  announces  himself:  *  Your  *  Up  and  Down-River  corre- 
spondence '  is  so  capital,  that  I  wonder  much  that  you  have  never  secured  a 
writer  from  'over  the  bay.'  Allow  me  to  be  that  one  semi-occasionally. 
When  I  speak  of  that  indefinite  place,  mind  me,  no  allegorical,  anti-Maine- 
Law  region  is  intended ;  no  undiscovered  country ;  but  a  veritable  materiality, 
called  Monmouth  in  the  Jersies :  *  the  Bay,'  too,  is  a  positive  bay — the  noble 
Raritan — a  *bay  as  w  a  bay ; '  the  pride  of  Jersey  and  the  rest  of  mankind. 
The  *  'umble  man '  that  writes  is  also  a  living  individuality,  and  not  a  myth ; 
far  from  it !  Witness  seven  tender  buds ;  no !  Jabez  Perrine,  of  Crabtown, 
lives  and  moves,  and  hath  his  being ;  is  attached  to  his  ked'ntry,  the  com- 
promises of  the  Constitution,  and  the  domestic  institutions  of  Monmouth 
county.  Surely  this  community,  living  in  a  land  flowing  not  only  with  milk  and 
honey,  but  the  centre  of  the  peach,  oyster,  and  clam  region ;  this  interesting 
community,  I  repeat,  has  a  right  to  a  domestic  institution ;  and  they  have  got 
one,  which  is  *  the  boss.'  He  formerly  was  but  a  staple  production,  but  has 
been  promoted,  and  not  without  reason.  The  animal  has  one  peculiarity 
about  here ;  they  are  all  *  four-year-olds.'  What  becomes  of  them  after  they 
have  reached  that  crisis,  is  to  be  solved  when  the  fate  of  the  dead  jack-asses 
is  settled ;  that  mystery  that  puzzled  even  Samivel  the  Great.  To  his  mas- 
ter, beside  being  meat  and  drink,  he  is  the  fine-arts ;  poetry  and  the  school- 
master; his  friend  and  his  companion,  his  elixir  of  life,  his  all  in  all.  Che- 
rished, petted,  he  fulfils  his  fate,  as  chalked  out  by  Swift,  who  must  have  had 
Monmouth  in  his  prophetic  soul  when  he  pictured  the  Hounghnymns.  Talk 
to  a  Monmouth  man  about  the  *  progressive  spirit  of  the  age,'  and  he  readily, 
cheerfully  admits  it  all ;  but  instances  the  improved  breeds,  which  is,  in  his 
opinion,  the  distinguishing  feature  of  the  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury. In  fact,  the  truth  is,  '^that  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is — *hoss.' ' 
However,  no  intolerant  bigotry  prevails  in  their  system  of  popular  education ; 
and  a  successful  pursuit  of  any  other  branch  of  science  will  be  appreciated 
by  our  community.     Witness  the  following  anecdote : 

*  It  chanced  that  I  sojourned  for  a  while  at  one  of  the  *  Pilgrim's  Rests/  with  which 
this  region  abounds.  Sitting,  one  day,  amidst  a  '  righte  plcasaunte  companie/  the  talk 
turned  upon  that  branch  of  physics  called  by  the  unenlightened  '  dominoes.'  At  last, 
an  old  Xbstob  gave  in  his  experience : 

*  *  You  knew  Jake  Ely,  boys?  * 

*  *  Cert'in ;  and  an  or'nary  feller  he  was.* 

*  *  Him  as  married  Grorqb  Prkvost*8  darter,  and  lived  down  on  yon  side  of  the 
creek  ? '  broke  in  another. 

**Yes!  that's  the  man.* 

*  *  Well,  I  did  know  him,  and  he  knew  my  hen-roosts — Tie  did.* 

'  *Sent  to  Freehold  court-house  last  term,  for  'busin '  his  wife  I    Awful  or*nai7.* 
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*  In  fact,  Mr.  Ely,  in  the  opinion  of  those  assembled,  seemed  to  be  '  little  better 
han  one  of  the  wicked.' 

'  Old  Nestor  waited  patiently  until  the  first  burst  was  over,  and  then  spake : 
* '  Yes,  he  is  all  that :  like  all  the  rest  of  Xatur',  he  has  his  good  points,  and  he  ha» 
his  bad  p'ints.    Jakey  is  like  the  rest  on  us.' 
'  *  Good  p'ints !     Where 's  his'n  ?  *  exclaimed  two  or  three. 
'  *  Well,  I  '11  tell  ye.' 

*  *  Did  nary  one  of  yer  ever  play  dominoes  with  him  ? ' 
* '  Never  did,'  was  the  answer. 

*■  *  Well  I  hcv  t  And  I  ivill  say  he  knows  more  of  the  natur'  of  a  domino  of  aoj 
man  I  ever  seed.* 

'That  sympathetic,  appreciative  crowd,  like  U.vclb  Toby's  recording-angel,  blotted 
out  the  memory  of  his  misdeeds  for  ever.  Jakey's  character  came  out  like  refined  gold, 
and  the  cause  of  popular  educatidn  triumphed.' 


Is  n't  the  following,  ^  tiot  from  the  Gcrmjin,'  a  very  pretty  thing  V     If 

or  nay  ? 

*  Little  maiden,  ozuro-eyed, 
Tell  me,  where  may  you  abide  ? 

*  Down  by  the  running  water,  she  said ; 
For  I  am  the  Miller's  daughter,  she  said. 

*  Little  maid,  if  I  may  usk  it. 
Tell  me  what  is  in  your  basket  ♦ 

*I  have  been  a  hunting  with  Love,  said  she ; 
And  these  arc  the  hearts  he  has  killed  for  me. 

*  Little  maid,  if  your  lips  were  kissed. 
Not  a  rose-leaf  would  be  missed. 

*0h,  you  are  a  pretty  man !  she  said. 
And  mav  kiss  me  iif  vou  can,  t>he  said. 

*  Now,  why  did  the  maiden,  azure-eyed, 
Run  blindly  down  to  the  wate^-^ilie  ? 

'  For  she  mu.st  have  known,  the  silly  loss, 
That  the  bridge  was  down,  and  she  could  not  pass. 

'Then  why  to  the  lield  did  the  maiden  fly? 
For  she  surely  knew  that  the  fence  was  high. 

'  Tlien  why  did  the  maiden  run  tn  the  wood  ? 
For  she  tnew  that  the  trees  so  thickly  stood, 

'That  a  nibbit  could  scarce  pa.<*s  in  and  out: 
Tlien  why  did  she  stand,  and  smile,  and  pout? 

'Ah  mo !  and  must  the  truth  be  told? 
Another  heart  does  the  basket  hold !  Edwakd  WiLLrrr.' 

The  little  secret  may  out  at  last  I  -  -  -  Theiik  is  a  good  deal  of  what 
may  l>e  termed  ^YnnJree  Cunning'  in  the  following :  *A  number  of  years  ago 
the  demand  in  the  east  for  dried  plums  so  advanced  the  price  of  that  fruit 
as  to  induce  merchants  and  others  to  'buy  up'  all  that  could  be  obtained  in 
any  way,  at  any  price.  Some  sent  out  their  agents  to  make  purchases  in 
the  country,  wherever  a  plum-tree  had  been  known  to  stand.  In  fact,  all 
were  decidedly  sharp  at  plum-buying,  yet  never  was  the  remark  heard  to 
escape  the  lips  of  any,  'I  am  speculating  in  plums.'  Each  went  on  the 
principle  that  '  lie  who  was  still,  obtained  the  swill/  and  as  certainly  argued 
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that  he  would  be  able  to  monopolize  the  plum-market  ere  loug,  for  many  a 

mile  around.    One  morning,  a  shrewd  clerk  of  the  firm  of bestrode  his 

charger  early,  and  sallied  forth  to  buy  of  the  country  merchants  in  an  adja- 
cent town.  Hurrying  along,  he  overtook  a  person  whom  he  recognized  as 
a  brother  clerk,  of  another  firm,  who  was  mounted  for  the  same  errand  as 
himselfl  *  Well,'  said  Charley,  as  he  rode  up,  *  I  do  n't  see  but  we  're  the 
first  ones  out  this  morning.  What  sends  you  out  so  early  ? '  *  I  Ve  got  a 
small  note  against  a  man,  about  ten  miles  out  here,  who  is  rather  *•  slow/  and 
I'm  going  to  give  him  a  jog,'  was  the  reply.  They  trotted  along,  and 
Charley  made  out  to  inform  him  that  he  was  going  the  same  way,  but  that 

hid  business  was  to  subpoena  a  witness,  a  merchant  of  T m.     As  they 

drew  up  before  the  store  of  this  country  merchant,  Charley  carelessly 
threw  his  companion  the  reins  of  his  horse,  requesting  him  to  *  just  hold 
them  fast '  until  he  ran  in  and  served  his  subpoena.  He  waited  patiently, 
until  Charley  came  out,  and  in  turn  asked  him  to  hold  his  horse,  as  he 
believed  the  merchant  could  tell  him  where  the  maker  of  the  note  lived. 
Going  into  the  store,  he  inquired  if  they  had  not  a  quantity  of  dried  plums. 

*  Yes,'  said  the  merchant,  'but  I  Ve  just  sold  them  all  to  a  young  man,  and 
have  got  his  money.'  *  What  I  To  my  friend  out  there? '  *  Yes,  Sir,'  said 
the  merchant.  *  Then  I  'm  *  sold '  too,'  he  replied,  leaving  the  store.  *  I 
say,  Charley,  if  you've  got  any  more  witnesses  to  subpoena,  I'll  take 
another  road ! '  and  he  did  take  another  road,  but  it  was  the  road  toward 
home.  -  -  -  *A  clerical  friepd,  who  is  *  settled'  away  down  East,  tells  us 
that  he  is  often  very  much  amused  at  the  shrewdness  of  a  certain  parishioner 
of  his,  who  is  very  fond  of  reading  his  Bible  *  without  note  or  comment,' 
and  guessing  out  any  obscurities  which  he  may  encounter.  He  came  to  his 
pastor,  one  day,  and  asked  him  what,  in  his  opinion,  was  the  reason  why  the 
Jews  who  went  out  to  meet  Christ  as  he  was  riding  into  Jerusalem,  seated 
on  an  ass's  colt,  took  branches  of  palm-trees  in  their  hands.  He  was  told 
that  they  intended  to  honor  the  Saviour,  etc.     ^Honor  him ! '  said  he ; 

*  that 's  all  humbug !  I  do  n't  believe  a  word  of  it  I  Was  n't  they  a-thirst- 
ing  for  his  blood?  A  plaguey  sight  of  honor  they  meant  to  do  him!  No ! 
no !  I  tell  you  them  pesky  Jews  was  awfiil  cunnin'  critters,  and  they  wanted 
to  break  his  neck;  and  so  they  took  them  branches  to  sheer  the  coltP 
Our  correspondent  commends  this  interpretation  to  the  attention  of  all 
Biblical  commentators.  -  -  -  *  Being  in  Maine,  a  while  ago,'  writes 
*B.,'  of  Bridgeport,  (Conn.,)  *I  fell  in  with  a  singular  customer.  He  is  s( 
lawyer  of  some  eminence,  and  a  confirmed  bachelor.  He  showed  me  his 
boots,  (which  he  wears  without  stockings  or  *  socks,')  with  holes  cut  through 
them  just  above  the  soles,  so  as  to  let  the  snow-water  come  freely  about  his 
feet,  declaring  that  he  had  not  had  a  cold  for  fifteen  years  by  reason  of  this 
practice.  But  the  best  thing  about  him  was  his  ^religion^*  as  he  called  it, 
which  I  regarded  as  very  peculiar.  He  believed,  he  said,  that  the  Earth  is 
a  huge  animal,  breathing  every  six  hours,  which  causes  the  ebb  and  flow  of 
the  tides ;  that  the  trees,  shrubbery,  etc.,  are  hairs ;  and  all  animals,  includ- 
ing men,  merely  vermin !  He  also  believes  in  a  kind  of  metempsychosis,  and 
affirms  that  he  can  distinctly  remember  having  lived  on  the  earth  in  nine 
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different  forms.     In  the  last  of  these,  prior  to  the  present,  ho  says  he 

in  the  form  of  a  black  sheep,  which  wore  a  bell ;  and  the  dogs  getting  after 

the  flock,  of  which  he  was  a  leading  member,  he  lost  the  bell,  and  has  found 

it  since  he  was  a  man,  and  knew  it  the  very  moment  it  caught  his  eye  I '    An 

*odd  theory,'  indeed!     -    -    -    There  was  a  great  variety  of  styles  in 

the  New-Years'  Addresses  of  the  city  journals  this  year.    The  ^ Tribune^  had 

a  very  beautiful  one,  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  B.  F.  Taylor.    The  commencement 

was  exceedingly  felicitous,  and  it  was  highly  poetical  throughout.    It  began 

thus: 

'  Cleared,  last  nip:ht,  from  the  port  of  Eartb, 

The  ^ood  Year  Nevermore, 
With  the  Skipper  Time,  and  passengers  twelve, 


*  December,  *  asleep  in  the  open  air,* 

On  the  old  Year's  deck  was  lyin^. 
And  a  sad  old  man  with  frost  in  his  hair. 

To  himself  was  sofllv  sif:hinff. 
Beyond  him  a  matron  in  nch  brocade, 

Reclined  on  a  cluster  of  sheaves; 
And  a  maid  in  green,  wifh  a  rainbow  zone, 

Was  trimminp  her  girdle  ^*ith  leaves. 
Away  by  himself,  in  the  vessel's  bows, 

A  nameless  old  creature  had  crept. 
His  heart  had  erown  old,  and  his  eyes  were  dim. 

And  *t  was  plain  to  see  that  he  wept ; 
And  a  radiant  ^irl  with  deep-blue  eyes  — 

She  is  named,  in  the  list,  as  June  — 
Ilad  bent  like  a  rose-tree  over  a  tomb. 

And  her  words  themselves  were  a  tune. 
Ilcr  breath  softly  played  on  his  shrivelled  cheek, 
*  Till  it  melted  a  frozen  tear. 

That  snarkled  as  bright  in  the  wintry  air. 

As  if  April  herseif  were  near. 
The  anchor  came  up  with  a  right  good-will ; 

Blue  waters  sang  under  the  lee ; 
The  grouping  grew  dim,  and  the  sails  a  film, 

And  the  vessel  was  out  at  sea.' 

The  annual  bard  of  ^The  Albion^  *  opened  up'  his  subject  at  once,  and  in 
the  following  very  independent  fashion : 

*  'T  IS  customary  for  this  day  to  write. 

What  few  I  fancy  read,  a  rhvmcd  Address ; 
And  many  a  poet  whom  the  ^fuses  slijc^ht. 

From  hard-bound  brains  spins  out  his  nothingness. 
Not  one  of  these  am  I,  but  prosy,  (juite ; 

So  look  for  prosy  stuff,  and  nothing  less : 
I  may  do  better  oii  some  future  day. 
But  now,  I  write  not  for  the  fame,  but  —  pay ! 

*  Thus  to  begin.     The  wan  old  year  is  fled. 

With  all  his  proe:env  of  months  and  days : 
The  bells,  last  nij^ht,  announced  that  it  was  dead, 

And  woke  his  young  successor  in  amaze. 
Time  was  imperative,  and  he  well-bred; 

So  he  began  at  once  his  destined  ways. 
And  journeyed  till  the  dav-light  did  appear, 
(Yon  know  the  song,)  and  now  in  thought  he  *8  here.* 

Quite  a  new  *  style,'  this!     -    -    -     *Rev.  W.  T ,'  \mtes  *  J.  D.  W.,' 

of  Indiana,  *  is  a  large  man,  of  dignified  bearing,  and,  when  preaching,  ex- 
tremely sensitive  to  any  disturbance,  a  slight  impropriety  on  the  part  of  the 
congregation  being  quite  sufficient  to  throw  him  out  of  the  track.    He  had. 
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some  years  ago,  in  connection  with  his  pastorate,  a  small  congregation  in  the 
country,  to  which  he  preached  semi-occasionally,  at  a  private  house.  The 
incident  here  recorded  happened  at  this  place,  when  a  small  hut  nelect  audi- 
ence was  listening  to  one  of  T *s  really  animated  and  sensible  sermons. 

As  the  preacher  waxed  warm,  he  observed  some  mysterious  movement 
among  the  female  gender,  which  attracted  his  attention  away  from  the  ser- 
mon. It  grew  more  observable,  until  he  discovered  the  hostess  collecting 
some  live  coals  upon  a  shovel,  and  preparing  to  march  with  them  to  an  ad- 
joining room.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  and  by  some  clerical  instinct  he 
thought  the  old  woman  was  about  to  prepare  his  supper.  He  could  n^t  stand 
that.  *  Stop,  sister,  stop,'  said  he ;  *  I  shall  not  remain  to  supper,  and  you 
need  not  trouble  yourself  to  prepare  any  for  me.'  *I  ain't  a  goin'  to,'  said 
the  old  lady,  in  reply ;  *  thar 's  a  woman  here  got  the  colic,  and  we  're  jest  a 
bilin'  some  yarbs  for  her! '  I  was  n't  there  just  at  that  time,  but  I  could  dis- 
cover no  difficulty  in  believing  that  all  the  starch  was  very  speedily  taken 
out  of  that  sermon.  *  -  -  -  Toey  certainly  are  more  than  *  some '  out 
west  A  friend  has  S3nt  us  a  bill  of  fare,  from  the  Burnet  House,  Cincin- 
nati, printed  in  gold,  and  bearing  upon  its  top  a  view  of  that  vast  and  beau- 
tiful structure,  which  could  not  be  out-vied  by  the  Astor  or  the  Saint 
Nicholas.  The  occasion  was  a  complimentary  dinner  to  Col.  Silas  Seymour 
and  his  rail-road  friends;  gentlemen  connected  with  two  of  the  longest  and 
most  important  rail-road  enterprises  now  in  progress  in  the  country.  Such 
entertainments,  given  in  such  a  style  of  elegance  and  liberality,  reflect 
scarcely  less  honor  upon  the  givers  than  upon  the  receivers.  If  it  had  not 
been  a  little  too  far  to  go  to  dine,  we  might  have  been  present  As  it  is, 
we  can  but  *  mourn  our  loss.'  -  -  -  *A  young  lawyer  from  the  Green 
Mountain  State,'  writes  a  friend  from  the  *far  west,'  *  somewhat  verdant 
himself,  very  tall,  very  light  hair,  very  light  eyes,  somewhat  pompous,  looking 
exceedingly  dignified,  as  other  animals  do,  between  large  ears,  came  into  our 
little  village  with  the  full  intent  of  *  astonishing  the  natives'  with  his  learning, 
his  eloquence,  and  the  law !  He  soon  formed  a  co-partnership  with  an  old 
lawyer,  one  Jones,  and  came  into  Court  at  once,  with  case  in  hand.  The 
first  cause  in  which  he  and  Jones  were  engaged  they  were  opposed  in  by  an 
*  old-line' Illinois  lawyer,  in  himself  a  genuine  *  charcoal  sketch!'  Jones 
opened  the  case  before  the  jury,  and  our  Vermont  lawyer  followed  in  a  long 
speech,  well  conned,  and  delivered  with  great  accuracy,  and,  as  he  supposed, 
with  astonishing  effect.  It  was  rhetorical,  lofty;  in  short,  magniloquent. 
When  he  closed,  he  wiped  his  brow  with  a  fine,  white,  lavendered  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  looked  about  him  with  the  air  of  an  orator  upon  whose 
efforts  the  welfareof  the  world  depended,  and  5y  whose  efforts  he  felt  conscious 
the  world  had  just  been  saved.  It  was  his  maiden-speech  in  our  court,  and 
every  body  listened  with  attention.  The  opposing  counsel  now  arose,  very 
gravely,  (he  never  smiles,)  and  in  a  tone  and  manner  which  no  words  can 
convey,  said :  *  If  the  court  please,  gentlemen  of  the  jury  :  See  here,  now : 
I  am  goin'  to  answer  Jones  in  this  here  cause  now  in  hearin'.  I  know  Jones  ; 
I  've  know'd  him  a  great  many  years ;  I  can  foUer  him ;  but  this  here  Jones 
feller  I  ain't  a-goin'  to  try  to  foller !  Why,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  there  ain't 
no  use'i  n  tryin'  to  foller  him.     He 's  soar'd  alofl ;  he 's  bu'st  thejelouds ;  he 's 
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gone  clean  beyond  the  dog-star ;  clean  into  the  third  heavens,  gentlemen, 
and  I  put  it  to  you  now,  if  he  has  touched  this  blessed  airth  one  single  time 
durin'  the  whole  time  he  '«  heen  a-speaJcirC  his  piece  !  *  *  The  house '  came 
down,  of  course,  and  the  *  Jones  feller'  vanished  from  the  room,  while  the 
counsel  went  on  in  the  same  grave,  almost  unconscious  vein  of  satire,  and 
then  to  *follerin'  Jones.'  -  -  -  *  While  strolling  slowly  through  the 
sumptuary  department  of  the  Crystal  Palace,  the  other  day,  and  glancing 
casually  at  the  *  purple  and  fine  linen '  with  which  it  is  enriched,  we  encomi- 
tercd  some  specimens  of  the  latter  article,  which  struck  us  as  the  most 
delicate  and  exquisitely-wrought  fabrics  of  their  kind  we  had  ever  seen. 
Reader,  such  things  must  5«,  and  they  may  as  well  be  spoken  of:  they  were 
shirts,  and  such  shirts  as  would  make  even  a  Parisian  chemisier  tear  his  hair 
with  envy.  Gentlemen  whose  *  proposals'  have  been  accepted,  and  who  are 
about  emerging  from  the  chrysalis  state  of  courtship  into  the  butterflyhood  of 
matrimony,  should  inspect  those  shirts.  If  a  bachelor,  about  to  become  a 
Benedick,  desires  to  look  *  trim  as  a  bridegroom,'  we  advise  him  to  beautify 
his  bust  with  one  of  these  damascened  frontlets  of  fine  linen,  which  apper- 
tain to  the  garments  aforesaid.  Green,  of  Number  One,  Astor  House,  is  tiieir 
manufacturer  and  exhibitor,  and  we  have  an  idea  that  any  thing  in  the  way 
of  perfect  fits  and  elegant  styles  that  he  does  not  know,  is  not  worth 
the  knowing.  -  -  -  *  Your  correspondent,'  says  Phil.  O'Grady,  of  Pitts- 
burgh, *  writing  about  *  Bishop  Stevenson,'  does  not  do  him  justice.  The 
Bishop  is  engaged  now  at  the  profitable  business  of  peddling  apples  and 
chestnuts  during  the  week,  and  on  Sundays  he  preaches  to  the  prisoners  in 
the  county  jail,  on  (to  use  his  own  expression)  the  *  criminality  of  crime.' 
One  poor  fellow,  he  says,  he  has  made  shed  tears  *  innumerably.'  He  talks 
something  of  requesting  or  petitioning  the  Pope  to  appoint  him  in  place  of 
our  Bishop  O'Connor.  When  he  gets  the  appointment,  you  will  again  hear 
from  him.  -  -  -  The  following  circumstance  illustrates  what  Mrs. 
Trollope  might  be  disposed  to  call  ^American  Manners : '  *A  man  one  day 
came  to  do  business  with  my  father,  and,  as  was  the  custom  among  many  in 
that  region,  kept  his  head  covered  during  his  stay.  Soon  after  leaving  the 
house,  he  remarked  to  some  one  that  he  had  always  heard  that  General 

M was  very  much  of  a  gentleman,  but  he  didn't  think  so,  *  for,'  said  he, 

*  I  sat  in  his  parlor  half  an  hour  or  more,  with  my  hat  on,  and  he  never  once 
asked  me  to  take  it  off!'  -  -  -  ^Geordie,or  the  King^s  Pet^^  \a  about 
the  best  imitation  of  the  style  of  Mr.  G.  P.  R  Q.  Z.  James,  that  we  have 
ever  encountered.  It  can  scarcely  fail  to  amuse  even  the  great  story-teller 
himself: 

*  It  was  near  mid-night,  toward  the  close  of  the  afternoon,  on  a  sultry  morning  in 
December,  1"^ — ,  previous  to  the  revolution  of  the  last  war,  when  the  burning  moon 
was  settin<jr  in  the  eastern  sky,  castinn^  a  brilliant  shadow  upon  the  gorgeous  clouds, 
which  entirely  obscured  the  tirmnment;  and  the  unclouded  sun  was  sending  dotvn  its 
noon-day  beams  with  an  intensity  of  heat,  like  the  shrieking  of  heavy  thunder  through 
the  deej)  ni()untain-gt»rges  of  the  western  prairies. 

'  Lovely  indi'od,  was  the  sound  of  such  a  spectacle  to  the  feet  of  the  weary  traveller, 
for  three  feline  monsters  of  the  deep  wore  just  crathering  together  for  their  evening 
meal,  and  separating,  ere  the  sun  was  risen,  for  the  sports  of  the  chase,  and  all  things 
betokened  a  response  too  deep  for  utterance. 

*  In  the  ensuing  autumn,  about  two  years  previous  to  the  above-mentioned  merry  ca- 
tastrophe, two  pedestrians  might  have  been  seen  riding  upon  horse-back  in  a  three- 
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wheeled  carriage,  up  to  the  brotr  of  a  precipice  under  the  side  of  a  foresf,  which  had 
been  cut  down  oefore  the  trees  had  begun  to  tiike  root,  and  engaged  in  eating  their 
evening  dinner  by  the  road-side,  in  the  arms  of  Morpheus.  The  eldest  of  the  three 
gentlemen  was  a  young  ladj,  of  about  tifty-three,  and  aoout  two  years  younger  than  the 
other  man,  which  latter  gentleman  was,  from  the  manner  in  which  she  adoressed  him, 
evidently  her  only  and  youngest  daughter. 

*The  remainder  of  tier  dress  consisted  of  two  pair  of  pantaloons,  neatly  buttoned 
round  the  tops  of  her  ears,  and  elegantly  attached  by  a  golden  strap  of  unwoven  silk, 
to  the  axletree  of  the  middle-aged  gentleman's  horse. 

*The  third  individual,  last  mentioned,  was  an  old  gentleman  of  about  twenty-two, 
whose  venerable  features  disclosed  the  livid  hue  of  the  Siberian  negro.  His  bald  head 
was  profusely  covered  with  long  silver  locks  of  sandy  jet,  and  which  he  had  evidently 
lost  Quring  a  severe  attack  of  sea-sickness,  caught  from  the  next-door  neighbor,  who 
resided  several  blocks  from  him  in  the  country.  lie  also  was  richly  attired  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  lady,  being  clothed  in  a  worn-out  frock-coat  which  was  secured  by  straps 
under  his  boots. 

*  llis  feet  were  bare,  and,  save  his  gloves,  he  had  no  garments  to  shield  him  from  the 
balmy  atmosphere.  He  had  lost  both  arms  just  above  his  collar-bone,  and  was  con- 
strained to  wear  crutches.  This,  added  to  his  total  blindness,  rendered  him  an  object 
of  general  admiration.' 


The  writer  closes  with,  *  To  be  continued  in  a /ormer  number.* 
following  will  *  explain  itself.'     As  a  parody  it  is  very  clever : 


Thb 


*  I  LOVK  it,  I  love  it ;  and  who  shall  dnro 
To  chitlo  nie  for  lovinp  the  pei-fiunod  air 
Of  the  sweetest  spicv  herb  that's  given 
To  sorrowing  mortafs  under  heaven  ? 
Poesy  dwells  in  the  burning  cup 
From  wlience  the  incense  curleth  up. 
Sending  Ui  lieaven  forms  more  fair 
Than  ever  had  their  dwelling  thiTo; 
Beings  more  delicately  wrought 
Than  ever  crossed  a  poet's  thouglit. 
The  artist's  pencil  ne  er  portrayed 
Fancies  such  as  smoke  has  made  ; 
Nor  could  the  sculptor  ever  mould 
Such  images  of  marble  cold, 
As  those  that  from  the  blue  wreaths  grow. 
And  round  my  pipe  their  halo  throw. 
My  dear  old  pipe  has  given  birth 
To  tilings  more  bright  than  arc  of  eartli, 
And  forms  the  loveliest  spirit  might 
Well  enw  from  her  throne  of  liglit ; 
Dancing  like  the  sun-beam's  smile 
That  breaks  through  sorrow's  cloud  awhile. 
Then  vanishing  almost  o'er  seen, 
Proving  that  life  is  but  a  dream, 
And  pleasures  fast  away  do  glide, 
As  smoke  that  doth  in  ether  ride, 
Whose  spiral  fairy  wreaths  are  fhiught 
With  many-colored  dreams  of  thouglit 
Thus  musing  in  ray  old  arm-chair, 
Puffing  misfortunes  into  air, 
I  watch  the  cloud  of  visions  fair 
That  hover  nigh,  then  burst  in  air, 
And  dazzle  still  the  longing  eye 
As  they  are  wafted  to  the  sky, 
Ever  chased  by  the  sunny  smile 
Of  other  shapes  and  forms  divine, 
Whose  beautiful  and  joyous  scenes 
Deck  that  glorious  wreath  with  dreams; 
And  while  the  balmy  breatli  I  sip, 
Kissing  my  old  pipes  welcome  lip. 
And  trace  the  fleecy  clouds  that  sail, 

'  Old  smokers '  will  like  this.    -     -     ■ 


Floating  like  a  shadowy  veil, 

I  cannot  wonder  that  tliy  breath 

Is  loved  by  every  son  ol*^  earih : 

The  p(H)r  man's  pride,  the  rich  man's  pleasure, 

Thou  art,  sweet  weed,  to  all  a  treasure ; 

The  richest  of  all  nreclons  plants, 

Prized  by  the  world's  inhabitants, 

In  every  land  that  looks  uiM)n 

The  golden  beams  of  the  bright  sun. 

Cool  sherbet  and  the  loved  chibouque 

iVre  the  luxuries  of  the  Turk, 

As  presage  of  that  endless  bliss 

The  fal'hful  have  in  paradise. 

What  though  soft  and  sweet  be  the  ton© 

Of  .ids  loved  and  beautiful  one ; 

Could  any  earthly  forms  compare 

To  heaven  and  the  Ilourles  there. 

The  lustre  of  whose  diamond  eyes 

Lights  up  the  palace  of  the  sklt^ 

And  from  that  holy,  pure  expanse 

W^elcomes  the  Mussulman's  advance? 

Those  orbs  as  bright  as  the  gazelle's, 

And  bosom  like  tlie  ocean  swells ; 

Whose  pouting  lips,  if  slightly  curled 

By  nride,  might  win  or  lose  a  world  1 

Such  dimpled  cheeks  and  ivory  neck 

Man's  firmest  purposes  would  check ; 

lie  sees  the  fond  liopes  of  his  soul 

Thick  clustering  round  the  Hookah's  bowl, 

And  halls  the  blessed  power  to  lull 

Sorrow,  and  raise  the  Deautlful. 

The  Meerschaum,  too,  born  of  the  sea, 

Is  but  an  altar  raised  to  thee ; 

From  whose  prolific  mouth  doth  rise 

Gossamer  forms  to  greet  the  skies ; 

Fleecy  clouds,  whose  brilliant  tla^hoa, 

Like  the  phcenix,  spring  from  ashes. 

On  barbaric  and  classic  ground 

Will  ay  thy  worshippers  be  found. 

Thou,  fVagrant  plant,  wert  made  to  bless 

Man  in  hb  hours  of  loneliness. 

Elder  P ,  who  whilom  preached 


in  a  certain  town  of  this  *  ked'ntry/  was  so  notorious  for  his  queer  phrases 
and  very  odd  comparisons,  that  it  finally  behoved  the  *  deacons  *  to  remon- 
strate with  him.  The  elder  admitted  the  justice  of  the  charge  brought 
against  him  ;  promised  to  amend  his  speech  henceforward ;  and  hoped  that 
hi.s  failings,  grievous  though  they  were,  would  not  be  the  cause  of  any  duni- 


326  Editor's  TaMe,  [March. 

nution  in  their  brotherly  regard  for  him ;  *  for,  brethren,'  said  he,  *  we  always 
hate  hitched  horses  so  far,  and  I  hope  we  may  hitch  horses  hereafter  in  the 
stables  of  eternal  glory ! '  -  -  -  In  order  to  forward  the  present  number  to 
our  subscribers  on  the  Pacific,  by  the  California  steamer  of  the  twentieth  of 
February,  several  book-notices,  a  tribute  to  the  late  lamented  Judge  Charl- 
ton, with  several  subsections  of  our  own  and  the  *  Little  People's  Gossip/ 
had  to  *  remain  over'  until  our  next 


ILittIt    people's    Sine .  C  a&It. 

*  I  BKLiEVB  you  do  liko  children,  even  if  they  are  not  your  own.  Did  you  ever 
teach  school  ?  /did  once,  'out  west.'  A  precious  time  I  had  of  it,  too;  half  boys  and, 
consequently,  half  girls.  One  day  I  reprimanded  them  for  playing  together.  Out 
spoke  a  little  'chap*  of  four : 

* '  What  harm  is  there  in  playing  with  the  girls,  I  *d  like  to  know  ? '  * 

'Another  wee  fellow  was  learning  to  read  in  a  picture-primer.  He  commenced  one 
morning,  '  II-e-x/  Well,  what  does  that  spell  ?  It  puzzled  him ;  but  after  ogling  at 
the  picture  a  moment,  his  face  suddenly  brightened,  and,  looking  up  triumphantly,  he 
ejaculated, 

"Rooster!" 

'Another,  at  another  time,  happened  to  be  reading  of  the  curious  skin  of  an  elephant. 

' ' Did  you  ever  sec  an  elephant's  skin?  *  I  asked. 

* '  /  have ! '  shouted  a  little  '  six-year-old  *  at  the  foot  of  the  class. 

'  'Where?  '  I  asked,  quite  amused  at  his  eamcslnes.s. 

* '  On  the  i'^phant  ! '  said  he,  with  a  most  provoking  grin. 

'  He  had  to'rn- '  the  elephant,'  that  boy,  young  as  he  was.* 

*A  LtTTLK  boy  came  in  one  morning,  with  his  eyes  wide  open,  and  inquired  if  the 

Chinese  stood  on  their  heads. 
* '  Xo,'  I  answered,  somewhat  surprised  at  the  question :  *  why?  * 
'  *  'Cause,*  said  he,  *  Jim  Biiowx  says  they  live  under  us,  on  the  other  side  of  the 

world,  and  I  do  n't  see  how  they  stick,  any  how.'  * 

'A  LITTLE  fellow,  from  four  to  five  years  old,  having  perforated  the  knee  of  his  trow- 
sers,  was  intensely  delighted  with  a  patch  his  grand-mamma  had  applied.  Ho  would 
ait  and  gaze  upon  it  in  a  state  of  remarkable  admiration ;  and  in  one  of  these  moods 
suddenly  exclaimed : 

' '  Grand-ma  must  put  one  on  t*  other  knee,  and  tico  leJiind,  like  Eddt  Smith's.' 

'  If  the  boy  lives,  he  will  beat  Gov.  Mabct,  two  to  one.* 

'A  new-comer'  into  a  family  is  generally  a  matter  of  wonder  to  the  infantile  mind. 
*  Where  did  it  come  from?  * '  Who  brought  it?  *  are  questions  always  asked  by  children 
at  such  times.  A  few  months  since  we  had  a  darling  babe  bom.  Our  little  ones  were 
filled  with  astonishment.  Question  after  question  was  asked,  but  there  was  no  satisfying 
their  curiosity.  Nothing  short  of  positive  certainly  would  suit  them.  The  matter  was 
talked  over  with  each  other.  At  last  a  little  son,  just  turned  of  eight  years,  solved  the 
mystery  of  the  '  wee  thing's '  birth. 

'  'Angels  had  taken  him  in  their  arms,  and  dropped  him  into  the  doctor's  house,  and 
he  had  brought  him  to  us ! ' 

' '  Xo,'  said  a  charming  daughter  of  five  summers,  '  the  baby  was  found  in  a  basket  of 
flowers,  or  else  in  a  bed  of  roses ! ' 

'  How  will  age  and  experience  take  away  from  these  innocent  children  all  that  now 
seems  so  mysterious,  and  plunge  them  into  mysteries  which  can  never  be  solved  this 
side  of  heaven  I ' 
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'  Oxs  of  the  prattlers  of  our  family  once  said,  on  first  observing  the  moon  : 

*  *  Oh  I  there  is  a  lamp  in  the  skj.* 

'A  baby  brother,  looking  up  the  other  evening  and  seeing  Venus  beside  the  moon,  told 
his  nurse  that '  there  was  a  little  star,  and  the  moon  was  the  father  of  it.' 

*  Tms  morning  the  brightest  of  my  little  flock,  a  darling  boy,  who  has  only  numbered 
three  and  a  half  years,  was  walking  with  his  nurse;  as  they  approached  a  small  ice-pond 
which  is  near  the  house,  she  told  him  that  he  must  never  go  near  that  pond. 

*  *  Why  not  ?  *   (Children  must  always  have  a  reason  given  them  for  every  assertion.) 
'  *  Because,'  she  replied,  *  Georgey,  you  would  get  drowned,  and  then  I  should  feel 

*  >  bad ! ' 

' '  Th«n,  Eliza,  I  would  not  speak  to  you,  but  I  'd  go  up  to  heaven.* 

*  *  I  should  feel  «o^'sorry  for  that/  replied  the  nurse ;  *  I  should  cry— for  what  should 
I  do  without  George  ? ' 

*  He  stood  in  a  thoughtful  posture  for  a  moment,  and  then  turning  around,  he  says  : 

*  *  Eliza,  just  yow  jump  in  and  drown  yourself,  and  come  up  to  heaven,  and  I  will  let 
you  in ! " 

'A  LITTLE  girl  here,  after  repeating  her  usual  prayer  which  her  sick  mother  had  taught 
her,  asked  if  she  might  say  *  words  of  her  own.'    Leave  being  given,  she  went  on : 

*  *  0  Lord!  don't  let  my  ma  die,  nor  my  pa,  nor  gran'-  pa,  nor  gran'- ma,  nor  any  of 
my  uncles  and  aunts,  or  any  of  my  cousins;  and  don't  let  our  hired  girl  die;  but,  0 
Lord,  you  may  let  who  else  die  you  are  a  mind  to ! ' 

*  I  WAS  amused,  and  perhaps  you  will  be,  at  a  remark  of  a  four-year  youngster  of  my 
acquaintance.  He  has  a  brother,  a  few  months  old,  that  he  is  particularly  fond  of.  A 
few  days  ago,  a  visitor  told  him  she  wanted  to  take  Babt  home  with  her,  and  his  per- 
mission. *  No,'  said  he,  *  we  can't  spare  him ;  but  I  '11  tell  you  what  to  do  —  ask  God  I 
/A'/Z  tell  you  how  to  get  one  exactly  like  him.' 

*  Ix  our  household,  is  a  bright  little  boy  of  six  years.  A  few  days  since,  one  of  the 
family,  in  the  course  of  a  '  talk '  with  him,  made  some  remark  about  '  fighting-men.' 
Sammy  answered,  '  Men  that  fight  are  wicked.'  He  was  asked  if  Gen.  Washington  was 
a  wicked  man?  Sammy  instantly  asked  *  if  Gen.  Washington  was  not  a  soldier?' 
«  Yes.'    *  Well,  soldiers  have  to  fight ! ' 

*A  LITTLE  nephew  of  mine,  a  *  five-year-old,'  whose  mind  was  running  on  holiday 
subjects,  said  to  hid  father : 

*  'Papa!  does  Santa  Glaus  travel  all  over  the  world  at  Christmas?  ' 

*  *  Yes,  my  son,'  was  the  answer. 

*  *  I  should  n't  think  he  'd  go  to  Africa,'  said  the  child. 

*  '  Why  not  ? '  he  was  asked. 

*  *  Why,  because  they  have  got  no  stocHngt  there  / ' ' 

*Odr  little  'Eddy'  sometimes  says  queer  things:  most  little  boys  of  two  years  of 
a^e  do.  A  few  nights  ago,  having  just  finished  a  'famous'  piece  of  pie,  of  which  he 
is  very  fond,  he  was  summoned  by  his  mother  to  *8ay  his  prayers'  and  go  to  bed. 
Kneeling  at  her  side,  he  repeated  after  her  that  heaven-taught  petition,  '  Our  Father 
which  art  in  Heaven,'  etc.,  until  she  came  to  the  passage,  *  Give  us  this  day  our  daily 
hready  — when,  raising  his  head,  and  looking  up  into  her  face,  he  said: 

* '  Oh,  no.  Mother !  — pie  !  —  say  pie  ! ' 

'  Here  is  part  of  a  letter  which  I  have  just  received  from  a  daughter  nine  years  old, 
who  is  now  at  boarding-school ;  placed  there,  because  she  was  one  of  those  who  know 
too  much  to  live  at  home : 

* '  My  Dear  Father  :  I  was  very  glad  to  hear  from  yon  and  hear  you  was  well ;  bnt  I  was  not 
a  bit  glad  to  hear  that  mother  had  a  baby,  because  it  was  a  boy.  I  should  be  very  glad  if  it  was  a 
little  girl,  but  I  hate  boys  worse  than  ever.  Now,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  what  you  ought  to  name 
him.    I  am  gohig  to  choose  a  homely  name,  because  I  dont  think  boys  ought  to  have  pretty  names. 
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Boyfl  aro  squealing  all  the  time.  You  don't  have  one  minute's  ])cace  whUo  Ihoro  is  a  l)oy4Mibv  in 
the  hoiis«; :  but  when  yon  have  a  baby-fW**/*  in  the  house,  you  never  hear  it  ciy.  Name  him 
Pktek  :  that  is  good  enouph  for  a  boy.  You  must  excuse  me  (or  writing  so  much  about  boys:  the 
reamn  I  write  tH)  much  about  bo}'8  is  because  I  don't  like  them.' 

*  Don't  you  think  she  bids  fair  to  be  a  perfect '  Woraan's-Right '  woman?  * 

*  'Our  folks*  have  all  been  delighted  with  the  rich  religious  developments  of  'infant 
minds '  furnished  by  your  Editor's  Table.  Their  perusal  has  called  to  mind  some  inci- 
dents in  the  history  of  our  juveniles. 

'When  'our  'Gis.*  was  a  'three-year-old,'  he  had  been  for  some  dajs  anticipating 
with  great  delight  a  visit  to  his  gnind-purents,  who  resided  a  half-day's  ride  from  our 
home.  But  it  stormed  day  after  day,  so  that  he  could  not  go;  until  'hope  deferred' 
made  his  little  heart  sick.  As  his  mother  saw  htm  to  his  bed,  she  bade  him  repeat  his 
usual  prayer;  which  he  did,  with  a  slight  CKtnufion,  as  follows: 

'  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep, 
I  prav  the  T»ri)  my  soul  to  keep. 
If  I  should  die  before  I  wake, 
1  r)ray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take 
To  Vanbiwy^  to-morroic  morning !^  ' 

'  WiLLiK  was  less  than  two  years  old,  but  he  had  been  taught  to  lisp  the  words  of  the 
Lord's  Prayer,  without,  apparently,  a  'realizing  consciousness'  of  their  import,  nntil 
one  evening  he  repeated,  'Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread,'  when  he  looked  up  archly, 
and  said  he  did  not  want  any  more  supper.  He  was  told  to  pniy  for  to-morrow,  when 
he  repeated  again,  'Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread,  and  pieyioo,  (rran*ma:^  and 
ever  after,  he  chose  to  interline  his  pravcrs  with  requests  for  his  favorite  articles  of 
food.' 

'  Freddt,  although  but  two  and  a  half  years  old,  was  quite  a  logician,  and  frequently 
startled  us  by  his  sage  remarks.  He  had  been  sick  and  confined  within  doors  for  some 
days.  On  ,S;ibbath  morning,  the  sun  shone  brightly  after  a  long  storm;  and  with  great 
glee  he  told  his  mother  that  he  was  wtil,  and  should  run  out  on  the  piazza,  should  ride 
with  Georck  the  coachman  to  the  cars,  should  walk  in  the  streets,  and  enjoy  himself  in 
a  variety  of  ways.  Uis  mother  told  him  it  was  the  Sabbath,  and  he  must  remain  quietly 
in  the  house.    After  a  moment's  serious  reflection,  he  said : 

'  '1  wish  there  were  no  Sabbaths,  for  they  are  they  are  the  worsest  day^in  the  week. 
They  don't  have  no  walk,  no  ride  in  the  coach,  no  train  of  cars,  no  play,  and  no  nothing. 
If  1  was  at  Grand-pa's,  I  could  see  the  lambs,  the  calves,  and  the  chickens;  but  I  had 
just  as  liof  be  sick  as  well  here,  on  the  Sabbath.' 

'He  coniinuod  his  complaints  for  some  time,  in  the  same  serio-comical  strain,  half 
laughing  and  half  crying,  when  his  mother  turned  her  face  from  him  to  hide  her  smiles. 
Mistaking  her  emotion,  he  said: 

'  'I  know  it  is  sinful.  Mother,  to  say  so,  but  Sabbath  m  the  worsest  day;  and  there 
ain't  a  single  week  but  one  comes  ta'f'jimj  ahiyj  to  plague  me,  and  keep  me  from  my 
play." 

'  I  HAVE  a  little  boy  named  Edward,  of  whom  numberless  anecdotes  are  told.  I  con- 
tine  myself  to  the  following,  which  1  regard  as  worthy  of  a  place  on  your  side-table. 
I,ASt  sunnner,  when  he  was  about  three  years  old,  a  certain  July  day,  hot  and  sultry, 
wound  up  its  operations  with  a  grand  linale,  in  the  shape  of  a  territic  thunder-storm.  I 
was  rather  busy  over  your  latest,  and  at  the  nearest  window  our  little  golden-haired 
'joy  of  the  household '  stood,  contemplating  with  interest  the  progress  of  the  storm. 
Suddenly  a  flash  of  lightning,  of  excessive  brilliancy,  burst  from  the  cloud,  and  light- 
ened up  the  room ;  and  I  heard  the  little  boy  exclaim  in  ecstacics: 

' '  Oh  Pa !  just  come,  and  *<<•  the  rain-how  u'inl'in'j ! ' ' 

'A  GRAXDSON  of  the  present  Governor  of  Virginia,  a  child  of  some  four  or  fire  sum- 
mers, was  on  a  visit  to  his  maternal  grand-father,  who  is  a  wealthy  landholder  in  Ohio. 
One  day,  after  making  his  first  visit  to  a  Sabbath-school,  and  being  duly  impressed  with 
the  religii»us  lessons  taught  there,  he  took  his  grand-father  down  on  the  farm  to  show 
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and  gather  the  fruit  of  a  large  walnut-tree,  which  was  ripe  and  readj  for  the  harvest. 
On  the  way,  the  little  fellow,  with  th.e  philosophy  which  *  reads  sermon  in  stones/  said : 

*  *  Grand-pa,  who  does  all  these  woods  and  fields  belong  to  ?  ' 

*  *  Why,'  said  the  matter-of-fact  gentleman,  *  to  me.* 

*  *No,  Sir,'  emphatically  responded  the  child,  *they  belong  to  God.* 

*  The  grand-father  said  nothing  till  they  reached  the  richly-laden  tree,  when  he  said : 

*  *  Well,  my  boy,  whom  does  this  tree  belong  to  ?  * 

'  This  was  a  poser,  and  for  a  moment  the  boy  hesitated ;  but,  casting  a  longing  look 

upon  the  nuts,  he  replied : 

'Well,  Grand-father,  the  tree  belongs  to  God,  but  the  walnuts  are  ours.' 

f 
'A  LITTLE  girl  of  five  years  was  one  day  much  delighted  with  a  small  basket  which 

had  been  presented  to  her.    Her  sister,  some  two  years  older,  wanted  to  hang  it  on  her 

own  arm,  and  take  a  little  walk.    Ikliss,  of  course,  objected  to  this,  and  said  she  wanted 

to  carry  her  own  basket,  *  or  every  body  will  think  it 's  yours.* 

*  *No,'  said  the  elder,  '  if  any  one  asks,  I  will  tell  them  it  is  yours.' 

*  *  Yes,'  replied  the  child,  indignantly,*  '  if  we  meeted  some  little  fool  that  says  'Whose 
is  that?'  why,  you  will  tell  them ;  but  nice  people  don't  ask  such  questions;  and  so 
every  little  fool  will  know  it 's  mine,  and  all  the  nice  people  will  think  it 's  yours!  * 

'And  so  she  very  wisely  refused  to  be  cajoled  by  such  a  flimsy  pretext.' 

*  I  HAVK  a  little  boy,  who  made  me  laugh  a  few  mornings  ago.  He  had  heard  me 
reading,  in  the  Bible,  Christ's  declaration  to  Peter  :  '  Get  thee  behind  me,  Satan  ;  ' 
and  also,  that  'Man  should  not  live  by  bread  alone,*  etc.  There  was  evidently  but  a 
confused  notion  of  the  matter  in  his  little  brain ;  and  when  his  mother  set  his  breakfast 
before  him,  I  overheard  the  following : 

'  My  son,  you  were  so  late  in  rising,  this  morning,  that  I  have  nothing  left  for  your 
breajcfast,  but  bread-and-butter.* 

*  'Mamma,  I  do  n't  like  bread-and-butter !  * 

' '  Yes,  my  child,  but  you  should  think  how  many  poor  little  boys  there  are  who  can- 
not get  food  of  ant/  kind,  and  be  very  thankful  that  you  can  get  this.* 

'  *  But,  Mamma,  did  n't  I  hear  Papa  reading  how  that  Cueist  said  unto  Satan,  'Man 
shall  not  live  by  bread-and-butter  alone  ?  * 

'And  the  serious  air  with  which  it  was  uttered,  formed  no  small  part  of  the  ludicrous 
♦•haracter  of  the  scene. 

'I  am  much  pleased  with  the  juvenile  portion  of  your  'Grossip,*  and  hope  it  may  be 
continued.  The  little  folks  often  amuse  me  more  than  any  grown  children  can.  I 
would  not  lose  all  my  childhood  as  I  grow  old.  Leave  me,  at  least,  the  ability  to  love 
children,  and  to  sympathize  in  all  their  interests,  cares,  and  enjoyments.* 

A  DEAR  little  girl,  between  six  and  seven  years  old,  wrote,  from  the  country,  the 
following  letter  to  her  father  in  town.  There  is  something  comical  in  the  idea  of 
'jumping  over  the  moon  for  joy,*  at  hearing  that  her  parents,  who  had  been  ill,  had 
recovered.  Moreover,  her  delight  at  seeing  the  sun  rise,  and  her  doubt  as  to  whether 
her  father,  a  New-Yorker,  had  ever  witnessed  that  phenomenon,  is  especially  amusing: 

'IffrnpnUad,  Feb.  1, 1854 

'My  Dear  Old  Fadee  and  Mudder:  I  hope  you  are  well,  and  you  must  conic  up  and  see  us. 
Julia  and  I  are  knitting.    I  was  so  glad  to  hear  that  you  and  Ma  was  bettor,  that  I  came  near 

Jumping  over  the  Moon.    I  have  been  with  Julia  to  Miss  W to-day  to  pi-actice  singing. 

I  have  Been  the  Sun  rise  several  times.  Did  you  ever  see  It,  Pa?  Oli,  wliat  Pretty  sight  it  is!  1 
hope  you  won't  get  the  small  Pox.  I  have  had  a  nice  time  with  Jtli  a.  Does  Henry  want  to  hear 
me  sing  yet?  docs  Nelly  walk  yet?  I  will  come  and  make  you  a  little  visit  one  of  these  days 
and  sing  for  you.  We  got  the  basket  safe  and  Oh  how  goo<l  those  Apples  were !  Grandma  thanks 
vou  very  much.  We  all  send  much  love  to  you  all—  Particular  Nelly.  I  receive<l  your  good  long 
letter,    from  your  runaway  Hatty  V ." 

'Before  woman's-rights  had  progressed  as  far  as  they  now  have,  a  little  girl,  one 
day  at  play,  wanted  a  younger  sister  to  take  the  least  responsible  duty  of  the  play-house, 
and  be  mother;  but  the  youngest,  an  embryo  woman's-right  woman,  preferred  the  part 
of  father;  for,  said  she,  'Mothers  have  to  cook  and  wash,  and  nurse  the  baby,  while 
fathers  only  just  put  a  cigar  in  their  mouth,  and  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  and  walk 
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up  street."    Tliis  evinced  conaidcrable  obscrFation  for  a  child  of  three  years:  and,  in 
fact,  old^r  people  have  seen  something  of  the  same  sort/ 

'A  VBR7  little  girl,  young  enough  to  sleep  in  a  crib  by  the  bed  of  her  parents,  awoke 
one  night,  when  the  full  moon  was  shining  into  her  bed-room,  and  calling  to  her  father, 
she  exclaimed : 

*  *  Father !  Father !  Oon  has  forgot  to  blow  the  moon  out !  Won't  you  open  the  win- 
dow, and  let  me  blow  it  out? ' 

'Another  little  girl,  of  nearly  the  same  age,  and  living  very  near  to  her,  was  found 
one  evening  alune  in  her  mother's  bed-room,  when  she  very  quietly  remarked  to  her 
mother : 

*  *  I  have  been  having  a  season  of  prayer  ffcr  the  poor  children  at  the  Five-Points,' 

*  Will  not  such  prayers  go  up  higher  than  many  others  from  older  persons  ? ' 

'  I  HAVE  a  couple  of  little  nieces  —  twins — so  much  alike,  as  to  render  a  distinction 
impossible  to  any  but  their  parents.  I  remember  once  leaching  one  of  them  a  lesson 
in  the  catechism.    I  commenced  with  the  question :  '  *  Who  made  you? ' 

*  She  replied  correctly:  *God.' 

*  *  Why  did  he  make  you  ? ' 
*A  correct  reply,  again. 

' '  In  whose  image  and  likeness  did  he  make  you  * ' 

* '  Why,*  says  she,  speaking  very  quick,  ^lle  made  me  the  very  ima^e  and  liJcen€99  of 
my  sister  CUtra  ! ' 


Srict  "Sniittn  of  T^'cfn   IJubUrationf. 

There  arc  few  readers  who  take  an  interest  in  the  subject  of  Geology,  but  will  wel- 
come a  volume  from  the  house  of  Phillips,  Sampson  and  Coxpakt,  Boston,  by  President 
Hitchcock,  of  Amherst  College,  (Mass.)  entitled  Mn  Outline  of  the  Oeciogy  of  the 
(rlobey  and  the  Unitetl  States  in  Particular.^  The  author  is  known,. as  an  eminent  geo- 
logist, in  both  hemispheres,  by  his  work  on  *  Elementary  Geology.*  There  are  two 
geological  maps,  which  teach  more,  by  a  few  moments'  inspection,  than  many  pages  of 
letter-press.    Sketches  are  also  given  of  characteristic  American  fossils. 

*The  Coin-Collector*s  ManuaJy  from  Bangs,  Brother  and  CoHPAirr,  will  be  a 
rade-mccuni  to  the  numismatic  student  in  forming  a  cabinet  of  coins.  It  comprises 
an  historical  and  critical  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of  coinage,  from  the  earii- 
cst  period  to  the  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire,  together  with  an  account  of  the  coinages 
of  modern  Europe,  and  especially  of  Great  Britain.  It  contains  upward  of  one  hundred 
and  fiHy  illustrations,  on  wood  and  steel.  The  information  embodied  in  the  woric  is 
copious  and  accurate,  and  yet  clear  of  technicalities  and  minutiae.  Its  arrangement  is 
strictly  chronological.  It^  begins  with  the  first  indications  of  positive  .'coinage  among 
the  Greeks,  gives  the  general  state  of  the  Greek  coinage  at  the  decline  of  the  kingdoms 
of  the  Maccedonian  empire,  the  Roman  coinage,  and  after  the  fall  of  the  *  mistress  of 
the  world,'  that  of  modern  Europe.  And,  what  is  a  great  merit,  the  matter  is  so  ar- 
ranged as  to  present  itself  in  a  readimj  form,  instead  of  in  dry  catalogues.  A  series 
of  indexes  at  the  end,  essential  for  reference,  leave  nothing  to  be  desired  in  a  work  of 
this  description. 

Messrs.  Lippincott,  Grambo,  and  Comp.vnt,  Philadelphia,  have  issued  a  new  and 
complete  edition  of  the  ^Poetical  Worls  of  John  Milton^^  under  the  careful  editorship 
of  Profe  sor  Charles  Dexter  Clevel.vnd,  of  Philadelphia.  The  work  embraces  a  life 
of  the  author,  preliminary  dissertations  on  each  poem,  notes  critical  and  explanatory, 
an  index  to  the  subjects  of  *  Paradise  Lost,'  and  a  verbal  index  to  all  the  poems,  l^c 
whole  is  a  most  successful  attempt  to  make  the  poems  of  Milton  more  widely  circu- 
lated, intelligently  read,  and  wisely  appreciated. 


O  R  I  G  I  NAL      PAP  E  R  S. 


Art.  I.    PLAGIARISM.    Br  A.  MtrcbBLL, 331 

II.    LINES:  THE  DAYS  OP  YORE, 335 

III.  STANZAS :  APRIL     By  J.  H.  Witsow, 337 

IV.  A  SKULL-ANDBONE  SKETCH.    By 'Viator,' 888 

V.    LINES:  THE  DEAD, 851 

VL    ON  A  SHIP  FOUNDERING  AT  SEA, 352 

VIL    PASSION-FLOWE   8 353 

Vin.    STANZAS:  REMEMBRANCES.    B'  'SroMA,* ggj 

IX.    THE  COMPLAYNTE  Oy  WEN  AND  WOMEN, 863 

X.    THINGS  REMEMBRRED.    By  A  Country  Par«on, 864 

XI.    NATIVE  LAND.    By  Isaac  MacLkllan, 371 

XII.    ISLAND  SKETCHES.    By  Jame«  Linkn, 874 

XIIL    TREES:  FLOWERS:  THE  DEAD.     By  E.  W.  B.  Canning, 377 

XIV.    THE  GYPSIES  OF  ART.    By  Charlrb  Abtor  Bristed, 378 

XV.    NOT  LOST,  BUT  GONE  BEFORE.    By  Elizabcth  M.  Brackrtt,  .....    383 

XVI.    TRANSCRIPTS.    By  Frrdkrick  L.  Vclte, 88* 

XVIL    LINES:  SUMMER-NIGHT  RAIN, S9t 

XVIII.    SPRING-TIME.    By  Thomas  Mackkllar, 393 

XIX.    A  DAY  ON  A  WESTERN  RAILWAY,    By  Nbshota, 39j 

XX.    STANZAS  :  AMERICA 39f 

XXL    MY  DUEL  WITH  CAPTAIN  ELLIOTT, 4O0 

XXII.    STANZAS :  LUNACTES, 40( 

LiTERABY  Notices  : 

1.  THE  HIVE  OP  THE  BEE-HUNTER.    By  THOMAi  B.  Tborpk, 407 

2.  THE  APOCALYPSE  UNVEILED, 40f 

3.  UNITED  STATES'  GRINNELL  EXPEDITION.    By  E.  K.  Kanb,  MJ) 4IO 

4.  SCOTIA'S  BARDS T 4H 

5.  NOCTES  AMBR0§IAN-B  OF  BLACKWOOD'S  MAGAZINE, ^    414 

Editor's  Table: 

1.  southey  on  the  authorship  of  'the  doctor,'. 4i5 

2.  another  letter  from  down  the  river, 41f 

3.  brillat-savarin:  letter  from  'carl  benson,' 422 

4.  THE  LATE  ROBERT  M.  CHARLTON, 4og 

5.  GOSSIP  WITH  READERS  AND  CORRESPONDENTS, 437 

1.  Thb  Last  Sbrbnadb:  by  Hknry  P.  Lkland,  Esq.  2.  AMUitNo  Lkttcr  from 
Colonel  Piprs,  or  Pipkhvillk:  *Skeinotbe  Klkpiiant:'  'The  Minbrs'  Trn 
Commandments:'  N«w  Sonqs  by  Oolo<«el  Pipes:  a  *  Pipe-Stem'  Parody, 
3.  A  'Vision  or  THE  Night:'  a  Chanoepul  Pit  tire.  4.  Ah  Invitatton  prom 
Central  New-Jkrsky  :  Jersey  Mud:  Pbaihes.    5   Mr.  Julius  CLcsar  Han- 

KIBAL  ON  RoOSTERfi  AND  POLITICIANS.      6     '  PhILO's  *   *PoETICAL  EpISTLE  T(>  THE 

F.OIT0R.'    7.  REMiNiscENcita  OP  Incidents  in  the  Country,  when  this 'Old 

Knick'  was  New:  *  Raising  the  Wind:'   How  we  fixed  Old  J at  a 

♦HrfiKiNO-BEE.'    8.  California  Quartz-Gold:  Bicautiful  Present  prom  Kx- 
Alderman  James  Grant.  Rkoister  of  San-Francisco.    0.  *All  for  Love  ksd 
A   Little  for  the  Buttle.'    10.  A  Daoibirean   Anecdote.     11.  a  Poor 
*  Selp-Opiniated  '  Man.    12.  ♦  QrviNO  Orders  '  under  Difficulties.    13,  •  Ta- 

KISQ  SOMBTHINQ  '  AT  A  GROCERY  :   JUDOB  B OP  OtilO.     14.   CaLICOES  AND  Na- 

Tio.NAL  Airs.  15.  A  Correction.  16.  A  *  Highpalcting*  Sinoing-Mastbr, 
17.  Amusing  Reminiscbnces  op  thb  War  in  MExica  18.  The  First  ano  Last 
Dublin  Illinois.  19.  Scientipic  Conolooical  i'oetry.  20.  A  Droll  Inch •rnt 
IN  Brooklyn:  A  Juvknilb  Letter-Carrie r  :  Letter  prom  a  Lady  Disclosing 
her  Age.  21.  Canvassi<(0  for  the  Knick kr bock ^r  in  California:  'Thb 
Pionbbr' Monthly  Magazine.  22.  A  Curous  THANKsolVlNO-^'BRM0N.  by  Rey. 
Dr.  Smith,  of  Waxhinoton,  D.  C.  28.  Hbkring'8  Painting,  'Glimpse  at  an 
Enoush  Homestead:'  Lander's 'Christ  Teaching  Humility.'  ^4.  *All  the 
Same  in  Dutch.'  2-^.  Rockland-Lake  Ice  :  the  Lake  and  its  Associations: 
*The  Departed.'  W.  A  *  Flat-footed  Candidate'  f.»r  Justice  of  thb  i'bac& 
27.  A  '  Model  Juror'  28.  Mr.  Frederick  S.  C«»»beni'  Lecture  on  amkricak 
Poetry.  ic9.  Presentation  of  Plate  to  Abram  C  'Zzens,  i-SQ.,  IjATB  Prbsident 
of  the  Amebican  Art-Union.    80.  Deferred  Articlbs. 


XKTXRSS  AOCOROIKO  TO  ACT  Or  C0MORBB8,   XK  TBB  TBAK  1854,   BT 

SAMUEL    HUS3T0N. 
i:^  rax  crrcx's  ofpicb  or  tbb  x>tiitrict  cocrt  of  tbb  cvxtbd  STATta  VOA  tbb 

•  OCTBKRN   rtSTRICT   OF   XBW-TORK 


JOHN  A.  GRAY, 

PRIKTXB, 

»7  Cliff,  cor.  Frankfort  St.,  New  Tor 


THE    KNICKEEBOCKEK. 


Vol.   XLIII.  APRIL,    1864.  No.  4 


PLAGIARISM 


BY     A.     MITCHELL, 


•  Show  that  your  pigs  are  fat,  not  what  they  are  fed  upon,'  we  believe 
is  an  old  Greek  adage.  From  it  we  infer  that  butchers  in  old  times 
were  not  what  they  are  now-a-days.  The  great  skill  and  keen  analyti- 
cal powers  of  butchers  of  the  present  day  render  utterly  futile  all 
attempts  to  conceal  what  fat  swine  are  fed  upon ;  the  dissecting-knife 
is  remorselessly  thrust  into  them,  and  all  the  secrets  of  their  organiza- 
tion are  at  once  laid  bare.  Other  animals  are  by  no  means  exempt 
from  the  same  fate.  Unusual  fatness  in  any  animal  at  once  provokes 
a  disposition  to  cut  him  up,  and  discover  what  sort  of  food  he  has  been 
fed  upon.  Using  fat  hogs  as  a  figure  of  speech  for  popular  authors, 
(although  there  would  be  no  figure  of  speech  in  comparing  some  of 
them  to  both  fat  and  lean  hogs — the  great  Caledonian  boar,  James 
Hogg,  is  one  instance ;  the  great  English  bore,  Dr.  Johnson,  another,) 
they  are  particularly  exposed  to  the  butcher-knife  of  the  critic.  They 
are.  irffact,  in  danger  of  being  twice  stttck  —  once  by  the  publisher, 
and  again  by  the  critic.  Human  nature  is  such  that  we  cannot  brook 
superiority  with  patience,  and,  of  course,  in  all  ages  of  the  world  excel- 
lence of  every  kind  has  always  been  subjected  to  a  severe  ordeal  of 
criticism.  But  critics,^  in  the  time  of  the  ancient  Greeks,  had  not  at^ 
tained  that  point  of  skill  and  acuteness  to  which  they  have  since  arrived,     v 

A  charge  of  plagiarism  against  an  author  is  considered  as  pretty  sure 
evidence  of  his  superiority  as  a  writer.  It  is  an  indirect  confession  of 
his  fatness ;  and  evinces  a  disposition  on  the  part  of  the  critic  who 
makes  the  charge,  to  prove  that  it  was  dishonestly  acquired.  Charges 
of  this  kind  most  frequently  come  from  young  men  of  small  reading 
and  little  experience.  It  is  said,  with  a  good  deal  of  truth,  that  there 
is  nothing  old  in  this  country  except  our  young  men.  Of  course  it  is 
not  pretended  that  they  have  become  infinn  and  bowed  down  by  any 
ordinary  weights  which  usually  attach  to  their  number  of  years ;  but 
it  is  the  vast  knowledge  they  have  acquired,  and  the  wasting  and  terri- 
ble experience  they  have  been  through,  that  have  rendered  them  super- 
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nnnuated.  They  have  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shallows  of  books 
and  life.  They  have  dived  so  deep  into  the  pure  waters  of  light  litera- 
ture and  the  tiurgid  waters  of  metaphysics,  &at,  in  both  instances,  they 
have  brought  up  mud  from  the  bottom.  Dr.  Johnson  used  to  say  that 
by  readuig  fivp  hours  a  day  a  man  could  attain  a  very  considerable  fund 
of  information  at  the  age  of  sixty.  Young  men  who  have  never  devoted 
any  thing  like  that  number  of  hours  a  day  to  reading,  complain  bitterly 
of  the  dearth  of  originality  in  modern  literature.  It  is  difficult  for  them 
to  find  in  a  new  book  any  thing  but  stale  facts.  With  less  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century's  experience,  they  have  become  palled  and  ennuied  with 
the  monotony  of  life  and  the  scarcity  of  new  ideas.  One  of  these  preco- 
cious old  gentlemen,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  clasping  his  hands  behind 
his  head  and  yawning,  thus  criticises,  in  a  drawling  tone,  to  his  com- 
panion, a  popular  book  of  the  season : 

*  I  say,  Andrew,  my  dear  boy,  I  have  been  turning  over  the  leaves  of 
this  book  in  the  hopes  of  finding  something  new  in  it ;  but  all  the 
thoughts  seem  to  wear  a  familiar  aspect.  They  look  like  old  acquaint- 
ances with  mustaches  and  long  hair  adde^  since  I  saw  them  last.  It 
seems  to  be  a  book  made  up  of  old  truths  dressed  in  a  new  garb.  How 
one  longs  for  something  fresh  and  original ;  something  penetrating  the 
mysteries  of  our  nature,  like  the  early  works  of  Shelley  and  Coleridge, 
of  George  Sand  and — Tupper !  It  is  perfectly  astomshing  with  what 
plain  food  the  pubUc  taste  is  satisfied  now-a-days,  aw !  * 

The  turning-point  in  life  comes  at  a  very  early  period  with  these  pre* 
cocious  old  gentlemen.  If  nature  is  strong  enough  in  them  to  carry 
them  safely  through  it,  they  grow  young  and  less  mature  in  feeling  very 
rapidly  as  they  advance  in  years,  and  they  become  less  exacting  for 
something  Tiew  in  every  author. 

*As  for  originality,*  said  Byron,  in  his  journal,  *  all  pretensions  to  it 
are  ridiculous ;  *  there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.' ' 

Emerson  says  an  author  is  original  in  proportion  to  the  amount  he 
steals  from  Plato ;  and  to  those  who  are  not  much  acquainted  with 
Plato,  he  thus  divulges  the  secret  of  much  of  his  claim  to  originality. 
We  know  of  no  one  book  so  much  calculated  to  convince  a  man  that 
there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun  as  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancnoly. 
When  a  young  man  has  become  enamored  of  a  new  book  that  he  thinks 
abounds  in  ^  new  light,'  he  had  better  read  Burton  carefully.  By  so 
doing,  he  will  be  prett}'  sure  to  have  his  admiration  lowered  a  peg,  at 
least.  Montaigne  (who,  whatever  his  merit  as  an  original  writer  may 
be,  produced  what  Lord  Halifax,  the  most  fastidious  critic  of  his  time, 
pronounced  the  most  readable  book  he  ever  met  with,)  compares  his 
writings  to  a  thread  that  binds  the  flowers  of  others,  and  that  by  inces- 
santly pouring  the  waters  of  a  few  good  old  authors  into  his  sieve,  some 
drops  fall  upon  his  paper. 

The  principal  diflerence  between  Lord  Brougham  and  some  unlearned 
wood-sawyers  may  be,  that  the  mind  of  the  former  has  been  enriched 
and  strengthened  with  the  thoughts,  experience,  and  observation  of  others ; 
they  have  become  incorporated  with  himself,  and  form  a  part  of  his 
identity  ;  and  the  latter  lack  this  advantage.  In  short,  one  has  coltaie, 
and  the  others  have  not. 
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What  is  often  tenned  originality,  is  more  a  manu&ctured  article  than 
a  natural  product.  Moore,  in  dwelling  upon  the  elaborate  care  with 
which  all  the  performances  of  Sheridan  were  prepared,  was  led  to  ex- 
claim, '  genius  is  patience.'  An  original  thinker  may  be  considered  as 
one  who  has  grown  mentally  fat  upon  the  food  great  minds  in  all  ages 
of  the  world  have  afibrded  him.  Montaigne  and  Emerson,  as  we  have 
seen,  have  confessed,  with  careless  frankness,  some  of  the  sources  of 
their  originality. 

Of  course  it  is  necessary  that  nature  should  have  furnished  a  tolera- 
bly broad  and  capacious  foundation  for  mental  fatness  to  be  laid  upon. 
It  is  impossible  to  make  a  very  fat  hog  of  a  Guinea  pig.  All  men  have 
not  a  disposition,  and  could  not  cultivate  one,  to  grapple  with  the  deep 
and  subtle  thoughts  of  profound  minds.  '  Books,  books/  says  Bulwer ; 
'  magnets  to  which  all  iron  minds  insensibly  move.'  Idinds  of  a  softer 
metal,  of  a  less  investigating  character,  do  not  move  in  that  direction. 
The  mind  grows  by  what  it  feeds  upon,  and  no  man  can  be  an  original 
thinker  without  a  good  deal  of  knowledge.  All  that  was  wanting,  per- 
haps, to  develope  the  powers  of  '  the  village  Hampden,'  '  the  mute, 
inglorious  Milton,'  and  ^  the  guiltless  Cromwell,'  that  the  country  church- 
yard contained,  was  knowledge.  But  knowledge  is  of  no  value  unless 
it  is  well  digested ;  and  in  this  respect  nature  is  an  infallible  guide. 
Minds,  like  stomachs,  have  little  relish  for  food  they  cannot  digest ;  and 
there  is  every  variety  of  strength  in  the  digestive  powers  of  the  mind 
as  of  the  body. 

New  thoughts,  in  regard  to  human  nature,  at  least,  m)pt  be  exceed- 
ingly rare,  but  new  combinations  of  thoughts  are  of  less  frequent  oc- 
currence. 

The  youthful  genius  works  out  into  comeliness  of  shape,  with  great 
pain  and  labor,  what  he  conceives  to  be  a  bright,  original  "flioi^ht.  As 
he  advances  in  years,  and  as  his  knowledge  becomes  moBtwe^ve,  he 
is  led  to  beHeve  that  the  thought  was  old  in  the  time  o^J^poaster  and 
Confucius.  Human  nature  was  as  well  understoocL-^Wig  before  Solo- 
mon's time  as  it  is  now.  It  is  only  in  scientific  kno*^edge  that  so  many 
new  truths  have  been  discovered,  and  such  vas*  progwii  made.  It  is 
affirmed  by  the  highest  authority  that  nothing  *ew  or  vate.ble  in  princi- 
ples or  practical  wisdom  has  been  added  to  ^at  thaw'Oias  of.  Aristotle 
and  Cicero  contain  on  the  subject  of  gov«fnnaent  andj|||itics,  notwith- 
standing the  host  of  great  jurists  and  8*4tesmen  thai  Mpand  alone  has 
produced,  from  Bacon  to  Bentham.  •  r 

Descartes  foresaw  as  cleaj^  ^  Franklin  thef  iwiprpmacy  man  was 
destined  to  gain  over  matted.  In  his  Discourse  on  Method,  published  in 
1637,  he  says :  *  In  thes^  new  triumphs  of  knowledge,  men  may  learn 
to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  ftie  earth  without  trouble  :  their  health  will  be 
improved,  and  they  vill  be  able  to  exempt  themselves  from  an  infinitude 
of  ills,  as  well  of  die  body  as  of  the  mind,  and  even  perhaps  from  the 
weakness  of  age/ 

Dr.  Franklin,  about  a  century  and  a  half  later,  wrote  a  letter  to  Dr. 
Priestley,  from  which  the  follo-wdng  is  an  extract.  Speaking  of  the  power 
which  man  might  in  time  acquire  over  matter,  he  said :  'Agriculture 
may  diminish  its  labor  and  double  its  produce :  all  diseases  may,  by  sure 
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means,  be  prevented  or  cured,  (not  excepting  even  that  of  old  age>)  and 
our  lives  lengthened  at  pleasure,  even  beyond  the  antediluvian  standard.' 

These  remarks  of  Franklin's  are  sometimes  quoted  as  evincing  his 
claim  to  be  considered  a  true  prophet. 

There  is  much  less  originality  of  expression  than  many  suppose.  Oar 
most  common  conversation  is  interlarded  with  expressions  used  by  dd 
and  distinguished  authors.  We  could  hardly  get  through  a  day  without 
employing  some  of  Shakspeare's  happy  sayings.  One  advantage  in 
poring  so  long  over  Latin  and  Greek  authors,  is  that  the  beautiful  thoughts 
and  language  they  contain  may  be  strongly  impressed  upon  the  nund. 
A  circumstance,  only  worthy  of  mention  from  the  singularity  of  the 
coincidence,  serves  to  illustrate  this.  The  writer  of  this  artide  waB 
reading  one  of  Brougham's  essays,  when  the  following  fine  metaphor 
arresting  his  attention,  he  read  it  aloud  to  his  companion,  who  haj^ned 
to  be  studying  Horace  at  the  time  :  '  He  who  is  not  bold  enough  to  face 
the  perils  of  the  deep,  may  hug  the  shore  too  near  and  make  i3iipwreok 
upon  its  inequalities.' 

*  Do  you  find  that  there  ? '  was  the  astonished  exclamation  of  this 
person.     *  Why,  I  have  just  been  studying  the  Very  same  thing  here.' 

He  then  read  from  Horace  the  Unes  which  expressed  the  Tery  ^ame 
metaphor.     (The  reader  may  hunt  them  up  at  his  leisure.) . 

'  Language  was  given  us  to  conceal  our  thoughts,'  is  one  of  the  smart 
sayings  credited  to  Talleyrand.  It  has  been  discovered  that  Groldsmith 
used  it  long  before  Talleyrand's  time ;  and  how  many  had  used  it  be- 
fore him,  is  not  known.  An  expression  used  by  Calhoun,  '  masterly 
inactivity,'  was  considered  a  very  fine  original  expression  in  him,  untU 
it  was  traced  back,  we  do  n't  know  how  many  centuries.  When  Webster, 
on  a  certain  occasion,  spoke  of  '  the  sea  of  up-turned  &ces '  that  greeted 
him,  it  w^  thought  to  be  a  fine  expression,  and  something  new  undei 
the  sun.  li-^yas  soon  discovered  that  it  occurred  in  one  of  Scott's  novels. 
When  some  friv*id  informed  Fillmore  that  Scott  was  the  candidate  ncmii* 
nated  for  the  Prej»4ency,  he  told  him  that  he  must  now  attach  himself 
to  Scott,  as  *  more  worshipped  the  rising  than  the  setting  sun.'  This 
was  considered  a  very^yise  reply  in  Mr.  Fillmore,  and  it  was  also  so 
considered  when  Pompey  ^ade  it  to  Sylla. 

The  New-  York  Times,  vio,  believe,  is  to  be  credited  with  the  follow- 
ing cluster  of  seeming  plagiarhnis : 

*  CowpBR  said;  *  God  made  the  counti^  and  man  mode  the  town.'  The  Latin  poet> 
Varro,  expressed  that  tcit  sentiment  bcfoK>  hha.  Pope  says:  'The  proper  stnoj  w 
mankind  is  man^*  but  Charron,  the  Frenthmim,  said  it  first  Btbov,  in  CkUd* 
Harold,  has  the  imas^e  of  a  broken  mirror,  to  ahor  how  a  broken  heart  mnltipliet 
images  of  sorrow.  But  the  same  simile  is  in  Borton.  Giordano  Bbuns  said  thai  the 
first  people  of  the  world  should  rather  be  called  the  youn^era  than  theanoentf.  Lobo 
Bacon  (a  large  plagiarist)  makes  use  of  the  very  same  i6)«l  Grat  rings  beaatiAiUj 
about '  full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene/  ana  many  a  flov^er,  conoealMl  in  the  mine 
and  in  the  sea.  But  Bishop  Uall  first  wrote  the  whole  sentiik«nt  in  prose.  ADDnoir 
speaks  of  the  stars  for  ever  singing  as  they  shine.  Sir  Thomas  Bbowxi  talks  of  'the 
smging  constellations ';  though  both  have  followed  the  idea  expreiaed  in  the  Scriptare. 
Shkllkt  speaks  of  Death  and  his  brother  Sleep.  The  expression  was  Sir  THOVia 
Bbownb*8.  It  is  impossible  for  a  reader  to  go  through  a  Tanetr  of  bo^  withont  find- 
ing plagiarism,  or,  at  least^  coincidences,  on  almost  every  page  ne  poros  on.' 

Macaulay  is  unquestionably  the  most  popular  living  writer ;  and  we 
doubt  if  he  is  less  original  than  Carlyle,  Emerson,  or  some  other  '  great 
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original  thinkers.'  His  mental  fatness  is  apparent  on  every  page  of  his 
-writings,  and  it  is  equally  apparent  that  it  has  been  acquired  by  feeding 
fiom  the  richest  granuries  that  the  accumulations  of  ages  could  afibrd. 
He  carried  to  the  mangers  he  has  fed  at,  strong  digestive  powers  and  a 
great  appetite ;  and  an  appetite  fox  books  always  ^  gro¥rs  by  what  it 
feeds  upon.' 

There  was  a  terrible  onslaught  made  upon  D'Israeli,  the  novelist  and 
ex-chancellor  of  England,  some  time  since,  for  a  singular  plagiarism 
that  he  was  guilty  of.  It  is  doubtful  if  the  plagiarism  alone  would 
have  made  the  critics  so  wrathy  against  him,  if  his  position  as  a  states- 
man had  not  been  such  a  prominent  one.  Macaulay  says  it  was  not 
the  pain  the  bear  sufiered  that  made  the  Puritans  dislike  bear-fights, 
but  it  was  the  pleasure  they  afibrded  the  spectator.  It  was  not  the  pla- 
giarism of  Mr.  D'Israeli,  we  suspect,  that  so  disturbed  the  critics ;  it 
was  his  political  elevation.  Envy  is  a  feeUng  common  to  human  nature, 
and  pertains  alike  to  Puritans,  blacklegs,  and  authors.  Lord  Brougham 
gives,  in  the  following  sentence,  a  fine  description  of  what  a  man  of 
superior  abilities  is  exposed  to,  who  raises  hunself  greatly  above  his 
fellow-men  :  *  While  the  conqueror  mounts  his  triumphal  car,  and  hears 
the  air  rent  with  shouts  of  his  name,  he  hears,  too,  the  malignant  whis- 
per appointed  to  remind  him  that  the  trumpet  of  fame  blunts  not  the 
tooth  of  calimmy ;  nay,  he  descends  firom  his  eminence  when  the  splen- 
did day  is  over,  to  be  made  the  victim  of  never-ending  envy,  and  of 
slander  which  is  immortal,  as  the  price  of  that  day's  delirious  enjoy- 
ment ;  and  all  the  time,  safety  and  peace  is  the  lot  of  the  humble  com- 
panion who  shared  his  labors,  without  partaking  of  his  renown ;  and 
who,  if  he  has  enjoyed  little,  has  paid  and  sufiereid  less.' 

This  sentiment,  it  must  be  admitted,  is  very  forcibly  expressed,  but 
no  one  can  doubt  that  it  had  been  expressed  thousands  of  times  before, 
in  some  form  or  other.  Shakspeare's  language  for  the  same  idea  is 
quite  vigorous.     This  is  it : 

'0  PLACB  and  greatness,  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee  I    Volumes  of  report 
Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  js^uests, 
Upon  thy  doings  I    Thousand  'scapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies.' 

Innumerable  other  forms  of  expression  for  the  same  idea  might  be 
produced  from  eminent  sources,  but  cui  bono  ?  Moore,  once  observing 
Byron  with  a  book  full  of  paper-marks,  asked  him  what  it  was.  ^  Only 
a  book,'  he  answered,  *  from  which  I  am  trying  to  crib  ;  as  I  do  when- 
ever I  can,  and  that 's  the  way  I  get  the  character  of  an  original  poet.' 
This  candor  was  equal  to  Emerson's,  but  Moore  explains  it  as  follows : 
'  Though,  in  imputing  to  himself  premeditated  plagiarism,  he  was,  of 
course,  but  jesting ;  it  was,  I  am  mclined  to  think,  his  practice,  when 
engaged  in  ihe  composition  of  any  work,  to  excite  thus  his  vein,  by  the 
perusal  of  others  on  the  same  subject  or  plan,  from  which  the  slightest 
hint,  caught  by  his  imagination  as  he  read,  was  sufficient  to  kindle  there 
such  a  train  of  thought  as,  but  for  that  spark,  had  never  been  awakened, 
and  of  which  he  himself  soon  forgot  the  source.' 
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This  seems  a  much  more  reasonable  suppositioii,  as  to  the  source  firom 
which  Byron  had  his  inspiration,  than  that  of  those  who  affirm  that  he 
must  have  received  it  firom  gin  and  the  devil.  Although  these  are  very 
powerful  agents,  and  accustomed  to  work  harmoniously  together,  the 
inspiration  they  give  is  more  apt  to  be  destructive  than  creative. 

A  kindred  charge  to  that  of  plagiarism,  and  one  which  is  often  brought 
against  all  sorts  of  literary  performances,  is  that  they  are  but  *  re-hashes ' 
of  old  facts  and  events.  This  is  an  objection  that  there  is  but  little 
risk  in  presenting,  for  but  few  writings  on  any  subject,  we  suspect,  are 
free  from  it.  Is  Blackstone  any  less  a  '  re-hash'  than  the  last  religious 
pamphlet  on  the  Unity  or  the  Trinity,  or  the  last  newspaper-article  on 
the  Tariff;  or  the  Currency  ?  What  are  Macaulay*s  and  Bancroft's  his- 
tories but  ^  re-hashes  ? '  The  same  facts  and  events,  when  handled  by 
a  man  of  genius,  are  made  to  appear  very  different  from  what  they  do 
when  used  by  one  without  it.  The  historical  characters  drawn  by 
Bancroft  and  Macaulay,  although  retaining  the  same  prominent  features 
when  sketched  by  dull  and  indifferent  writers,  would  hardly  be  recog- 
nized as  the  same  persons.  There  is  about  the  same  difference  between 
a  good  *  re-hash  *  and  a  poor  one,  as  there  would  be  between  a  statue 
Powers  would  cut  from  a  block  of  marble,  and  one  that  an  ordinary 
stone-cutter  would  produce  ;  or,  about  the  same  difference  there  would 
be  between  the  manner  of  handling  the  same  case  by  Webster,  and  a 
tenth-rate  lawyer. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  was  always  esteemed  an  original  writer,  but  Lord 
Jeffrey,  in  reviewing  his  works,  said :  *  Even  in  him,  the  traces  of 
imitation  are  obvious  and  abundant.*  We  will  close  this  article  by 
another  quotation  from  Lord  Jeffrey,  bearing  upon  the  subject  of  which 
we  have  been  treating. 

*  Shakspeabb,  to  be  sure,  is  more  purely  original ;  but  it  should  not  be  forgotten,  that 
in  his  time,  there  was  much  less  to  borrow,  and  that  he  too  has  drawn  freely  and  lai^y 
from  the  sources  that  were  open  to  him,  at  least,  for  his  fable  and  graver  sentiment: 
for  his  wit  and  humor,  as  well  as  his  poetr}',  arc  always  his  own.  In  our  times,  all  the 
higher  walks  of  literature  have  been  so  long  and  so  often  trodden,  that  it  is  scarcely 
possible  to  keep  out  of  the  foot-steps  of  some  of  our  precursors ;  and  the  ancients,  it  u 
well  known,  have  stolen  most  of  our  bright  thoughts,  and  not  onlv  visibly  beset  all  the 
patent  approaches  to  glory,  but  swarm  in  such  ambushed  multitucles  behmd,  that  when 
wo  think  we  have  gone  fairly  beyond  their  plagiarisms,  and  honestly  worked  out  an 
original  excellence  of  our  own,  up  starts  some  aee[>-read  antiquary,  and  makes  it  out, 
much  to  his  own  satisfaction,  that  heaven  knows  how  many  or  these  busy-bodies  have 
been  beforehand  with  us,  both  in  the  ffen  us  and  the  ftpecies  of  our  invention  I ' 
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TiiK  days  of  yore !  the  days  of  yore !  ^ 

How  swept  their  memories  come. 
When,  e'en  in  thouglit,  we  wander  o'er 

Oiir  happy  childhood's  home  I 

The  merrj'  years !  the  merry  years  I 

When  yoa  and  I  were  boy^ 
When  nought  we  knew  of  bitter  tears 

Amid  our  many  joys  1 

They  'vo  pawed  away  I  the  brightest,  best 

Of  life's  ftwlfl-fleetlnjf  hours ; 
But  Mkxoby's  pa^s  still  hold  pressed 

The  leaves  of  childhood's  flowers.  k.  s.  s. 
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APRIL. 

With  smiling  face  young  April  comes, 

Her  apron  full  of  flowers ; 
And  oft  she 's  seen  to  sprinkle  them 

With  soft  and  dewy  showers ; 
She 's  brought  the  birds  to  sing  again, 

The  bees  to  hum  around ; 
She 's  filled  the  air  with  balminess, 

And  carpeted  the  ground. 

O'er  mountain,  hill,  or  through  the  vale. 

Where'er  her  path-way  weaves, 
She  breathes  upon  the  sleeping  buds. 

And  bursts  them  into  leaves ; 
The  yellow  Jonquil  lifts  her  head, 

Fresh  from  her  wintry  tomb, 
And  where  her  foot-steps  lightly  fall, 

The  modest  violets  bloom. 


Each  streamlet  has  a  merrier  laugh, 

That  runs  from  mountain's  brow ; 
Each  meets  to-day  the  full  sunshine  — 

No  ico  to  clog  it  now ; 
Some  few  wliite  clouds  float  through  the  sk}-, 

Those  soft  and  snow-white  clouds, 
Tliat  oft  in  childhood's  time  we  deemed 

Were  angel-spirits'  shrouds. 

The  farmer  plies  the  busy  plough, 

And  turns  the  mellowed  sod, 
And  deems  that  there  in  autumn-time 

The  yellow  grain  will  nod. 
At  morn  yon  ox  was  grazing  here, 

And  loiters  still  at  noon ; 
No  grass  so  sweet  as  April  brings  — 

Not  that  of  May  or  June. 

Within  the  post,  close  by  our  door, 

The  wren  now  builds  her  nest ; 
The  social  robin,  too,  is  hero 

With  his  bright  speckled  breast. 
The  dove  is  cooing  to  her  mate 

In  tones  of  tenderness ; 
And  merry  black-birds  through  the  fields 

In  songs  their  joy  express. 

Amid  the  woods  the  maple-trees 

Now  wear  their  brightest  dyes  ; 
And,  nearer  by,  the  apricots 

Are  opening  to  the  skies ; 
Yes,  hourly  peeps  some  beauty  forth 

To  meet  our  gladdened  eyes ; 
And  soon  we  '11  view  the  clover-buds, 

And  bees  with  laden  thighs. 
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I  lovo  each  Spring  and  Summer  month, 

And  sigh  when  they  are  gone ; 
But  most  my  heart  young  April  loves, 

And  tunes  for  her  the  song; 
For  slie  's  the  first  of  all  the  months 

To  bring  tlie  warming  showers, 
The  song  of  birds,  the  bum  of  bees, 

And  scent  of  lovely  flowers.  j.  IL  Wxxjox. 


A      SKULL-AND-BONE      SKBTCH. 


BY     VIATOR. 


*  Sincerely  desirous  to  aid  the  cause  of  science,  through  which  temporal  soffering  is  alleTiated; 
wishing  to  promote  the  best  good  of  my  fellow  beings ;  and  deliberately  preferring  that  mv  budy 
after  my  death  should  undergo  dissection,  ttian  that  it  should  be  oonsumea  by  worms,  I  do  hereby 
request  my  said  executor,  Immediatelv  after  my  decease,  whenever  the  same  shall  be,  to  ddiver  my 
body  to  the  Professors  of  Sunrery  and  Anatomy  in  the  Medical  Institutitm  of  Yale  C<^ege,  Ibr  tM 
purposes  of  dissecdon  and  anatomical  examintuion." 

The  above  is  an  extract  from  a  will  preserved  in  the  skull  of  the  man 
who  made  it,  whose  skeleton  is,  or  was,  suspended  in  the  medical  de- 
partment of  Yale  College,  with  the  name,  age,  and  date  of  Yn&  death, 
engraved  on  a  silver  plate  attached  to  the  forehead.  In  reflecting  upon 
the  history  of  that  skeleton,  I  have  often  lost  all  the  words  of  the 
learned  Professor  who  was  laboring  to  impress  a  little  knowledge  upon 
the  minds  of  us  under-graduates. 

That  man  must  have  been  a  true  philosopher.  I  think  I  have  heard 
that  he  was  a  stone-cutter  by  trade,  and  that  it  was  in  the  pursuit  of 
his  business  of  making  monuments  that  he  became  impressed  with  the 
emptiness  of  all  such  memorials  of  the  dead,  which  are,  fox  the  most 
part,  invested  with  interest  to  only  a  small  circle  of  relatives  and  for  a 
short  period,  and  too  oflen  record  of  the  deceased, 

'  Not  what  he  was ;  but  what  he  should  have  been ; ' 

and  he  desired  that,  afler  death,  he  might  atone,  for  a  life  which  he  felt 
had  been  of  very  little  use  to  his  fellow  men,  by  making  his  own  frame 
a  permanent  source  of  instruction,  ailer  his  flesh  should  have  served  a 
similar  purpose  on  the  anatomical  table. 

Some  niay  be  disposed  to  find  in  this  will  nothing  more  than  a  streak 
of  eccentricity,  or  even  of  vamty,  since  the  monument  he  thus  made 
of  his  own  person  would  be  a  more  enduring  and  remarkable  memento 
than  any  other  he  could  have  constructed.  But  methinks  nothing  except 
:Some  conscientious  feeling  akin  to  that  above  indicated,  could  have 
^induced  him  to  take .  a  course  so  directly  in  opposition  to  the  general 
;Sentiment  of  mankind.  Although  every  intelligent  man  will  readily 
.admit  that  the  disposition  of  his  body  after  death  is  a  matter  of  no  real 
moment,  a  regard  for  the  feelings  of  surviving  relatives  will  prevent 
his  giving  any  unusual  direction  in  the  matter.     A  dread  of  exposure 
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aHer  death  would  operate  with  a  sensitiye  mind,  especially  that  of  a 
female.  And  indeed  we  find  in  the  minute  directions  people  frequently 
give  with  regard  to  their  funerals,  the  costly  tombs  and  monuments  for 
which  they  make  provision,  and  the  self-denial  to  which  poor  persons 
will  frequently  subject  themselyes  in  order  to  be  well  '  laid  out'  at  last, 
evidence  of  the  extent  to  which  this  feeling  prevails,  whether  it  be 
ascribed  to  regard  for  surviving  friends,  delicacy  or  vanity,  or  a  little 
of  all. 

Charles  Lamb  has  finely  touched  it  off  in  his  chapter  on  Burial 
Societies ;  and  Pope,  in  one  of  his  poems,  thus  alludes  to  the  ruling 
passion  strong  in  death,  (referring  to  the  law  which  required  that  the 
dead  should  be  buried  in  woollen,  in  order  to  encourage  that  branch  of 
manufacture :) 

*  Odious  I  in  woollen  I  'twould  a  saiiit  provoke ; 
(Were  the  last  words  that  poor  Xarcissa  spoke;) 
No,  let  a  charming  chintz  and  Brussels  lace 
Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  my  lifeless  face; 
One  would  not  sure  be  frightful  when  one 's  dead — 
And  Bbttv,  give  this  cheek  a  little  red.' 

I  think  it  is  a  great  pity  that  people  cannot  be  made  to  look  upon  these 
things  with  a  more  philosophic  eye.  Not  that  I  would  have  them  all 
will  their  bodies  to  the  surgeons.  Nor  would  I  be  understood  as  taking 
exception  to  those  monumental  structures  and  other  mementos  of  afiec- 
tion  which  relatives  are  in  the  habit  of  rearing  over  the  remains  of 
departed  friends :  such  practices  keep  alive  the  noblest  sentiments  of  our 
nature  ;  but  I  would  have  these  things  provided  for  by  those  who  sur- 
vive, and  not  by  those  who  are  to  be  commemorated.  *  Let  another 
man  praise  thee,  and  not  thine  own  mouth.' 

I  would  do  away  with  the  absurd  superstition,  or  prejudice,  in  favor 
of  what  is  called  *  decent  burial ; '  and  have  people  think  that,  so  their 
remains  are  put  out  of  sight,  it  matters  little  what  becomes  of  them. 
It  is  nothing  but  the  dread  of  encountering  this  feeling  which  has  pre- 
vented legislators  in  this  country  from  passing  those  laws  which  are 
necessary  to  furnish  the  materials  for  anatomical  study,  such,  for  instance, 
as  a  provision  that  the  bodies  of  those  who  die  in  the  prisons  and  alms- 
houses, with  no  firiends  to  demand  a  burial,  may  be  delivered  to  the 
surgeons.  It  is  to  no  purpose  to  say  that  people,  whose  misfortunes  have 
driven  them  upon  the  parish  for  support,  ought  not  to  be  punished  with 
the  apprehension  of  dissection.  With  as  much  reason  might  it  be  said 
that,  because  some  ignorant  people  are  afiraid  of  witches  or  '  sperits,'  the 
law  should  provide  a  supply  of  old  horse-shoes,  or  other  equally  potent 
antidotes.  If  the  feelings  of  survivors  are  consulted,  that  should  sufiice. 
The  pubhc  good  and  public  health  shotild  be  the  paramount  considera- 
tions. 

I  am  neither  a  doctor  nor  the  son  of  one  ;  but  I  think  that  those  who, 
in  order  to  minister  to  the  sufierings  of  their  fellow  men,  are  obliged  to 
travel  over  such  a  nasty  road  to  learning  as  the  dissecting-room,  ought 
to  be  able  to^  do  it  without  the  fear  of  a  state-prison  before  their  eyes. 

People  are  indeed  becoming  more  reasonable  now-a-days  in  relation 
to  post-mortem  examinations.  I  have  heard  physicians  remark  that 
rarely  does  death  occur  of  any  very  miusual  form  of  disease,  that  they  have 
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not  the  consent  of  the  family  to  make  an  examination  to  ascertain  the 
cause.  But  even  on  this  point  there  was  formerly  great  straight-laced- 
ness ;  and  many  a  resurrection-case  has  originated  in  a  refusal  of  this 
kind.  I  lately  heard  of  one  which  I  have  thought  sufficiently  curious 
to  be  worth  relating : 

Once  upon  a  time — but  not  such  a  great  many  years  ago — a  young 
doctor,  who  had  just  received  his  hcense  to  practice,  established  himself 
in  one  of  the  thriving  villages  of  Western  New- York,  and,  through  an 
advertisement  in  the  weekly  paper,  '  respectfully  informed  the  inhabi- 
tants of  I that  he  had  taken  the  office  of  the  late  Dr.  Handy,  and 

offered  his  professional  services  to  the  public* 

*  The  late  Dr.  Handy,'  whose  sign  now  gave  place  to  that  of  *  Dr. 
Norton,'  had  been  one  of  the  largest  practitioners  of  the  country,  and 
our  young  Esculapius  hoped  to  step  into  his  practice  as  well  as  his  office. 
But  he  soon  found  that  this  was  not  so  easy,  for,  during  the  last  illness 
of  Dr.  Handy,  his  patients  had  been  left  under  the  care  of  the  only 
other  physician  in  the  place.  Dr.  Bugbee,  who  had  managed  to  retain 
most  of  this  addition  to  his  practice.     He  was  an  elderly  man,  and  one 
of  the  class  who  would  now-a-days  be  ranked  among  the  *  old  fogies.' 
He  bled,  blistered,  and  administered  calomel  and  jalap  without  any  stint, 
and,  with  all  his  practice,  seemed  to  be  exceedingly  jealous  of  the  new 
doctor ;  not  even  extending  to  him  the  civihty  of  a  call,  which  was  due 
o  him  not  only  as  a  stranger,  but  as  a  neighbor,  for  Dr.  Bugbee's  small 
garden  and  orchard  were  all  that  separated  his  house  from  the  office  of 
Dr.  Norton.     The  latter  was  obliged  to  content  himself  with  such  small 
practice  among  the  poor  as  Dr.  Bugbee's  other  engagements  did  not  en- 
able him  to  attend  to,  but  diligently  improved  the  leisure  thus  left  him 
n  qualifying  himself  the  better  for  full  professional  occupation  when  it 
did  come.     He  had  studied  in  the  office  of  a  country  physician,  and  had 
been  thoroughly  grounded  in  the  elements,  but  had  enjoyed  few  of  the 
opportunities  for  lectures,  cliniques,  post-mortems,  and  hospital  practice 
which  are  possessed  by  students  in  the  large  cities.     Not  only  were  the 
books  in  his  small  library  re-perused,  but  occasional  dissections  of  dogs 
and  cats  were  carried  on  there  ;  and,  on  one  occasion,  he  was  lucky 
enough  to  purchase  of  a  travelling  menagerie  that  next  thing  to  a  dead 
man,  a  dead  monkey,  which  he  took  to  pieces  with  all  due  science,  to 
the  great  marvel  of  many  a  boy  who  had  seen  it  carried  from  the  *  show,' 
and  which  a  maiden  lady  of  forty-five,  whom  I  shall  call  Miss  Abigail 
Prue,  thought  it  showed  '  a  little  too  much  zeal  in  this  new  doctor,'  and 
for  her  part,  she  should  n't  want  to  have  him  'tend  upon  her,  lest  he 
should  be  constantly  thinking  about  dissecting  her — a  remark  which, 
being  reported  to  the  doctor,  called  forth  the  observation  from  him  that, 
however  much  she  might  resemble  a  monkey,  she  was  rather  too  tough 
a  subject  to  tempt  him.     This,  which  excited  the  laughter  of  the  young 
people  at  the  expense  of  the  spinster,  inflamed  her  to  Uie  highest  degree ; 
and,  soon  after,  a  rumor  being  circulated  that  a  grave  in  a  neighboring 
village  had  been  opened,  she  shook  her  head  with  a  very  significant 
look  to  all  her  acquaintances,  and  said  :  *  It  may  be  that  a  certain  young 
doctor  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  but  I  have  my  oum  thoughts ; '  asked 
what  they  bought  now  of  the  impudent  fellow  ?  —  and  by  whispering  all 
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sorts  of  insinuations  of  bloody  murder  and  resurrection,  excited  the  pre- 
judices of  the  old  folks  decidedly  against  our  hero,  while  it  aroused,  on 
the  other  hand,  a  powerful  host  of  defenders  among  the  young  people, 
especially  the  young  ladies,  who  disliked  such  a  gossip  as  Miss  Abigail 
Prue,  and  thought  none  the  worse  of  a  young  unmarried  and  agreeable 
man  because  he  tried  to  learn  his  profession ;  and,  indeed,  they  went 
farther,  and  said  it  was  a  pity  Dr.  Bugbee  had  n't,  in  his  younger  days, 
done  something  of  the  sort,  lor  in  that  case,  he  would  n't  have  killed 
80  many  people. 

Fortified  thus  with  the  support  of  the  rising  generation.  Dr.  Norton 
could  not  doubt  that,  in  course  of  time,  his  turn  would  come  to  stand 
in  the  medical  shoes  of  the  late  Dr.  Handy,  or  even  of  a  greater  than 
he ;  but  meantime  the  calls  for  his  services  were  sensibly  afiected  by  the 
absurd  gossip  of  the  village. 

One  beautiful  evening  in  spring,  when  he  had  taken  his  seat  on  the 
little  back-porch  of  his  office,  to  watch  the  setting  sun,  and  snuff  the 
sweet  scent  of  his  neighbor's  peach-blossoms,  his  eyes  were  suddenly 
arrested  by  a  beautiful  sylph-like  form,  which  he  recognized  as  that  of 
Dr.  Bugbee's  niece,  Miss  Ellen  Nathalie,  a  young  lady  recently  returned 
from  boarding-school,  and  who,  it  was  understood,  took  the  principal 
charge  of  his  establishment.  Norton  had  observed  her  in  the  morning 
as  she  watered  her  plants,  and  admired  her  then  ;  but  now  his  somewhat 
susceptible  heart  was  kindled  into  raptures  by  the  poetry  of  the  scene, 
as  she  moved  to  and  fro  upon  the  green-sward,  beyond  the  trees,  at  that 
most  melting  hour  of  day.  Never  did  he  feel  before  so  forcibly  the 
inconvenience  of  not  knowing  her  uncle,  and  consequently  not  being  on 
visiting  terms  at  the  house. 

Suddenly  a  scream  was  heard  in  the  house  ;  she  entered,  and  imme- 
diately returned  and  called  out,  in  the  sweetest  of  voices, 

*  Dr.  Norton,  Dr.  Norton,  won't  you  come  here  ! '  and  reentered. 

Jumping  over  the  fence  and  running  across  the  lot,  he  went  into  the 
kitchen,  and  found,  stretched  on  the  floor,  a  strapping  big  Irish  servant- 
girl,  apparently  in  a  fit,  while  Miss  Nathalie  bent  over  her,  bathing  her 
temples  with  water.  Dr.  Norton  procured  from  his  office  a  medicine 
which  partially  revived  her ;  but  she  soon  sank  back  again  into  a  second 
fit,  and  continued  to  alternately  revive  and  sink,  until  Dr.  Bugbee  him- 
self returned  firom  a  visit  to  a  distant  patient.  Norton  explained  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  had  found  her,  and  his  method  of  treat- 
ment, when  a  difference  of  opinion  was  expressed  between  the  two  phy- 
sicians as  to  the  nature  of  her  malady.  Dr.  Bugbee's  remedies  were 
tried  without  as  much  effect  in  reviving  her  as  those  which  had  been 
first  applied.  In  a  short  time  she  died.  Dr.  Norton  suggested  that  the 
attaok  had  been,  in  many  respects,  peculiar,  and  that  it  would  be  well 
to  institute  an  examination.  To  this  Dr.  Bugbee  objected,  stating  that 
it  would  subject  him  to  remark,  should  there  be  a  post-mortem  in  his 
house,  upon  the  body  of  his  own  servant,  although  she  was  a  stranger. 
Dr.  Norton  replied  that  the  examination  could  be  so  conducted  as  to  be 
over  very  soon,  and  so  that  the  deceased  would  show  no  signs  of  it  when 
placed  in  her  coffin,  and  no  one  be  the  wiser ;  but  he  was  overruled, 
not  without  a  suspicion,  on  Norton's  part,  that  Bugbee  feared  lest  he 
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should  be  obliged  to  admit  that  his  young  rival  was  right,  and  that  this 
was  the  true  reason  of  his  objection. 

On  the  evening  after  the  funeral,  as  Norton  was  seated  as  usual  on 
his  little  back  piazza,  Miss  Nathalie  came  toward  that  side  of  the 
orchard,  apparently  to  secure  peach-blossoms  for  a  bouquet ;  and  as  she 
plucked  them,  remarked,  hurriedly : 

'  Doctor !  Doctor  !  say  nothing,  but  if  you  have  a  dead  body  on  your 
premises  remove  it,  that  *8  all.' 

And  then  she  vanished,  before  the  doctor  could  question  her. 

The  next  morning,  he  received  a  visit  from  a  ccmstable  aimed  widi 
a  search-warrant,  who  examined  every  place  for  the  purpose  of  finding 
'  a  certain  dead  body,  late  of  one  Catherine  duigley,  deceased,  which, 
however,  he  did  not  find ;  and  there  all  legal  proceedings  apparently 
ended,  although  a  fresh  buzz  of  gossip  was  excited  through  the  v  llage 
at  the  news  that  *  the  sexton  had  found  that  the  grave  of  Dr.  Bugbee's 
servant-girl  had  been  dug  up  and  the  corpse  carried  ofi*,  and  how  they  'd 
searched  all  the  doctors'  dens,  and  could  find  nothing  of  it.  In  yain. 
did  the  young  doctor  strive  again  to  see  and  converse  with  the  beautiful 
niece  of  his  neighbor,  who  had  given  him  such  friendly  warning,  but 
she  studiously  avoided  him  —  a  circumstance  which  only  seemed  to 
make  him  more  anxious  to  see  her. 

At  the  end  of  some  three  or  four  months,  he  went  off  in  his  sulky  to 
pay  a  visit  to  his  old  preceptor,  and  also  to  purchase,  at  Geneva,  a  firesh 
supply  of  medicines.  Ou  his  return,  afler  an  absence  of  a  week  or  two, 
there  was  added  to  the  anatomical  treasures  of  his  back-office  a  skele- 
ton, a  fresh  skeleton,  newly  put  together.  * 

Now  there  was  nothing  very  remarkable  in  a  physician's  having  a  skele- 
ton. It  was  known  to  be  a  part  of  the  furniture  of  almost  every  medir 
cal  office  ;  but  this  particular  skeleton  seemed  to  be  invested  with  pe- 
culiar interest  to  many  of  the  villagers ;  and  one  day  his  old  acquaint- 
ance, the  constable,  entered,  accompanied  by  the  cabinet-maker  of  the 
place,  to  inspect  it,  by  the  authority  of  the  law.  A  measoiing-tape 
was  produced,  and,  after  taking  the  dimensions,  Dr.  Norton  was  informed 
that  he  must  go  before  a  magistrate,  where  he  was  charged  with  having 
robbed  the  grave  of  Catherine  Cluigley.  The  result  was  that  he  was 
bound  over  for  trial  at  the  next  court,  and  the  skeleton  retained  by  the 
magistrate  as  the  principal  witness  against  him. 

Now  the  laws  of  the  State  of  No w- York  provide  that  any  person  who 
shall  remove  the  dead  body  of  any  human  being  from  the  grave,  or 
other  place  of  interment,  for  the  purpose  of  dissection,  shall  be  pun- 
ished by  imprisonment  in  a  state-prison  not  exceeding  five  years,  or  in. 
a  county  jail  not  exceeding  one  year,  or  by  a  fine  not  exceeding  five 
hundred  dollars,  or  by  both  such  fine  and  imprisonment ;  and  every 
person  who  shall  purchase  or  receive  the  dead  body  of  any  human  being, 
knowing  the  same  to  have  been  disinterred,  contrary  to  the  foregoing 
provisions,  shall,  upon  conviction,  be  subject  to  the  punishment  in  said 
section  specified. 

Now  here  was  an  awkward  fix.  To  be  locked  up  in  the  service  of 
the  state  is  no  joke  at  any  time ;  but,  under  such  circumstances  as  these, 
it  is  a  serious  matter. 
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And  80  our  hero  regarded  it :  and  he  tossed  ahout  that  night  on  his 
bed  with  any  thing  but  comfortable  sensations,  as  he  thought  of  pro- 
fessional prospects  dished,  reputation  ruined,  and  all  his  cherished  a&ec- 
tions  nipped  in  the  bud ;  for,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  face  of  the 
fair  Ellen  had  haunted  him  ever  since  that  mysterious  warning,  and  he 
could  not  help  regarding  her  as  a  kind  of  guardian-angel,  or  at  least  a 
fair  damsel  restrained  in  her  affections  by  a  cruel  uncle,  from  whom  it 
would  be  his  happiness,  at  some  future  day,  to  set  her  at  liberty.  But 
now  the  order  of  things  was  to  be  reversed ;  he  was  to  be  the  imprisoned 
knight ;  and  he  dreamed  of  himself  peeping  through  the  bars,  while 
the  fair  one  gazed  at  him  with  reproachful  looks,  as  much  as  to  say, 
*  "Why  did  n't  you  heed  my  warning  ?  '  Then  he  awoke,  and  was  glad 
to  find  that,  as  yet,  it  was  only  a  dream.  But  as  he  went  to  his  break- 
fast at  the  village  tavern,  (for  he  slept  in  his  back-office,)  he  was  re- 
minded that  there  was  some  reality  about  it  by  the  way  in  which  the 
school-boys  peered  curiously  at  him,  just  as  people  do  at  a  man  who  is 
about  to  be  hanged.  He  could  see  at  a  glance  that  his  case  was  the 
talk  of  the  town.  What  a  theme  indeed  it  was  for  Miss  Abigail  Prue  ! 
how  she  had  hurried  out  to  be  the  first  to  tell  the  news !  and  how  beau- 
tiiully  she  had  garnished  it  up  with  little  expletives !  and  '  What  did  I 
say  ?  '  and  *  workings  up  of  her  fancy  distorted  into  fact  ? '  Many  of  the 
boys  were  greatly  astonished  to  find  him  quietly  walking  as  usual  to 
his  breakfast,  instead  of  loaded  down  with  irons  in  the  county  jail. 
But  to  breakfast  he  went,  although  he  would  have  had  but  little  appe- 
tite had  he  not  been  seated  next  to  his  lawyer,  who  boarded  at  the  same 
house,  and  who  cheered  him  up  by  his  confident  assertions  that  the  state 
could  never  make  out  a  case  on  such  evidence  as  thatr 

And,  while  he  is  awaiting  his  trial,  it  virill  not  be  out  of  place  to 
mention  the  way  in  which  our  professor  of  law  used  to  tell  us  he  got  a 
celebrated  physician  clear  of  a  sumlar  charge.  The  bodies  of  two  men, 
Tifil  and  Towner,  were  disinterred  at  Northampton  by  some  medical 
students,  and  traced  to  the  medical  college  at  New-Haven,  where  the 
professor  of  anatomy  dissected  them  without  knowing  whence  they 
came.  He  was  indicted  in  two  counts,  one  for  dissecting  the  body  of 
Tifil,  the  other  for  dissecting  the  body  of  Towner.  Mr.  Daggett,  as 
coimsel,  insisted  that  the  state  must  prove  each  coimt  as  laid,  a  position 
in  which  the  court  sustained  him,  and  it  became  necessary  to  prove  first, 
that  the  prisoner  dissected  the  body  of  Tifil.  There  was  a  barrel  of 
legs,  arms,  and  bones,  but  which  of  these  .belonged  to  TifR  and  which 
belonged  to  Towner  it  was  impossible  to  tell ;  and  so,  although  they 
had  evidence  to  the  corpora  delicti  mentioned  in  the  whole  indictment, 
there  was  no  evidence  as  to  the  corpus  delicti  mentioned  in  any  one  count ; 
accordingly,  the  court  instructed  the  jury  that  the  evidence  did  not  sus- 
tain the  indictment,  and  the  prisoner  must  be  acquitted ;  and  greatly 
did  Judge  Daggett  ever  afterward  chuckle  as  he  told  of  the  victory 
over  the  district  attorney,  whereby  he  saved  a  worthy  physician  for  a 
life  of  great  usefulness  and  honor. 

To  return  to  Dr.  Norton.  He  had  been  wise  enough  to  take  his 
counsel  with  him  at  the  first  exlamination,  and,  by  his  advice,  refiised 


344  A  SkuUrand-Bom  Sketch,  [April, 

to  answer  any  questions,  which  was  as  well ;  for,  in  the  confusion  of 
the  moment,  he  might  have  heen  hothered  to  give  a  very  intelligihle 
explanation  as  to  whence  he  got  the  skeleton  which  now  seemed  to  grin 
out  an  accusation. 

The  day  of  trial  came  on,  and  our  hero  was  formally  arraigned  in 
the  presence  of  an  immense  audience,  to  answer  to  the  charge  preferred, 
with  the  usual  verbosity,  for  that,  on  a  certain  day,  he,  the  said  Edward 
Norton,  did,  at  etc.,  feloniously  and  wilfully  open  the  grave  wherein 
was  deposited  the  dead  body,  late  of  one  Catherine  duigley,  and  did 
take,  steal,  and  carry  away  the  same.  And  the  jurors  aforesaid  farther 
upon  their  oaths  declared,  in  another  count,  that  the  said  Norton  did, 
at,  etc.,  feloniously  and  wilfully  receive,  for  the  purpose  of  dissection, 
the  dead  body  late  of  one  Catherine  duigley,  knowing  that  the  same 
had  been  unlawfully  abstracted  firom  the  grave,  etc.  All  of  which  was 
declared  to  be  against  the  peace  of  the  state,  and  the  statute  in  such 
case  made  and  provided  ;  and  to  all  of  which  the  prisoner  pleaded  not 
guilty. 

The  first  witness  called  was  the  sexton,  who  testified  that,  on  the  day 
afler  the  funeral,  he  discovered  that  the  sods  had  been  disturbed  near 
the  head  of  the  grave  ;  that  he  dug  down,  in  the  presence  of  a  justice 
and  constable,  and  found  that  the  head  of  the  co&ii  had  been  knocked 
out  and  the  body  abstracted  ;  that  foot-steps  were  discovered  from  the 
grave  to  the  neighborhood  of  the  prisoner's  office.  The  constable  testi* 
fied  to  having  examined  the  office,  and  foimd  a  large  bowl  of  chloride 
of  lime,  apparently  prepared  for  some  recent  process  of  purification ; 
that,  in  the  stable  attached  to  the  office  he  found  a  large  board,  which, 
by  the  imprints  upon  it,  and  the  smell,  had  apparently  been  used  fox  a 
recent  dissection ;  also  behind  the  stable  a  bucket  which  had  contained 
lime,  and  a  crow-bar,  which  fitted  into  the  indenture  made  in  the  cpffin. 
This  crow-bar  was  produced  in  court,  as  also  the  coffin-head. 

Dr.  Bugbee  was  called  to  prove  that  he  had  known  the  deceased,  and 
was  present  at  her  death,  with  the  prisoner,  who  expressed  a  great  de- 
sire to  dissect  the  body.  He  also  thought  the  teeth  of  the  skeleton 
resembled  her  teeth. 

Some  other  testimony  was  introduced,  tending  to  show  that  the  prisoner 
must  have  been  the  one  who  opened  the  grave  ;  for  instance,  it  was 
shown  that  a  pair  of  muddy  boots,  found  in  his  office,  fitted  ^e  foot- 
prints traced  from  the  grave  to  the  office  ;  but  it  appeared  that  these 
same  foot-prints  could  be  traced  to  other  parts  of  the  grave-yard. 

A  cabinet-maker  deposed  to  having  made  the  coffin,  and  taken  the 
measure  of  the  deceased  for  that  purpose,  which  measure  corresponded 
with  the  dimensions  of  the  skeleton  after  making  due  allowance  for  the 
space  taken  up  by  skin  and  flesh.  What  this  space  ought  to  be,  was 
the  subject  of  a  long  cross-examination.  Dr.  Bugbee  and  a  physician 
from  a  neighboring  town,  were  also  examined  on  this  point,  but,  although 
they  were  very  learned,  it  was  made  to  depend  so  much  on  other  que»> 
tions,  such  as  corpulency  and  disease,  etc.,  that  the  jury  were  about  as 
wise  when  they  got  through  as  when  they  commenced.  There  was 
equal  discrepancy  about  the  age  of  the  skeleton ;  both  agreed  that  it 
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was  a  green  or  new  one ;  but  one  thought  it  could  not  have  been  ex- 
posed more  than  three  months ;  the  other  gave  it  a  much  longer  peiiod 
of  release  from  the  fleshy  covering. 

It  was  shown  that  the  prisoner  had  been  in  the  habit  of  puicha^ng 
small  quantities  of  quick-lune,  to  use  in  dissolving  the  bodies  of  animals, 
and  that  al^r  the  grave  was  opened  he  had  purchased  an  unusual 
quantity ;  and  finally  the  district  attorney,  after  making  the  most  of 
the  testimony  in  his  summing  up,  atiked  if  this  was  not  the  skeleton  of 
Catherine  Q,uigley,  whose  skeleton  was  it !  and  insisted  that  it  devolved 
upon  the  prisoner,  in  order  to  establish  his  innocence,  to  show  whence 
he  obtained  it. 

By  way  of  answering  this  last  question,  a  witne^  was  called  for  the 
defence  who  was  a  student  in  the  Medical  College  at  Geneva,  who  had 
seen  the  prisoner  in  the  college  examining  some  wires  and  screws,  such 
as  are  used  to  put  skeletons  togctiier,  and  who  farther  stated  that  it  was 
the  privilege  of  the  janitor  to  put  together  and  Eell  the  skeletone  of  sub- 
jects ;  but  whether  the  prisoner  had  purchased  a  skeleton,  oi  simply  the 
moans  of  putting  it  together,  he  could  not  say. 

It  may  here  be  remarked  that  the  counsel,  in  summing  up  for  the 
prisoner,  accounted  for  not  having  proved  by  the  janitor  himself  a  sale 
of  the  skeleton,  by  stating  that  that  worthy  had  absconded  to  parts 
unknown  before  a  subpoena  could  be  served  upon  him,  and  farther  inti- 
mated that  he  had  concealed  himself  through  apprehension,  leet  one  who 
dealt  in  skuUs  and  bones  should  meet  with  evil  treatment  in  a  commu- 
nity so  much  excited,  or,  at  least,  be  subjected  to  some  awkwud  ques- 
tions which  he  could  not  answer  without  criminating  himself — an  ex- 
fdanation,  which  had  its  effect  on  the  jury,  but  greatly  astonished  the 
said  janitor. when  he  heard  of  it  in  Pennsylvania,  to  which  State  he  had 
been  quietly  dispatched  a  few  days  before,  by  Dr.  ^Norton's  old  preceptor, 
with  money  to  pay  bis  way,  and  instructions  to  remain  until  he  heard 
that  the  trial  was  over. 

Proof  was  furnished  that  the  crow-bar  in  the  doctor's  stable  was  of 
the  same  pattern  with  one  found  in  the  sexton's  tool-house  ;  and  the 
shoe-maker  of  the  village  testified  that  he  made  the  pri£oner's  boots 
which  fitted  the  loot-marks,  and  that  they  corresponded  very  nearly  in 
size  to  other  boots  of  similar  pattern  made  for  other  people, 

Fmally  the  counsel,  to  the  astonishment  of  his  client,  called  to  the 
stand  Kiss  Ellen  N'athalie  I 

She  stepped  lightly  forth  from  the  crowd  of  ladies  on  the  back  seats, 
and  never  i^d  any  one  look  more  charmingly,  at  least  in  the  prisoner's 
eyes,  although  what  she  could  have  to  say  bearing  on  this  case,  he  could 
not  imagine.  He  had  never  said  a  word  to  his  counsel  about  her,  and 
presumed,  therefore,  that  she  must  he  a  volunteer  witness.  As  he  gazed 
on  that  exquisite  form,  those  regular  Grecian  features,  that  fair  com- 
plexion, those  dark,  oval  eyes,  full  of  expression,  those  jet  black  tresses, 
and  that  dainty  little  mouth,  he  felt  that  it  would  be  almost  sweet  to 
be  condemned  on  evidence  which  emanated  from  such  on  angel.  It 
was  a  shame  to  require  such  lips  to  kiss  that  old,  dirty,  worn-out  Bible 
which  had  been  so  oflen  profaned  by  contact  with  vulgar  mouths. 

She  stated  that  she  had  seen  the  deceased  very  fiequently  while  staying 
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at  her  uncle's  house,  and  had  often  heard  her  speak  of  a  lameness  in  her 
right  foot,  caused  by  the  loss  of  a  bone  of  the  little  toe,  the  consequence 
of  the  fall  of  an  axe  ;  and  she  remembered  noticing  when  the  deceased 
was  laid  out,  that  there  was  nothing  but  a  kind  of  a  bunch  where  the 
little  toe  ought  to  have  been.  On  looking  at  the  skeleton,  the  bone  of 
the  little  toe  was  found  to  be  perfect. 

In  summing  up  for  the  defence,  the  coimsel  first  assailed  all  the  testi- 
mony for  the  prosecution,  by  representing,  in  a  ludicrous  point  of  view, 
the  sexton  hurrying  with  the  constable  to  that  particular  grave  on  the 
morning  in  question,  and  finding  the  body  gone,  as  by  a  previous  under- 
standing, then  going  at  once  to  the  doctor's  office  and  finding  every  thing 
that  would  help  to  fix  the  charge  upon  him ;  he  thrust  back  the  sexton's 
own  crow-bar  in  his  teeth,  dwelt  upon  the  fact  that  his  boots  were  of 
similar  patter  i  to  those  found  in  the  prisoner's  office,  and  deduced  firom  all 
the  evidence  the  inference  that  here  was  a  conspiracy  to  persecute  his 
client.  This  he  dwelt  upon  in  every  form  and  shape  wifli  wonderful 
efiect,  managing  to  make  the  jury  look  upon  the  poor  sexton  as  himself 
the  delinquent,  (perhaps  the  very  man  who  helped  supply  the  Medical 
College,)  and,  like  all  guilty  minds,  fearful  of  discovery,  now  trying  to 
divert  public  indignation  from  himself  to  an  unofiending  medicod  man, 
who  happened,  unfortunately,  in  his  zeal  for  science,  to  be  open  to  such 
a  charge  by  reason  of  having  in  his  possession  the  materials  with  which 
some  dead  dogs  and  monkeys  had  been  anatomized.  As  to  the  skeleton, 
he  insisted  that  it  was  distinctly  shown  that  this  could  not  be  the  one  . 
alluded  to  in  the  indictment,  because  the  evidence  of  Miss  Nathalie 
proved  that  the  living  subject  was  minus  a  toe,  whereas  this  one  had 
been  fully  developed  in  that  department.  Could  any  one  doubt  the 
evidence  of  such  a  witness  ?  Could  any  one  suppose  that,  as  the  pro- 
secution intimated,  such  eyes  could  have  been  deceived  ? 

Here  was  the  gist  of  his  case,  and  he  made  the  most  of  it ;  and 
wound  up  by  impressing  upon  the  jury  the  importance  of  giving  the 
benefit  of  every  doubt  to  the  prisoner ;  and  by  reading  to  them  from 
Starkie  a  frightful  list  of  cases  where  innocent  men  had  bieen  condemned 
on  circumstantial  evidence. 

The  result  was,  that,  after  a  short  consultation  among  the  jniy,  the 
prisoner  was  acquitted,  and  lefl  the  court-room  amid  ^e  plaudita  of 
the  crowd. 

Vainly  he  strove  to  catch  the  eye  of  Miss  Ellen,  and  thank  her  for 
his  deliverance.  She  went  home  on  her  uncle's  arm,  and  appeared 
carefully  to  avoid  him  aflerward.  He  saw  plainly  that  she  was  fearfol 
of  compromising  herself  with  some  one,  perhaps  with  her  uncle,  if  she 
showed,  by  word  or  sign,  that  she  was  acquainted  with  him. 

Although  released  from  his  perilous  position,  he  tossed  about  on  his 
pillow  that  night,  more  than  ever.  The  scene  was  now  again  reversed. 
The  captive  knight  no  longer  peeped  from  dungeon-bars ;  he  was  free ; 
the  lady  was  near  him ;  but  through  some  invisible  spell  they  could  not 
approach  nor  speak. 

Oh !  how  tantalizing !  In  his  waking  hours  it  was  still  worse  :  he 
watched  the  garden  of  his  neighbor,  and  saw  the  fair  one  come  forth 
as  usual,  but 

'  Not  a  word,  not  a  sjlUble  spake  she.' 
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It  was  perhaps  in  consequence  partly  of  the  distracted  emotions  thus 
kindled  in  his  mind  that  he  sought  relief  in  a  'more  urgent  devotion  to 
his  books  than  ever ;  and,  forgetting  his  narrow  escape,  he  was  soon 
engaged  in  another  similar  afiair.  For  I  may  as  well  inform  the  reader 
here  that,  in  spite  of  the  evidence  of  Miss  Ellen,  the  skeleton  before 
mentioned  was  no  other  than  that  of  the  said  Catherine  Cluigley,  the 
body  of  which  person  might  have  been  found  by  the  constable  on  his 
first  search,  had  he  thought  of  lifting  up  some  loose  boards  of  the  stable- 
floor,  and  digging  down  into  the  earth  below,  and  the  little  toe  of  which 
would  have  been  found  to  be,  as  Miss  Ellen  described  it,  '  a  kind  of 
bunch,'  or  thick  projection ;  but  on  opening  it  a  perfect  bone  would  have 
come  to  light,  with  the  sinews  contracted,  the  skin  shrivelled,  and  indi- 
cations that  the  owner  had  long  lost ,  all  control  over  it.  She  might 
very  naturally  have  supposed  that  she  had  lost  it. 

Some  three  months  after  the  trial,  a  pauper,  with  a  very  remarkably 
formed  head,  who  had  for  some  time  been  afliicted  with  disease,  appa- 
rently of  the  brain,  which  caused  him  to  stagger  somewhat,  but  not 
exactly  as  if  he  had  St.  Yitus's  dance,  fell  down  in  the  street  and  died, 
and  was  interred  in  the  Potter's-field  division  of  the  burial  ground. 

That  night  behold  our  hero,  habited  in  an  old  pair  of  corduroys,  with 
a  smock-firock,  and,  in  the  midst  of  a  pouring  rain,  digging  down  at  the 
head  of  the  pauper's  grave.  Such  graves  are  not  very  deep,  and  he 
soon  strikes  the  coffin,  and  then  widi  a  chisel  inserted  between  the  head- 
board and  the  side,  he  opens  a  place  for  his  crow-bar,  and  easily  pries 
out  the  end  of  the  coffin,  for  such  coffins  do  not  usually  have  a  super- 
fluity of  nails.  Passing  in  a  rope  with  a  slip-knot  at  the  end,  he  man- 
ages to  encircle  the  neck,  and  draws  out  the  head  of  the  c(»pse.  The 
shoulders  are  too  broad  to  follow ;  but,  determined  not  to  lose  his  labor, 
he  takes  out  a  knife,  and  with  some  eflbrt  manages  to  separate  the  head 
from  the  body.  To  wrap  it  in  an  old  canvas  bag,  to  fill  up  and  smooth 
ofi*  the  grave,  is  the  work  of  a  few  minutes.  He  himries  home,  puts  on 
dry  clothes,  and  goes  to  work  to  unravel  the  mystery  of  that  dead  man's 
brain  ;  and  he  finds  a  remarkable  bony  projection  on  the  inside  of  the 
skull,  such  as  will  make  it  a  curious  addition  to  his  anatomical  museum. 
He  must  preserve  it,  that's  certain. 

It  was  still  raining  when  he  had  finished  his  investigations,  and  rather 
than  again  venture  out  in  the  rain  to  the  place  of  concealment  in  the 
stable,  he  locked  it  up  in  a  closet,  and  retired  to  bed  where,  after 
his  fatiguing  night,  he  was  soon  wrapped  in  sound  sleep,  and  did  not 
awake  until  so  late  the  following  morning  that  he  arrived  at  the  tavern 
after  that  meal  was  finished.  As  he  returned,  he  saw  Miss  Nathalie 
emerge  from  her  uncle's  house  with  a  calash  and  moming-dress,  and 
walk  slowly  along  toward  him.  He  prepared  to  bow,  but  as  she  passed 
she  turned  her  head  away,  and  said  in  a  low  tone  : 

'  Do  n't  speak  to  me !  but  if  you ' ve  a  head  in  your  office  get  rid  of  it, 
that's  all !' 

He  turned  to  look  at  hery  but  she  stepped  into  a  store,  and  appeared 
to  be  absorbed  in  making  purchases. 

A  second  warning !     Could  it  be  that  they  had  discovered  wliat  had 
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been  done  the  night  before  ?     It  was  clear  that  some  one  was  watching 
him,  but  equally  clear  that  an  angel  was  protecting  him. 

The  event  proved  that  the  warning  was  well  founded,  for,  hardly  had 
he  transferred  the  head  to  a  place  of  concealment  before  he  was  visited 
by  his  old  acquaintances,  the  constable  and  justice,  who  ransacked  his 
oifices  in  every  part,  and  then  proceeded  to  the  stable,  looked  behind  the 
wood-pile,  under  the  hay-mow,  in  the  horse-trough,  and  the  buggy.  In 
the  loft  was  a  small  cutter-sleigh,  turned  up  on  end,  which,  from  that 
circumstance,  and  the  apparent  exposure  of  the  seat,  with  the  top  open, 
they  neglected  to  examine  very  carefully,  although  they  turned  it  down. 
They  went  away  as  wise  as  they  came  ;  and  soon  ailer  they  had  gone, 
Norton,  with  a  quiet  chuckle,  went  up  to  that  cutter  and  felt  for  the 
mangled  head  under  the  straw  packed  into  the  seat  where  he  had  placed 
it,  not  having  time  to  bury  it  under  the  stable  as  he  had  proposed  to  do. 
Now  that  the  search  was  over,  he  thought  it  was  as  safe  here  as  any- 
where, and  concluded  to  leave  it  there  until  night,  when  he  could  dig 
a  grave  for  it  without  interruption. 

Of  course  the  discovery  that  '  the  sanctity  of  the  grave  had  been 
again  violated,'  created  no  smaU  stir  in  the  town ;  and  the  newspaper, 
that  very  morning,  delayed  its  publication  to  publish  a  postscript  stating 
that  *  tins  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  as  Mr.  Godfrey  Gaskins,  sexton  of 
this  village,  was  entering  the  burial-ground  to  dig  a  grave,  he  observed 
what  was  very  unusual,  the  gate  wide  open,  and  was  led  by  this  cir- 
cumstance to  examine  the  grave  of  a  pauper,  known  as '  Staggering  Jim,' 
who  had  been  interred  the  day  before.  A  deep  depression  was  found 
on  the  surface  near  the  head  of  the  grave,  caused,  as  it  appeared  on 
digging  down,  by  the  fact  that  some  miscreant  had  knocked  out  the 
coffin-head  and  neglected  to  replace  it,  so  that  the  earth  settled  into 
the  coffin,  on  examining  which  it  was  found  still  to  contain  the  body 
of  the  beggar,  but,  like  that  of  Holofemes,  '  without  any  head.'  Sus- 
picions have  been  directed  toward  a  certain  well-known  quarter,  but  as 
yet  no  sufficient  evidence  to  justify  an  arrest.  When  are  these  things 
to  cease?' 

Determined  to  live  down  all  censure,  Norton  did  not  hesitate  to  min- 
gle with  the  crowd  of  idlers  at '  the  store,'  and  laugh  down  all  talk  by 
saying : 

*  Oh  yes,  I  've  got  it,  of  course.    Go  and  find  it.* 

That  evening  there  was  a  large  party,  and  Norton  went  with  the 
hope  that  he  might  get  a  chance  to  question  Miss  Ellen  as  to  the  sooice 
of  her  mysterious  knowledge,  which  was  now  occasioning  great  imeasi- 
ness.  He  had  seldom  met  her  in  company,  and  then  received  scarcely 
more  than  a  bow.  She  always  went  out  soon  after  he  came.  This 
evening  she  was  there,  and  was  soon  not  unwillingly  cornered,  when  a 
conversation  took  place  something  to  this  efiect : 

'  You  have  never  given  me  an  opportunity.  Miss  Ellen,  to  thank  yea 
for  that  kind  interest  you  have  taken  on  my  behalf;  and  you  cannot 
wonder  that  I  am  curious  to  know  how  you  have  obtained  mfonnation 
so  important.     One  deliverance  and  two  warnings.' 

'And  yet  a  third  warning  I  must  give  you,'  said  she.  '  This  ia  no 
place  to  give  reasons ;  and  I  hardly  know  whether  a  gentleman'  who 
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profits  so  little  by  experience  as  to  go  into  his  stable-lofl  by  day-light, 
and,  in  front  of  a  window,  put  something  in  a  cutter-sleigh,  deserves  to 
be  warned  again.     Look  to  it  to-night,  that^s  all* 

So  saying,  she  hurried  to  join  some  companions  who  began  to  banter 
her  about  the  doctor  whom  her  evidence  had  saved,  and  with  whom 
they  had  no  doubt  she  was  in  a  conspiracy  to  prevent  the  poor  beggars 
from  sleeping  in  peace  ;  to  all  of  which  she  replied  in  graceful  badinage. 

*  Seriously,  though,*  said  one  young  lady,  observing  that  the  doctor 
had  gone  out,  *  ain*t  it  awful !  * 

'Awful  I*  said  all. 

'  The  man  who  did  it  ought  to  be  hung ! '  said  Ellen. 

'  So  he  ought ! '  said  all. 

'And  yet  he  could  only  have  done  it  to  learn,*  timidly  suggested  Miss 
Augusta  Sprigg,  whose  name  had  at  times  been  coupled  with  Norton's 
by  the  gossips. 

'  Only  to  learn ! '  said  all. 

*  To  keep  the  Eftaggers  out  of  other  people's  heads,  that'^s  all,*  said 
Ellen. 

*  That  *s  all ! '  echoed  the  group. 

And  so,  on  the  whole,  they  all  concluded  it  might  have  been  worse.^ 
Meantime,  Norton  had  hurried  home  to  his  office  and  filled  a  bucket 
with  a  strong  preparation  of  lye  and  acids,  such  as  would  blister  the 
skin  on  contact.  Removing  the  head  from  the  sleigh  and  burying  it 
under  the  floor,  he  supplied  its  place  by  the  bucket,  and  taking  his  seat 
in  his  back-office  in  the  dark,  quietly  watched  for  the  approach  of  any 
outsiders.  About  twelve  o'clock  he  heard  foot-steps  moving  up  the  alley 
which  led  to  the  stable.  The  lower  door  was  closed ;  but  two  persons 
placed  a  ladder  to  the  window  above,  and  entered.  He  stepped  under 
the  window  and  listened,  and  heard  some  one  say  in  a  very  low  tone : 
'  He  has  put  it  in  brine  to  preserve  it,  that 's  all.' 

*  It  makes  my  fingers  feel  queer,'  said  the  other. 

*  Pshaw!  *  was  the  reply ;  *your  fingers  must  be  very  tender.  I  '11 
bring  it  out  for  you.  Hello  I  it  is  rather  strong ;  I  guess  we  shall  have 
to  give  it  up.' 

*  Who-o-o-o !  how  my  fingers  bum ! ' 

The  two  soon  descended  the  ladder,  which  they  forgot  to  take  with 
them ;  and  as  they  ran  away,  Norton  thought  he  reccgnized  familiar 
forms. 

Imagine  Miss  Abigail  Prue's  astonishment  next  morning,  when  she 
received  a  message  from  Ellen  Nathalie,  stating  that  her  uncle,  being 
somewhat  indisposed,  had  requested  Dr.  Norton  to  respond  to  her  sum- 
mons for  a  physician.  It  was  not  greater  than  Norton's  when  Dr.  Bug- 
bee's  hired  man  brought  him  the  request  that  he  would  attend  to  cer- 
tain of  that  gentleman^s  patients.  Going  to  Dr.  Bugbee's  house.  Miss 
Nathalie  met  him  at  the  door,  with  a  countenance  expressive  of  a 
struggle  to  look  solenm  while  desiring  to  laugh,  and  told  him  that  she 
had  no  idea  her  warning  of  the  previous  evening  would  have  led  to 
any  thing  more  than  a  removal  of  the  obnoxious  head,  and  she  was 
sorry  to  find  that  her  uncle  had  nearly  lost  the  use  of  his  hands  thereby ; 
but  that  she  had  not  supposed  he  was  going  there  himself,  having  simply 
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overheard  conversations  between  him  and  the  sexton,  on  several  occa- 
sions, which  gave  her  occasion  to  caution  him,  (Norton,)  while  at  the 
same  time  she  had  to  he  very  circumspect  in  her  manner  toward  him 
to  avoid  being  suspected.  She  begged  him  to  say  nothing  about  it  to 
any  one,  as  her  uncle,  who  was  now  asleep,  evidently  felt  very  much 
chagrined,  and  had  requested,  in  order  probably  to  silence  him,  that 
he  might  be  invited  to  attend  his  patients. 

Had  not  Miss  Abigail  Prue  been  very  sick  in  consequence  of  her 
excessive  dissipation  at  the  party,  she  would  have  probably  dispensed 
with  Norton's  services ;  but,  as  it  was,  he  soon  followed  the  note,  and, 
by  a  little  judicious  flattery  and  some  gentle  remedies,  which  he  said 
were  all  so  young  a  person  needed,  he  wore  off  her  prejudice,  as  well 
as  sickness,  to  such  a  degree  that  she  declared  she  did  n*t  believe  one 
word  of  what  had  been  said  against  him,  and  became  as  loud  in  his 
praises  as  she  had  previously  been  in  his  censure. 

Norton  found  himself  cosily  seated  that  evening  at  the  tea-table  in 
Dr.  Bugbee's  house  with  no  other  companion  than  Miss  Ellen.  No 
wonder  that,  under  such  circumstances,  he  did  not  remark  much  on  Dr. 
Bugbee's  remaining  for  a  day  or  two  in  his  room,  and,  ht  a  week  after- 
ward, keeping  his  right  hand  very  carefully  gloved. 

But,  although  Norton  kept  his  own  counsel,  the  afiair  of  the  stable 
was  soon  the  talk  of  the  town.  A  busy-body,  who  happened  to  see  the 
sexton's  ladder  standing  at  the  doctor's  stable,  conclude  that  some  new 
discovery,  in  connection  with  the  resurrection  cases,  had  been  made, 
and,  hurrying  off  to  the  sexton,  inquired  : 

*  "What  he  'd  been  a  finding  of  at  the  young  doctor's  this  time  ? ' 

The  sexton,  thinking  all  was  known,  threatened  to  thrash  him  if  he 
ever  spoke  of  the  yoimg  doctor  again,  adding  '  they  may  get  some  body 
else  to  catch  their  body-snatchers  next  time ;  it  was  old  Dr.  Bugbee  that 
got  me  into  this  scrape,  and  he  got  the  worst  of  it,  as  he  deserved,  for 
he  run  his  wrist  into  the  cussed  stuff,  while  I  only  dabbled  my  fingers 
with  it,  and  that  was  bad  enough,  for  I  can 't  hold  a  spade  for  a  week 
to  come.' 

The  whole  story  was  by  degrees  got  out  of  him ;  and  it  appeared  that 
Dr.  Bugbee  had  been  secretly  advising  with  this  worthy  and  the  justice 
about  both  the  resurrection  cases,  in  reference  to  the  last  of  which  the 
sexton  was  especially  anxious  to  succeed,  having  been  greatly  irritated 
by  the  figure  he  had  been  made  to  play  on  the  trial  for  the  former. 
The  constable,  after  his  imsuccessful  search,  deolared  he  was  not  going 
to  be  laughed  at  for  another  abortive  attempt,  unless  some  better  evi- 
dence was  futoished  that  the  head  was  there  than  the  simple  fact  that 
Dr.  Bugbee  had  seen,  from  his  back-window,  Norton  pnoi  down  BOBtt- 
thiug  into  the  cutter. 

He  agreed,  however,  that  he  woiQd  go  in  and  take  possession  if  Bug- 
bee and  the  sexton  would  first  examine  and  report  that  it  was  there. 
Hence,  the  night-expedition,  which  ended  so  unfortunately  to  the  parties, 
not  only  taking  the  skin  almost  off  firom  their  hands,  and  subjectii^^  them 
to  all  liic  laughter  of  the  town^  but  rendering  them  liable  to  be  prose- 
cuted and  punished  for  trespass. 

The  joke  was  too  good  to  be  lost,  and  was  repeated  far  and  near,  and 
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made  Dr.  Norton  wonderfully  popular.  Those  who  would  have  been 
most  ready  to  crush  him  before,  now  applauded  him  for  his  enterprise, 
wit,  and  energy,  as  much  as  they  condemned  Dr.  Bugbec  for  his  mean- 
ness in  trying  to  destroy  a  rival.  .Whether  the  latter  was  aware  of  the 
extent  to  which  he  was  the  subject  of  ridicule  or  not,  he  had  the  good 
sense  to  conceal  it ;  and  this,  together  with  the  fact  that  he  had  sud- 
denly joined  Dr.  Norton  in  his  practice,  puzzled  many  people  not  a  little. 
AIL  that  could  he  got  out  of  Norton  was,  that  he  had  skinned  the  fingers 
of  two  men,  but  who  they  were  he  would  not  tell.  And  when,  some 
months  afler,  it  became  known  that  Norton  was  engaged  to  be  married 
to  Ellen  Nathalie,  some  people  were  still  more  puzzled. 

The  old  ladies  gave  it  as  their  opinion  that  that  girl  had  been  a  sly 
puss  all  the  while.  Miss  Augusta  Stagg  said  it  was  a  shame  for  Ellen 
Nathalie  to  marry  a  man  who  had  so  shamefully  abused  her  uncle ; 
and  Miss  Abigail  Prue,  next  time  she  saw  Dr.  Bugbee,  said  : 

*  Now,  Doctor,  do  tell  me,  did  n't  Ellen's  testimony  on  the  trial  have 
something  to  do  with  the  engagement  ? ' 

'Yes,  yes,  of  course,'  replied  the  doctor;  *Bhe  saved  him  from  the 
state-prison  ;  why  should  n't  he  love  her  ?  and  the  fact  is,  she  has  per- 
suaded me  into  the  belief  that  he  is  a  very  clever  fellow.' 

In  later  years,  he  used  to  give  a  sort  of  significant  grunt  when  his 
eye  lighted  upon  a  very  curious  skull  which  Norton  one  day  brought  in. 
Mrs.  Norton  thought  that  he  half  suspected  who  it  was  that  had 
thwarted  his  plans  by  putting  the  victim  on  his  guard,  for  he  occasion- 
ally patted  her  on  the  cheeks  and  said  : 

'AH 's  fair  in  love,  as  well  as  in  poHtics,  ain't  it,  Nelly  ? ' 

A  regard  for  the  old  gentleman's  memory  generally  leads  her,  q^  well 
as  her  husband,  to  gloss  over  his  share  in  the  transaction  by  saying  that 
he  was  in  his  dotage,  and  misled  by  others  ;  but  at  Norton's  little  medi- 
cal parties,  he  tells  with  great  gusto  the  story  of  the  three  warnings, 
whereby  he  was  saved  from  the  state-prison  and  secured  to  himself  a 
wife  and  a  practice,  *  and,'  adds  one  of  his  guests, '  the  faculty  of  medi- 
cine gained  a  valuable  member,  and  the  cause  of  morality  suffered  no 
damage.' 

Ellen  generally  finishes  this  list  of  blessings  by  reminding  them  that 
she  got  a  good  husband ;  and  she  has  no  idea  of  losing  him  by  the  same 
trap  from  which  she  has  rescued  him ;  ergo  she  makes  him  buy  his 
subjects  of  the  New- York  resurrectionists,  instead  of  digging  them  up 
himself,  which  is  much  easier  and  less  hazardous,  although  even  here 
he  is  exposed  to  the  law,  but  takes  warning  from  the  past  to  keep  such 
things  out  of  sight — that 's  all. 


THE      DEAD. 

The  dead  alone  are  dear ! 
While  they  are  here,  lonff  shadows  fall 
From  our  own  forms,  and  darken  all : 
But  when  they  leave  us,  all  the  shade 
Is  round  our  own  sad  footsteps  made, 

And  they  are  bright  and  clear. 
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ON      A      SHIP      FOUNDERING      AT      BEA. 

XOT  in  the  field, 
"VThere  squadrons  charging'  o'er  the  dead  and  dying, 
And  the  gashed  victim  in  his  blood  is  lying, 

Life's  last-drawn  sigh  to  jneld, 
Does  Dkatu,  the  grisly  king,  his  terrors  bear, 
Robed  in  the  gloomiest  mantle  of  despair. 

The  Stirling  souiuls 
Of  war's  tremendous  game  above  him  ringing; 
The  awful  thunders,  o'er  his  senses,  winging 

To  thoufsands  more  the  wounds 
"Wliicli  laid  him  low,  arc  antidot<»  to  pain. 
And  smooth  his  passjigt>  to  oblivion's  reign. 

Xor  on  tlie  c»ouch, 
AVhen,  thrtnigh  protnictetl  pangs,  his  pallid  fingers 
Part,  one  by  one,  each  fainter  hoi)e  that  lingers, 

Brings  the  fell  monarch's  touch 
Its  keenest  throb,  its  agonizing  throe. 
To  free  the  suflbrer  from  a  world  of  woe. 

Around  him  stand 
The  loved  companions  in  his  liours  of  pleasure ; 
Now,  with  their  hearts  attuncMl  to  sorrow's  measure— 

A  ministering  band ; 
Tiiey  soothe  the  pains  affection  may  not  heal, 
And  blunt  his  dying  pangs  in  those  they  feeL 

TT  is  on  the  wave, 
Amid  that  crowded,  dismal,  lonely  prison, 
When  hundreds  fn)m  tlio  ship's  straineil  ribs  have  risen 

To  darkness  and  the  grave. 
That  deepest  horrors  burst  upon  the  souL 
And  wild  despair  o'enniisters  all  control. 

Athwart  the  main, 
An  ociHin-barrier  to  man's  world  surrounding. 
And  his  frail  ark  from  every  blow  rebounding, 

As  surc^lv  with  the  strain 
She  settles  deeper  in  her  waterj-  tomb. 
Death  shrouds  the  victim  with  his  darkest  gloom. 

Hope  casts  no  ray 
Across  the  vast  expanse  of  mountain-billows: 
The  s<ninding  surge  which  every  moment  pillows 
Still  lower  on  her  wav 

_  * 

That  parting  hulk  in  silence  and  in  night, 
I)rown.s,  in  its  roar,  the  hundred  shrieks  of  fright. 

One  awfbl  hour, 
And  to  the  fathomless  abys«»  descending, 
"With  winds  and  waves  tlieir  wildest  discord  blending, 

No  traoo  will  evennore 
Kcveal  the  sivrets  of  that  living  grave, 
"^VhiTi*  Dkatii  confroiita  the  beautiful  and  brave. 
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Oh  1  it  is  there 
That  fitly  is  he  named  the  King  of  Terrors ; 
Elsewhere  man  dies  in  hope  that  some  kind  bearers, 

Some  spirits  of  earth  or  air 
Will  carry  sad  memorials  to  bless 
The  mourning  objects  of  his  tenderness. 

But  who  shall  tell 
The  anxious  watchers  o'er  each  darkening  morrow, 
That  harrowing  tale  to  fill  their  cup  of  sorrow  ? 

Who  bear  the  mute  farewell  ? 
Alas  I  Annihilation  rears  her  head  — 

He  dies  —  and,  with  him,  all  around  is  dead  1  j.  j.  w. 

PhiladelphicL,  Second  Month,  1854. 


PASSION-FLOWERS. 


'PAssioN-FLOWBEs:'    b'oston:     tioknob,   seed,  and  fields. 


Macaulay  tells  a  story  of  an  Italian  convict,  who  was  allowed  to 
take  his  choice  of  punishments  —  to  read  Guiccardini  or  ^o  to  the  gal- 
leys. At  first,  he  chose  the  former,  hut  the  '  History  of  Pisa '  was  too 
much  for  him,  and  he  cried  out  to  be  taken  to  the  docks.  Something 
of  the  feeling  which  this  much-enduring  man  must  have  had  toward 
Guiccardini  comes  over  us  when  we  see  a  hook  —  splendid  in  blue  mus- 
lin or  crimson  morocco,  perhaps  —  lettered  on  the  hack,  *  Female  Poets 
of  America.*  So  many  maidenly  and  matronly  platitudes ;  so  much 
second-hand  finery ;  so  much  general  prettiness  and  insipidity  of  thought, 
go  to  make  up  a  hook  with  that  name,  that  we  instinctively  avoid  it. 
For  in  spite  of  the  many  single  poems  of  great  beauty  which  American 
women  have  written,  hardly  any  of  our  countrywomen,  as  yet,  have  shown 
a  good  title  to  the  sacred  name  of  poet.  In  this,  as  in  many  other 
things,  we  are  inferior  to  our  brethren,  or  rather,  our  sisters,  across  the 
water. 

It  would  seem  as  if  poetry  were  specially  adapted  to  the  nature  of 
woman.  Her  fine  soul,  tremblingly  alive  to  all  harmony,  and  catching 
at  those  vanishing,  unattainable  beauties  of  sound  which  are  apt  to 
escape  the  ruder  ear  of  man,  fits  her  well  for  the  form,  at  least,  of 
poetry ;  while  the  sea  of  affection  in  her  heart,  when  stirred  by  the 
strong  blasts  of  passion  that  sweep  over  it,  ought  to  find  voice,  one  would 
think,  in  true  poetical  utterances.  "What  poems  in  themselves  are  the 
lives  of  many  women,  perhaps  of  most  1  And  yet,  since  the  days  of 
Sappho,of  whom  every  body  talks  and  few  know  any  thing,  how  few  have 
been  the  really  great  female  poets !  The  very  greatest,  to  our  mind,  who 
has  ever  lived,  ennobles  our  age  by  her  life  :  the  loving  wife  of  one  who 
is  himself  in  high  honor  among  bards.  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 
in  spite  of  great  harshness  of  metre,  oftentimes  an  unconscious  pedantry, 
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and  a  half  morbid  recurrence  to  certain  pet  themes  and  forms  of  ex 
pression,  seems  to  us  to  stand  as  high  as  any  living  poet  of  either  sex. 
Next  to  her  in  her  own  sex,  although  widely  diSerent,  and  in  some 
respects  very  much  inferior,  we  are  inclined  to  place  the  author^of 
*  Passion-Flowers.' 

To  many  this  will  seem  preposterous ;  a  few  will  think  it  scanty 
praise.     Let  us  then  consider  the  matter  a  little. 

The  excellence  of  Mrs.  Browning's  poetry  springs  chiefly  from  the 
pure  and  lofty  spirit  with  which  she  writes.  It  is  this  which  gives  such 
value  to  her  overflowing  imagination,  and  her  deep  love  and  clear  ex- 
pression of  the  beauty  of  nature  ;  this  gives  smoothness  to  her  verse,  or 
else  atones  for  the  want  of  it.  Doubtless  there  have  been  women  i|i 
whom  the  strictly  poetical  faculties  —  the  imagination,  the  quick  eye, 
the  love  of  melodious  arrangement,  the  warm,  passionate  nature — have 
all  existed  in  as  eminent  a  degree  as  in  Mrs.  Browning.  But  surely  in 
no  woman  have  they  been  combined  with  such  noble  aspiration,  and 
such  force  and  sweetness  of  character.  The  women  who  have  written 
poetry  have  sometimes  been  persons  of  small  intellectual  ability,  driven 
to  verse  by  some  necessity  of  their  life ;  sometimes  mere  intellectual 
women,  with  little  of  the  fire  of  soul  needful  for  a  poet.  Of  the  first 
class  we  should  say  were  Mrs.  Hemans,  Miss  Landon,  and  Mrs.  Norton ; 
of  the  second,  Hannah  More  and  Joanna  Baillie.  Above  all  such 
writers  Mrs.  Browning  towers  in  genius,  by  the  union  of  intellect  and 
passion  with  high  moral  and  spiritual  beauty  of  character. 

Oftentimes  one  notices  in  female  poets  a  lack  of  earnestness  and  depth 
of  thought,  exhibiting  a  wide  contrast  to  the  majority  of  eminent  poets 
of  the  other  sex.  In  this  respect  Mrs.  Browning  is  greatly  superior  to 
her  rivals ;  nor  is  the  author  of  *  Passion-Flowers  *  wanting  in  merit  of 
this  kind.  The  topics  with  which  our  countrywoman  deals,  require  an 
elevation  of  thought  far  above  what  the  readers  of  Mrs.  Hemans  and 
'  L.  £.  L.'  are  called  upon  to  maintain.  She  has  WTitten  nothing  which 
has  much  claim  to  notice  as  a  work  of  art ;  nothing  to  compare  with 
Mrs.  Browning's  '  Romanists '  and  dramas ;  and  it  is  in  these,  perhaps, 
that  the  latter  excels.  In  the  Drama  of  Exile  there  is,  notwithstanding 
its  many  faults,  a  fine  dramatic  eflect  and  a  beautiful  lyiic  adaptation, 
which  make  it  not  unworthy  of  comparison  with  the  Comus  and  Sam- 
son Agonistes  of  Milton,  while  in  its  subject  it  often  reminds  one  of 
the  Paradise  Lost.  But  the  author  of  '  Passion-Flowers,*  to  judge  by 
what  this  volume  contains,  is  timi)ly  l}Tical,  and  as  such,  her  merit  is 
of  a  high  order. 

The  true  lyric  excelleuce  is  rarer  than  any  of  the  requisites  of  the 
poet,  formidable  as  is  the  list  of  them  which  Imlac  in  Rasselas  enu- 
merates. The  power  to  strike  out  songs  from  one's  own  warm  heart, 
which  shall  find  an  echo  in  the  hearts  of  all  who  hear,  and  become  a 
portion  of  the  national  literature  in  this  most  attractive  form,  is  as  envi- 
able as  any  which  Heaven  has  bestowed  on  the  bard  ;  and  few,  indeed, 
have  ever  possessed  it.  The  Marseillaise  is  the  finest  specimen  of  the 
true  hnric  in  the  whole  range  of  modem  poetry ;  while  Bums  is,  per- 
haps, the  greatest  modern  lyric  poet.  The  poems  in  the  volume  under 
notice  arc  not  of  this  highest  character.     "We  call  them  lyrical,  becauFC 
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they  are  such  as  the  poet,  singing  from  his  own  hreast  the  songs  of 
love,  or  sorrow,  or  indignation,  or  devotion,  as  they  rise  there,  would 
naturally  write';  hecause,  too,  they  have  a  full,  musical  flow  of  verse, 
fitting  well  to  the  thought. 

The  name  of  the  hook  is  well  chosen,  for  through  it  all  there  runs  a 
strong  under-current  of  passion,  hreaking  forth  now  and  then  in  sharp 
and  wild  expression.  Or  if  the  author  intended  the  symholical  passion- 
flower as  the  emhlem  of  her  flowers  of  song,  there  is  a  singular  heauty 
in  the  choice.  As  that  sacred  flower,  hy  the  very  gorgeousness  of  its 
hues,  makes  more  intense  the  sorrowful  signal  stamped  upon  it,  so  does 
the  warm,  hrilliant  life  which  colors  these  poems  make  the  sad,  somhre 
thought  of  many  of  them  more  keenly  felt.  It  makes  us  think  of  that 
princess  who  imder  her  flashing  robes  wore  the  heavy  cross  studded  with 
sharp  points,  pressed  close  to  her  bleeding  breast.  We  feel  as  we  read 
that  these  are  the  revelations  of  one  of  those  electric  natures  whose 
love  and  disdain,  whose  joy  and  grief,  are  alike  keen  and  thorough. 
We  are  constantly  reminded  of  the  traditional  Sappho,  and  never  more 
so  than  in  the  remarkable  poem  '  Mid-night,'  from  which  we  quote  : 

*  I  LOVE  to  walk  the  darkness 

On  the  Mid-night's  folded  arm, 
Between  Earth's  stnijrGrlinic  currents 
And  Heaven's  blue  dcptos  of  calm : 

*  And  prove  the  ghostly  terrors 

Which,  all  too  wild  for  sight, 
Thronjf  on  the  teeming  fancy 
At  the  solemn  noon  of  night : 

'And  mark  the  mocking  contrast 

Of  the  gentle  and  the  loud, 
When  all  the  powers  of  being 
To  height  and  crisis  crowd. 


'  For  mid-night  lends  a  passion 

To  all  of  soul  and  sense ; 
The  wine-cup  g^ws  more  maddening, 
The  music  more  intense. 

*  Then  swifter  whirl  the  dancers, 

And  wilder  plays  the  bend ; 
More  ruthless  throws  the  gamester 
Perdition  from  his  hand. 

'  The  wanton's  haggard  features 

Glow  then,  through  all  their  paint, 
And  paler  in  his  rapture 
Turns  the  transfigured  saint. 


'  While  the  maiden  from  her  lattice 

More  timidly  doth  move; 
Oh !  terrible  is  Mid-night 
With  the  thought  of  one  we  love!  * 

This  is  the  *  vision  and  the  faculty  divine,'  unquestionably.  How  well 
do  the  verses  suggest  the  thrilling  intoxication  of  mid-night  —  the  rush 
of  life  through  the  veins  of  all  who  drink  from  that  mysterious  cup ! 
We  wonder  that  a  woman  could  so  well  have  felt  and  expressed  it. 
Yet,  above,  all  the  passionate  music  of  the  poem  rises  the  clear,  spiritual 
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touc  of  the  "womaa's  untrouLled  voice,  as  iu  Eome  wild  oiclicstral  din, 
one  sweet,  reed-like  note,  j^owinj^  fuller  and  fuller,  at  last  overcomes 
the  tumult,  and  the  shrill  and  loud  hecome  hushed  before  it.  Thus  she 
concludes : 

*  Upox  my  brow  and  bosom 

JjCt  holy  lilios  lie, 
Br  the  child  Jesus  gathered 
Id  radiant  infancy : 

*  Then,  when  the  mid-night  fever 

KuHhes  thn)ugh  heart  and  brain, 
I  bold  them  here,  I  press  them  there. 
And  (joD  is  felt  again.' 

It  is  in  such  a  poem  as  this  that  we  see  the  immense  superiority  of  a 
modem  poetess  over  the  famous  singers  of  old.  Sappho  of  Lesbos  was 
a  woman  on  fire  with  passion  and  conquered  by  it,  wasting  both  her  life 
and  her  song  on  unworthy  objects.  Our  Sappho  is  a  clear-eyed,  noble 
woman,  lifting  us  nearer  heaven  by  the  purity  of  her  soul.  "With  Buch 
a  nature  she  can  treat  of  themes  often  lef^  imsung,  and,  by  the  tone 
which  she  uses,  bring  them  strongly  and  naturally  before  us,  without 
incurring  the  reproach  of  speaking  an  unwomanly  word.  For  we  can 
only  look  with  pity  and  a  sort  of  contempt  upon  that  kind  of  criticism 
which  taxes  her  "with  indelicacy  and  impiety.  There  are  people,  it  is 
said — nice  young  men  with  white  moustaches,  and  young  ladies  of  the 
Caroline  Pettitoes  order  —  who  complain  that  the  author  has  spoken 
too  much  of  herself  and  her  inner  life,  has  ventured  to  let  the  secret 
escape  that  she  has  a  soul  which  God  made,  and  a  heart  wherein  human 
joys  and  sorrows,  in  their  height  and  depth,  find  a  home.  What  an 
indelicate  disclosure !  Doubtless  it  is  the  height  of  refmement  to  become 
supremely  unconscious  of  every  thing  but  the  elegancies,  and  frivolities, 
and  respectabilities  of  life,  and  to  glitter  through  it  like  a  butterfly  or 
a  peacock,  without  stopping  to  ask,  '  "VMiy  do  I  live  ?  *  And  then,  when 
death  comes,  or,  worse  still,  old  age,  shall  we  not  walk  serenely  down 
the  Dark  Valley,  resting  on  the  prayers  of  the  Reverend  Cream  Cheese, 
and  keeping  in  mind  the  wise  saying  of  a  certain  French  saint  of  our 
order :  '  Depend  upon  it,  God  will  think  twice  before  he  damns  a  person 
of  our  quality.'  Truly,  to  such  people  a  soul  would  be  a  troublesome 
thing. 

Then  tliere  is  another  class  who  turn  away  with  holy  horror  when- 
ever our  author  opens  the  doors  of  the  inner  temple ;  those  who  were 
made  of  good  stufl'  by  nature,  but  have  been  warped  and  bent  aside  by 
conventionality  and  the  follies  of  fashionable  life.  These  silken  critics 
shake  their  very  proper  heads  at  the  thought  of  a  woman  who  could 
write  '  Mid-night,*  or  *  Whitsunday  in  the  Church.*  They  can  admire 
in  Mrs.  Hemans  the  delightful  way  in  which  she  exposes  her  griefs  to 
the  eye  of  the  world ;  they  revel  in  the  rich  pathos  of  Mrs.  Browning, 
mourning  over  the  lost  glories  of  her  cliildhood,  and  telling  the  exquisite 
story  of  her  love  to  her  lover  and  the  world  ;  but  that  a  poet  so  near 
home,  one  of  their  own  set,  perhaps,  should  do  the  like,  they  cannot 
endure.  No  doubt  the  trees  of  the  forest  cry  out  against  any  young 
beech  or  birch  who  dares  to  grow  up  above  the  general  level,  reaching 
for  the  light.     How  the  staid  old  trees  and  the  proper  young  ones  talk 
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scandal  about  her  as  an  up-start,  tossing  their  magnificent  heads  at  the 
idea! 

These  people  (not  the  trees)  forget  that  this  expression  of  the  inner- 
most of  thought  and  feeling  is  the  very  life  of  poetry ;  that  without  it, 
the  poet  is  tame  and  cold.  Especially  is  this  true  of  a  woman  who 
writes  poetry,  for  this  inner-life  is  with  her  the  source  and  scene  of  her 
genius.  Into  her  poems  the  personal  clement  enters  far  more  largely 
than  into  those  of  men.  That  wide  impartiality  and  freedom  from  all 
trace  of  personal  bias  toward  this  or  that  type  of  character  which  is  so 
remarkable  in  Shakspeare,  is,  perhaps,  impossible  in  a  woman.  At  any 
rate,  none  has  yet  manifested  it.  Their  poetry  is  eminently  subjective ; 
and  even  when  they  deal  with  the  almost  purely  objective  poetry  of  the 
Greeks,  as  Mrs.  Browning  and  Margaret  Fuller  have  done,  they  infuse 
into  it  a  portion  of  their  own  spirit.  The  Antigone  and  Iphigenia  which 
Margaret  Fuller  speaks  of,  are  not  those  whom  Sophocles  and  Euripides 
brought  out  on  the  Athenian  stage.  Unconsciously  the  strong  womanly 
nature  of  this  New-England  Pythia  changed  the  characters  as  they 
came  from  the  hands  of  the  Greek  tragedians. 

In  like  manner  the  author  of  *  Passion-P'lowers '  draws  every  thing 
that  she  touches  into  some  sort  of  relation  to  herself  and  her  life.  Not  a 
poem  in  the  book  but  has  this  true  woman's  mark  stamped  upon  it. 
Even  the  one  most  free  from  it — *  Handsome  Harry,'  one  of  the  most 
charming,  freshest  of  sketches — could  never  have  been  written  by  any 
hut  a  woman.     Here  are  the  opening  verses  : 

*  Wirr  must  we  look  so  oft  nbaft  ? 

What  is  the  charm  we  feel 
When  handsome  Harrt  guides  the  craft, 
His  hand  upon  the  wheel  ? 

'  His  hand  upon  the  wheel,  his  eye 
The  swelling  sail  doth  measure ; 
"Were  I  the  vessel  he  commands, 
I  should  obey  with  pleasure. 

*  Whether  he  tumbles  to  the  top, 

Or  in  the  rigging  stands, 
I  must  admire  nis  agile  feet^ 
His  ready,  willing  hands. 

"VVe  wish  we  could  quote  it  entire,  so  sweet  and  perfect  it  is.  It 
might  have  been  written,  as  we  have  no  doubt  it  was,  on  one  of  those 
bright  days  at  sea  when  the  ship  bounds  merrily  on  from  wave  to  wave, 
rocking  in  the  gay  sun-hght  that  glances  from  the  *  swelling  sail '  and 
flashes  on  the  restless  ocean. 

Diflerent  enough  from  this  are  those  vehement  verses,  *  From  New- 
port to  Rome,'  where  in  every  line  you  feel  the  fiery  meaning  burning 
through  the  veil  of  words.  Indeed,  in  many  of  these  poems  it  is  not  so 
much  the  words  which  attract  notice  —  they  often  seem  almost  common- 
place —  but  somehow  the  vivid  thought  behind  the  words  forces  itself 
upon  your  attention.  This  is  a  rare  merit ;  for  now-a-days  poets,  for  the 
most  part,  elaborate  the  metrical  form  which  they  use,  and  make  it  in 
itself  musical  and  pleasing ;  but  the  form  is  not,  as  it  should  be,  the 
natural  growth  of  the  thought ;  it  has  much  that  is  superfluous  and 
without  meaning.     Emerson  says  of  Shakspeare  and  the  poets  of  his 
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age,  that  the  secret  of  their  unequalled  rhythm  is  this :  it  was  the  sunplest 
expression  which  their  idea  could  take ;  never  redundant  or  overlaid 
with  foreign  ornament.  As  compared  with  later  poets,  this  is  imdoubt- 
edly  true  of  them  ;  for  the  defect  that  comes  from  using  more  worda 
than  are  supported  by  ideas,  is  painfully  felt  in  nearly  every  recent  poet. 
We  see  the  same  defect  in  '  Passion-Flowers,'  but  in  no  great  degree. 
Oftcner  there  are  not  words  enough  to  express  the  thought  fully ;  it 
therefore  forces  itself  through,  half  unpleasantly.  Both  faults  -*  al- 
though the  latter  is  rather  a  virtue  in  these  days  —  sometimes  coexist 
in  the  same  poem,  as  in  the  one  called  '  Wherefore  ? '  and  *  The  Death 
of  the  Slave  Lewis.'  But  usually  there  is  a  singular  fitness  in  the  vene 
to  express  the  thought  wliich  it  is  meant  to  embody ;  a  fitness  whiqli  is 
not  perceived  at  first,  any  more  than  we  at  first  tiJce  notice  of  the  nice 
blending  of  colors  by  which  the  painter  sets  face  or  landscape  living  beibze 
us.  So,  as  the  picture  which  at  first  and  always  pleases  us  by  its  ef* 
feet,  does  so  still  more  when  we  examine  it  more  closely,  do  these 
poems  grow  upon  our  admiration  the  more  we  read  them.  What  seemed 
at  first  common-place,  or  passed  without  notice,  is  seen  to  have  a  merit 
above  the  more  ambitious  style  of  the  great  mass  of  versifiers.  It  is 
the  very  excellence  of  which  Horace  speaks : 

« 

— —  *  Ut  sibi  qiiivis 
SiM>ret  idem,  cndot  inultum,  fnistruque  Inboret, 
Ansus  idem.' 

It  seems  as  if  we  could  all  write  poctr\'  as  good,  so  simple  is  the  con- 
stniotion  and  so  easy  the  language.  We  have  no  doubt  that  many 
young  ladies  who  take  up  the  book  think  it  inferior  to  their  own  war- 
bliugs,  and  wonder  wliat  it  is  that  people  find  to  admire  in  it. 

But  we  liave  not  yet  alluded  to  the  chief  merits  of  the  book  before 
us,  which  are  :  its  independence,  its  originality,  and  its  hearty  sympathy 
with  the  cause  of  humanity.  It  shows  fewer  traces  of  imitation  than 
any  book  of  the  kind  which  we  remember  for  this  long  time.  Take  up  the 
jwem  of  almost  any  American  writer  of  either  sex,  and  how  strongly 
they  hint  of  Byron,  or  Shelley,  or  Tennyson,  or  Mrs.  Browning,  or  some 
other  pet  poet  across  the  water.  Lowell  tastes  of  Keats ;  Longfellow 
of  Germany  and  its  ballads  ;  Dana  of  Coleridge.  Why,  we  are  content 
to  hear  our  men  of  highest  celebrity  spoken  of  as  the  American  Words- 
worth, the  American  Campbell,  and  the  like,  thus  acquiescing  in  what 
should  be  our  shame.  Mr.  Mulcliinock,  apparently  a  sensitive,  clear- 
headed working-man,  cannot  write  a  poem  on  the  Dignity  of  Labor, 
noble  as  the  subject  is,  and  inspiring,  without  having  *  Locksley  Hall  * 
and  *  Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere '  in  his  eye  as  models.  Nor  can  Alice 
Carey  or  Mrs.  Whitman  tell  the  story  of  their  o\ni  life  without  making 
you  tliink  too  often  of  the  *  Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese '  and  their 
author.  This  is  all  wrong.  No  true  poet  will  thus  consent  to  follow 
in  the  steps  of  another,  for  imitation  is  fatal  to  preeminence  in  any  art. 

*  Passion-Flowers,*  as  we  have  said,  is  clear  of  all  accusations  of  this 
kind.  You  could  not  say  from  reading  it  whether  or  not  the  fashionable 
poets  are  on  the  author's  shelves  ;  or  whether,  like  some  of  her  sex,  she 
prefers  the  sonorous  Greek  of  Homer,  and  JEschylus,  and  Pindar  to  all 


1854.]  Fassion-Flawers,  369 

the  later  bards  have  sung.  Our  own  guess  is,  that  as  one  of  Ben  Jon- 
son's  characters  says,  *  Although  she  speaks  no  Greek,  she  loves  the  sound 
on 't ; '  and  is  not  skilled  in  the  classics,  notwithstanding  a  single  Greek 
word  which  she  uses  for  the  title  of  one  of  her  best  pieces,  and  which 
is  one  of  the  few  afiectations  in  the  volume.  But  however  this  may 
be,  she  certainly  has  not  copied  her  rhythm  or  her  thought  from  any 
ancient  or  modem  singer.  It  is  true  there  are,  in  many  parts  of  the 
book,  marks  of  the  influence  on  her  religious  sentiments  and  her  ways 
of  thinking,  which  one  great  New-England  mind  has  exerted ;  but^this 
influence  has  been  a  guide  and  an  impulse,  rather  than  a  tyrant  to  her 
own  spirit.  It  were  hardly  possible  for  a  person,  living  within  the 
sphere  of  one  of  the  foremost  reformers  and  strongest  men  of  the  age, 
to  escape  the  noble  contagion  of  his  character  ;  nor  are  we  sorry  to  see 
in  this  volume  such  well-deserved  tributes  to  his  elevating  friendship. 
Are  we  in  enfor  when  we  take  him  to  be  the  *  Royal  Guest '  of  page 
one  hundred  and  six  ?  At  any  rate,  the  poem  is  a  beautiful  one ;  we 
quote  the  last  half  of  it : 

*  Oh  !  friend  beloved  I  I  sit  a(>art  and  dumb, 

Sometimes  in  sorrow,  oft  in  joy  divine ; 
Mj  lips  will  falter,  but  my  prisoned  heart 
Springs  forth  to  measure  its  faint  pulse  with  thine. 

*  Thou  art  to  me  most  like  a  royal  guest. 

Whose  travels  bring  him  to  some  lowly  roof. 
Where  simple  rustics  spread  their  festal  fare. 
And  blusning,  own  it  is  not  good  enough. 

'  Bethink  thee,  then,  whenever  thou  com'st  to  me 

From  high  emprise  and  noble  toil  to  rest, 
My  thoughts  are  weaJc  and  trivial,  matched  with  thine, 
But  the  poor  mansion  offers  thee  its  best.' 

The  playful  sketch,  *  Philosoph  Master  and  Poet- Aster,'  cannot  be 
mistaken  in  its  application.  With  some  defects  and  exaggerations  it  is 
a  capital  hit. 

But  we  are  wandering  from  the  subject. — the  fearless  freedom  of 
speech  which  the  book  everywhere  manifests.  This  is  none  the  less  to 
be  admired  because  it  is  so  rare  in  America.  Strangely  enough,  in  the 
freest  country  of  the  world  there  is  more  timidity  and  servility  in  litera- 
ture than  under  many  a  despotic  government.  The  dread  of  censure, 
the  fear  of  ofiending  that  dear  public  whom  we  ought  to  love  well 
enough  to  tell  it  the  truth,  makes  cowards  of  our  writers,  from  the  news- 
paper editor  to  the  dignified  historian,  appealing  to  posterity.  It  is  in 
America  that  the  author  cheerfully  takes  upon  him  the  unspeakable 
disgrace  of  suppressing  his  written  opinions  for  the  sake  of  conciliating 
a  portion  of  his  countrymen,  and  goes  down  on  his  knees  in  pitiable 
penance  whenever  he  is  detected  expressing  his  honest  sentiments.  Even 
worse  than  single  acts  of  this  kind  is  the  general  air  of  humility  and 
submission  to  the  public,  which  stifles  all  frank  and  plain  speech. 
Socrates,  that  ancient  come-outer,  used  to  call  himself  the  gad-fly  of  the 
Athenians,  who  stung  them  to  dp  against  their  will  what  was  just  and 
honorable.     Our  writers  more  resemble  the  *  little  busy  bee ;  *  they 

*  Gathbb  honey  all  the  day 
From  every  opening  flower,' 
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and  humbly  bring  it  to  the  hive  for  the  use  of  their  master,  the  public ; 
and  if  one  of  them  uses  his  sting,  it  is  sure  to  be  the  death  of  him. 
Or  if  he  ventures  to  oppose  a  popular  error,  or  honestly  to  maintain  what 
he  believes  to  be  true,  how  the  othei^  pounce  upon  him,  buzz  about  him, 
and  torment  him  to  the  extent  of  their  puny  power  I 

Our  author  spurns  this  general  subordination,  and  insists,  not  only  on 
singing  her  song  in  her  own  way,  but  also  on  saying  what  she  pleases 
in  her  song.  We  have  looked  with  some  curiosity  to  see  her  sin  visited 
upon  her  with  the  heaviest  punishment  which  the  American  press  can 
inflict ;  but  she  has  hitherto  escaped  detection,  it  would  seem.  It  is 
true,  a  very  commendable  change  in  this  particular  is  taking  place 
among  us ;  nor  do  we  (being  still  yoimg)  despair  of  seeing  the  day  when 
thought  shall  be  as  free  in  democratic  America  as  in  England.  Never 
till  then  shall  we  have  any  thing  which  can  rightly  be  called  a  national 
literature. 

The  crowning  excellence  of  the  book  is  its  unwavering  devotion  to  the 
cause  of  progress,  manifested  without  parade,  yet  manly,  womanly,  and 
commanding  respect  even  from  those  who  differ  from  her.  Since  Maigaf- 
ret  Fuller,  no  countrywoman  of  ours  has  so  well  supported  the  cause  of 
the  brave  republicans  of  Europe.  Yet  American  women  have  not  been 
cold  in  their  sympathy  for  Hungarian  and  Italian  liberty.  What  fnend 
of  humanity  can  ever  forget  the  true-hearted  woman  who  so  triumph- 
antly vindicated  the  cause  of  Hungary  and  her  hero  against  the  attacks 
of  suspicious  and  bigoted  American  critics  ?  It  is  with  Italy  and  the 
Italians  that  these  poems  have  to  do.  Warm  love  for  that  fair  land, 
endeared  to  her  by  so  many  memories,  impels  her  to  cry  out  against  its 
oppressors  with  almost  an  exile's  vehemence. 

So,  too,  when  she  has  occasion  to  speak  of  the  stirring  questions  which 
agitate  the  social  and  political  and  theological  life  of  our  country- 
men —  of  the  New-Englanders  especially  —  she  shows  a  tender,  wo- 
manly enthusiasm  for  the  cause  of  justice  and  mankind.  With  no  little 
vigor  of  intellect  and  comprehensiveness  of  thought,  she  aims  shrewd 
blows  at  what  she  takes  for  the  fortress  of  wrong.  This  will  make  her 
book  especially  dear  to  those  whose  side  she  espouses,  while  it  may,  per- 
haps, o(iend  their  antagonists.  But  one  thing  is  certain :  it  gives  an  air 
of  reality  and  conviction  to  all  she  says,  which  cannot  fail  to  impress 
the  reader. 

Of  the  lesser  beauties  of  the  book  one  could  say  much.  There  is  a 
vein  of  playful  satire  in  some  parts,  and  of  trenchant  sarcasm  in  others, 
both  of  them  admirable.  For  the  first,  we  may  mention,  *  Mind 
versus  Mill-stream  ;  *  for  the  other,  *  Whitsunday  in  the  Church ; '  and 
*A  Pic-nic  among  the  ruins  of  Ostia.*  Her  descriptions  are  often  mar- 
vellously beautiful,  as  that,  for  instance,  in  which  she  tells  of  her  first 
hearkening  to  the  nightingale,  under  Italian  skies,  and  amid  the  splen- 
dors of  Italian  scenery : 

*  Nor  failed  the  rite  of  meet  antiphonr  — 
I  felt  the  silence  holy,  till  a  note 
Fell  as  a  sonnd  of  ravishment  from  heaven  — 
FeUy  as  a  HUirfaU-Ay  tralliruj  sound  for  li[thl ; 
And  ere  its  thread  of  melody  was'broken, 
From  the  serene  snranp^  other  sonnd:*,  its  fellovrs. 
That  fluttered  back  celestial  welcoming. 
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Astonished,  penetrate,  too  past  myself 

7b  hnoio  I  sinned  in  speaking ^  where  a  breath, 

Less  exquisite  was  sacrilegey  my  lips 

Gave  passage  to  one  cry :  God  I  what  is  that? 

^Oh !  not  to  know  what  has  no  peer  on  earth !) 

And  one,  not  distant,  stooped  to  me  and  said : 

*  If  ever  thou  recall  thy  friend  afar, 

Let  him  but  be  commemorate  with  this  hour 

The  first  in  which  thou  heard'st  our  nightingale.* ' 

Of  pure  description,  however,  there  is  very  little.  Every  thing,  as 
has  been  said,  is  touched  and  colored  by  its  relation  to  herself.  Thus, 
these  lovely  verses  lead  the  way  to  a  lament  for  an  absent  friend  : 

'  The  sweet  moon  inilcs  the  cast  to-night. 

To  show  the  sun  she  too  can  shine ; 
From  his  forsaken  cell  of  night 
She  builds  herself  a  jeweled  shrine, 

*  From  mine  lone  window  forth  I  look 

Where  the  grim  head-lands  poirU  to  sea. 
And  think  how  out  between  tnem  passea 
The  ship  that  bore  my  friend  from  me.' 

Countless  felicities  of  expression  are  there  in  the  volume,  as  full  of 
meaning  and  of  music  as  those  single-line  beauties  of  Tennyson  which 
every  one  notices.     As  these  : 

'Earth's  martyrs,  rapturous,  seek  the  ways  he  trod, 
And  lonely  virgins^  loving  Jiim,  love  God.* 

*  Oft  I  think  thy  hands  caress  me 

With  each  object  that  they  yield.* 

*  The  hoUow  chorus  of  the  cough 

Followed  each  word  she  strove  to  speak.* 

'  Like  child  divine  to  mortal  maid. 
My  gift  is  full  of  awe  to  me.* 

'  Tet  when  I  see  him  at  the  helm 
WUh  heaven  about  his  eyes* 

*1  wandered,  w^hile  the  flow  of  song 
Made  Eeason  drunken  through  the  ear* 

*  The  pilgrim  tries  a  quicker  pace. 

And  hugs  reinoreef  and  patters  prayers.* 

Neither  are  these  the  results  of  labor  and  a  striving  for  effect,  but 
they  have  an  appearance  of  ease,  as  if  said  without  premeditation. 

The  strength  of  religious  feeling  shown  in  many  of  the  poems  is  not 
their  least  attraction.  Among  the  many  we  notice  especially  *  Santa 
Susanna,'  *  The  Dead  Christ,'  and  the  concluding  piece.  Li  fact,  the 
whole  book  is  marked  by  a  fervid  religious  character,  as  the  work  of 
one  to  whom  the  ideas  of  God  and  Duty  are  famiUar  and  clear. 

It  remains  to  speak  of  the  faults  of  the  book  —  by  no  means  a  fault- 
less one.  There  is  too  little  variety  in  this  large  collection ;  too  fre- 
quent reference  to  certain  favorite  topics.  This  is  true  of  the  matter, 
and  the  same  may  be  said  of  the  manner.  The  verse  sometimes  be- 
comes monotonous  and  wearies  the  reader.  Then  there  is  some  meddling 
with  metres  which  are  evidently  unmanageable ;  such  as  the  pitiable 
hexametre  of  *  Wherefore.'  And  although  the  language  is,  for  the  most 
part,  pure  and  vigorous  English,  there  are  a  few  instances  of  a  remarka- 
ble use  of  words.     Perhaps  *  Socdologer '  (page  129)  may  be  allowed 
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iu  consideration  of  the  character  of  the  poem,  but  it  is  a  sad  stumbliug- 
block  to  young  ladies  and  others.  There  is  a  touch  of  afiectation,  too, 
in  some  of  the  titles. 

But  in  comparison  with  the  many  beauties  of  the  book,  its  faults 
seem  trivial.  Wo  hail  with  joy  its  appearance,  not  only  as  introducing 
us  to  a  poet  of  power  and  originality,  but  because  it  is  a  work  of  which 
we  may  be  proud  as  Americans.  It  owes  its  birth  to  influences  which 
are  wholly  American ;  it  faithfully  adheres  to  the  American  idea  ;  nor 
can  it  be  mistaken  for  the  work  of  any  but  a  true  American  woman. 
Our  country  might  well  afibrd  to  be  represented  abroad  by  such  as  she 
has  shown  herself  to  be. 

And  who  is  she  ?  The  book  is  published  anonymously,  but  the  au- 
thor is  understood  to  be  the  wife  of  an  honored  citizen  of  Massachusetts, 
famous  for  his  early  heroism  in  the  cause  of  Greece,  and  for  his  more 
recent  and  more  arduous  labors  in  behalf  of  the  blind  and  the  unfor- 
tunate of  every  class.  He  has  won  for  himself  a  name  nobler  than 
that  of  the  warrior  or  the  politician :  she,  too,  may  now  claim  her  share 
of  fame,  and  well  maintain  the  honor  of  the  name  which  she  bears  by 
marriage. 


REMEMBRANCES. 

Do  you  remember 
One  that  wamlcrwl  at  your  side, 
III.  the  dusk  t)f  even-tide, 
"  Many  month.s  ago, 

While  tlie  snow 
Yet  lingered  iu  tiic  valley  green  ? 

The  em)>er 
Smoulders  on  the  hearth  unseen 

Tliroughout  the  wean'  day, 
Wlien  those  for  whom  irkindlcd  first 
Are  far  awav: 

Thus  1  remember. 

For  thee 
The  skies  are  ealm  and  bright ; 

And  to  thy  far-oft*  sun-set  shall 
►Succeed  a  starry  night ; 

l^ut  we 

iSliall  }>o 
Apart  on  Life's  unrestuig  sea. 

Like  to  an  isle  in  tropic  seas, 

For  ever  fair, 
Thy  life  shall  stand ; 

AVhile  me, 
Tlio  storm  or  smnmer  brcezo 

Alike  shall  bear 
Yet  farther  from  the  land, 
Till  some  to-morrow  s  dawning  light 

^jli.'dl  glance  ujwn  the  troubled  ware, 
And  iiere  and  there  reveal  a  spar 

Tossed  high  above  an  ocean  grave.  Sioma 


1854.]  TJie  Convpila/ynte  on  Men  and  Women,  363 


T.H  E       COMPLAYNTE      ON      MEN      AND      WOMEN 


I  WALKE  this  weario  worlde,  untUl 

My  feete  are  growing  sore, 
In  searche  of  those  I  heard  were  here 

In  happio  dales  of  yore. 
Sunne  alter  sunne  itsfellowe  seekes; 

Nyghto  foUowes  after  nyghte ; 
And  lyngeryngo  in  the  pathe  of  weekes, 

The  yeares  are  taking  flyghto : 
But  yet  I  knowe  not  if,  the  Goode, 

The  Boautifullo  and  Brave, 
Are  feynynges  of  the  fancie,  or 

Are  sleepyngo  in  the  grave. 

Were  Jonatuane  and  David  but 

A  fygment  of  the  brain ; 
"Was  RuTHE  amid  the  alien  come 

A  sweete  poetick  strain  ? 
Was  Saulsbury's  noble  wife  a  dream, 

And  Sydney's  fame  a  songe, 
That  chaunced  to  catche  the  common  ear, 

Survivynge  thus  as  longe? 

Ah!  who  can  telle  1     But  looke  arounde. 

And  watche  the  buddynge  girle, 
Her  masque  of  Beautie,  sheltered  by 

An  artyfyciall  curie. 
The  verie  smile,  desygned  of  Godde 

To  marko  a  happie  soule, 
By  facile  muscles  tutored  to 

Her  undisturbed  controUe. 
The  speeche  of  youthe  and  innocence 

For  ever  on  her  lippes ; 
The  sunlyghte  on  her  face  the  whylo 

Her  hearte  is  in  eclypse. 

Who  is  her  tutor  ?    All  her  youthe 

In  solitude  she  spente ; 
The  calme  of  seemynge  innocence, 

The  manner  of  contente. 
I  woulde  have  thoughte  that  if  on  earthe 

The  angells  ever  came, 
One  wanderynge  from  the  spirit-lande 

Had  answerede  to  her  name. 

Wliat  is  her'goale  ?    A  happie  lyfe  ? 

A  hearte  from  sorrow  free  ? 
To  bear  the  name  of  tender  wyfe, 

If  wyfe  she  ever  be? 
What  is  her  aime  ?    An  open  hande  ? 

A  steppe  to  sorrowe  knowne  ? 
A  comforte  to  the  fatherlesse, 

Left  naked  and  alone  ? 

VOL.  XLIII.  24 
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This  is  a  stone  of  the  \^qsX  ; 

Our  women,  wyser  g^o\\^le, 
Their  face  and  figures  plastic -k  keepe, 

But  turne  tlieir  heartes  to  stone.  • 

And  wherefore  not?    The  simimer-daie, 

In  which  tliese  lives  disporte. 
With  some  to-morrow  dies  away ; 

Their  liappiness  is  sjwrte. 
Unfounde  tl»e  honie  in  the  flowero. 

Unfoundo  tlie  gilded  halle ; 
Thev  frette  awave  their  little  houro, 

And  then,  unntnieed,  falk. 


T    It   I   X   G   S      11  E   M   t:   M   B   E   R   E   D  . 
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On  the  day  appointed,  I  presented  myself  in  my  new  parish,  lily 
personal  efiects  were  contained  in  two  tnuiks,  one  of  which  held  my 
books,  the  other  an  equal  number  of  shirts  and  sermons.  I  certainly 
was  not  a  rich  parson  ;  nor  was  there  the  slightest  possible  prospect  of 
my  becoming  so.  I  was  the  owner,  however,  of  what  riches  cannot 
buy  —  a  happy  heart. 

My  people  were  good-natured  and  well-intentioned.  They  met  mo 
with  an  honest  shake  of  the  hand,  and  with  a  cordial  invitation  to  their 
tables  and  to  their  hearth-stones.  They  were  not  enough  in  the  world 
to  be  very  worldly ;  nor  of  sufficient  assumption  to  be  very  critical. 
They  were  good  neighbors,  vnXh  this  single  exgeption  :  that  they  tccfidd 
feel  slighted,  if  I  did  not  accept  their  invitations  to  tea.  And  then 
they  had  such  queer  things  for  tea !  I  remember  to  have  seen  once,  on 
one  table,  for  four  guests,  a  huge  beef-steak,  three  stewed  chickens,  ten 
fried  sausages,  a  dish  of  roasted  potatoes,  three  kinds  of  cake,  four  kinds 
of  preserves,  and  five  kinds  of  pickles !  An  early  tea  of  this  sort,  after  x 
a  late  dinner,  was  something  of  an  obstacle.  Nothing  in  my  parochial 
work  did  I  dread  as  much  as  these  tea-necessities.  But  I  got  used  to 
them  in  time,  and  managed  to  perform  my  expected  duty  at  the  tea- 
table  by  abstaining  from  my  dinner  upon  tea-days.  I  must  add,  also, 
that  my  people  were  good  parishioners,  with  this  single  exception  :  that 
they  ivouJd  adhere  to  the  notion  —  which  notion  settled  finally  into  a 
belief —  that,  in  the  matter  of  temporalities,  I  was  provided  for  in  the 
same  way  as  was  Elijah  —  through  the  agency  of  ravens.  At  first,  I 
thought  that  this  was  an  innocent  theological  fancy  on  their  part ;  but 
time  undeceived  me.  I  only  remained  with  them  till  I  experienced 
that  the  ravens  were  tlie  fancy.  Nor  did  they  blame  me  for  going ; 
but  rather  blamed  the  ravens  lor  not  coming.  I  lefl  them  still  in  a 
state  of  expectation  that  the  ravens  would  finally  come. 

Some  things  that  happened  while  I  remained  in  that  parish,  I  will 
narrate.     And  Firstly,  (as  some  preachers  say,)  was  my  visit  to 
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rut       SICK       PAINTER 


He  was  named  John.  His  familiars,  in  token  of  their  appreciation 
of  his  good-nature,  and  to  show  the  geniality  of  their  afTection,  called 
him  JoiiNTY.  They  did  not  intend  this  as  a  nick-name,  but  merely  as 
a  fond  term  of  endearment.  He  was  a  jolly,  dumpling-shaped  man, 
with  a  great,  round,  rosy  face,  and  large  protuberant  blue  eyes,  who 
always  laughed  in  all  sorts  of  weather,  and  always  attended  all  the 
funerals.  He  was  an  Odd-Fellow,  and  a  *  Sonny ' ;  which  latter  was 
the  vernacular  for  a  Son  of  Temperance.  He  did  not  set  up  for  a  wise 
man,  nor  did  he  ever  attempt  philosophical  conversation.  He  knew 
what  he  knew  ;  and  he  could  say  more,  if  he  wanted  to.  It  was  unfortu- 
nate for  him  that  he  happened  to  have  been  born  and  brought  up  before 
the  school-house  was  built ;  but  certainly,  no  blame,  on  this  account,  is  to 
be  laid  at  his  door.  Had  he  been  imprisoned  six  hours  a  day  in  a  school- 
room, and  been  once  a  week  well  flogged  by  a  master,  he  might  have 
turned  out  a  historical,  instead  of  a  house-painter.  However,  he  was  a 
useful  man  in  the  village  ;  somewhat  lazy,  it  is  true  ;  but  always  wil- 
ling and  desirous  to  paint,  if  he  was  driven  by  any  necessity. 

As  I  was  returning  home  one  Sunday  afternoon  of  a  pleasant  summer- 
day,  inhahng  the  sweet  fragrance  that  the  south-wind  was  bringing 
from  the  clover-fields,  and  stopping  now  and  then  to  watch  the  young 
wheat  in  its  graceful  wavings,  and  meditating  upon  whatever  came  of 
itself  into  my  mind,  I  was  suddenly  informed  that  Johnty  was  *  werry ' 
ill,  and  wished  me  to  *  wisit '  him.  I  hastily  retraced  my  steps,  and 
knocked  gently  at  Johnty's  door.  The  opened  door  admitted  me  imme- 
diately into  his  presence.  He  was  lying  in  one  comer  of  the  darkened 
room,  upon  a  couch  of  domestic  manufacture,  which  had  been  stained 
by  his  own  hands,  with  an  intention  of  imitating  either  mahogany,  or 
rose-wood,  or  black  walnut,  I  could  not  tell  which ;  although  he  knew, 
I  suppose.  He  was  packed  imder  blankets,  over  which  was  spread  a 
patch-work  quilt,  that  must  have  far  surpassed  in  variety  of  color  even 
Joseph's  coat.  Around  him  were  sitting  six  female  relatives,  in  a 
crescent  of  chairs  that  had  been  gaily  ornamented  by  his  inventive 
brush.  I  inquired  as  to  the  nature  of  his  illness,  and  was  answered 
that  he  was  *  werry  *  sick  with  painter's  coHc,  and  that  the  Doctor  had 
been  in  to  see  him.  I  said  that  it  was  my  custom,  when  sent  for  to 
visit  the  sick,  always  to  have  prayers.  The  sick  man  responded,  in  a 
good,  healthy  voice,  from  underneath  his  blankets,  *  I  am  a  praying 
man.'  I  said  at  once,  *  Let  us  pray.'  Imagine  my  surprise,  at  seeing 
the  sick  man  leap  out  oif  bed  with  full  activity  of  hmb,  and,  as  I  thought 
at  the  time,  and  still  think,  not  with  a  proper  regard  for  modesty  —  al- 
though, in  some  vicinages,  clothes  are  mere  conventualities  —  and 
kneel  down  with  us.  As  soon  as  I  had  finished  praying,  he  dexterously 
snuggled  himself  again  beneath  the  flashy  drapery  of  the  quilt.  Of 
course,  it  was  expected  by  all,  that  I  should  say  something.  I  did  not 
disappoint  them,  although  the  sick  man  did  me,  as  his  reply  will  make 
evident.  I  said  to  him,  *  that  in  a  day  or  two,  he  would  in  all  proba- 
bility, be  out  again  ;  that  he  ought  to  improve  religiously  these  few 
days  that  confined  him  to  his  bed  and  house  ;  that  they  were  days  pro- 
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videntially  furnished  him  for  reviewing  his  past  life,  and  for  lepentiug 
of  his  sins,  and  for  preparing  for  that  final  sickness  which  would  end 
in  death/  This  I  repeated,  in  substance,  once  or  twice  ;  and  concluded 
by  saying,  *  that  it  was  always  good  for  us  to  be  -withdrawn,  by  slight 
sicknesses,  from  our  temporal  business,  provided  that  we  occupied  our- 
selves in  praying,  and  in  holy  reading,  and  in  thoughts  about  things 
eternal ;  that  I  had  no  doubt  but  that,  as  he  was  a  praying  man,  tlus 
short  sickness  would  do  him  good.*  *  Yes,  Sir,'  he  answered,  *  I  'm  sure 
it  will.  Ever  since  spring  set  in,  I  Ve  been  awfully  bilious!  * 
Secondly  : 

THE      MYSTERIOUS      VISITOR. 

I  HAD  left  my  study,  and  was  sitting  before  a  blazing  oak-wood  fire, 
in  what  was  properly  called,  cmce  a  day,  the  dining-room.  It  was,  in 
fact,  breakfast-room,  and  tea-room,  and  sitting-room,  and  parlor.  There 
were  but  two  rooms  on  the  lower  floor,  in  addition  to  a  kitchen.  Owing 
to  a  small  mistake  on  the  part  of  the  mason  —  and  I  have  had  a  dislike 
for  masons  ever  since  —  the  parlor  was  iminhabitable  in  the  winter. 
It  was  a  Siberia  on  a  small  scale.  I  never  went  into  it,  that  I  did  not 
expect  to  encounter  a  white  bear.  The  mason  had  built  the  chimney, 
as  I  think,  in  an  inverted  position.  Nothing  could  induce  the  smoke  to 
go  up  it.  The  draught  was  always  down — furiously  down;  and, 
imdor  its  tyranny  smoke,  and  flame,  and  ashes,  were  compelled  into 
our  parlor.  The  only  remedy  was  to  open  wide  the  three  windows, 
and  that  defeated  the  end  for  which  the  fire  was  kindled.  Therefore, 
I  was  sitting  in  the  dining-room. 

The  month  was  December.  The  hour  was  that  contemplative  hour 
between  day-light  and  dark.  Outside,  the  snow  was  falluig  fast,  and 
whitening  every  tree,  and  roof,  and  field ;  and  giving  promise  for  the 
morrow  of  the  merry  sleigh  and  the  jingling  bells.  The  knock  of  a 
whip-haudle  called  me  to  the  door.  It  was  not  a  downright  bold  knock. 
There  was  a  tremulousness  about  it,  as  though  the  knocker  was  in 
mental  agitation.  *  Good  evening.  Sir,*  I  said ;  *  walk  in.*  We  shook 
hands.  People  always  shake  hands  in  the  country.  There  was  a  tre- 
mulousness about  his  shake.  It  was  a  half-convulsive  shake.  He 
kicked  his  feet  a  few  times  against  the  step,  and  walked  in.  There  was 
a  tremulousness  about  his  kick.  I  placed  a  chair  for  him  before  the 
fire.  He  sat  down  in  a  nervous  way.  I  took  his  whip  firsts  and  de- 
posited that  in  a  comer,  beyond  his  reach  —  for  I  did  not  Imow  what  his 
intentions  might  be  —  and  then  I  took  his  hat.  He  drew  ofi'  his  gloves 
very  nervously.  He  had  not  spoken  up  to  this  time.  Designing  to  give 
him  opportunity  to  collect  himself,  I  looked  out  of  the  window,  and 
discovered  that  he  had  tied  a  horse,  with  the  appendage  of  a  covered 
wagon,  to  the  lofty  Uberty-pole  that  the  patriotic  villagers  had  elevated 
opposite  my  door,  in  order  to  keep  Fourth  of  July.  I  returned  to  my 
chair ;  but  still  he  said  nothing.  Can  he  be  a  bringer  of  bad  news  ? 
I  thought.  Has  he  any  evil  purpose  ?  I  looked  to  see  that  the  whip 
was  where  I  put  it.  Can  he  be  a  travelling  preacher  ?  a  tract-colpor- 
teur ?  Can  he  be  the  shcrifi*?  I  observed  that  he  was  attired  in  his 
best  suit ;  that  his  boots  had  recently  had  a  brush  vrith  Day  and  Mar- 
tin ;  that  his  hair  had  been  perscveringly  combed  and  glossed ;  that  his 
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collar  was  stiff  from  extra  starch ;  that  his  cravat-tie  had  been  long 
labored  at. 

*  Have  you  driven  far  ?  *  I  asked. 
He  answered,  *  yes.' 

*  Perhaps,'  I  added,  *  you  wish  to  see  me  on  business  of  a  private 
nature.* 

He  answered,  *  yes  ;  *  but  it  was  a  timid  yes. 

*  Please  walk  up  into  my  study,'  I  said. 

I  gave  another  glance  at  the  whip,  to  satisfy  myself  that  it  had  not 
been  disturbed,  and  guided  him  up  a  very  steep,  break-neck  stair-case. 
He  sat  himself  down,  and  looked  most  intently  at  a  knot-hole  in  the 
floor,  that  could  not  be  covered  in  consequence  of  the  diminutive  size 
of  my  carpet.  What  does  he  see  in  that  hole  ?  I  wondered.  What 
can  be  the  mystery  of  all  this  silence?  I  was  beginning  to  grow 
nervous  myself  I  said  to  him,  '  It  has  been  a  cold  day.'  He  repHed, 
*  yes.'  I  hazarded  an  additional  remark,  that  it  was  snowing.  He 
replied,  '  yes.'  He  adhered  to  this  monosyllable  like  a  new  plaster  to 
a  rheumatic  back.  A  polysyllable  from  him  would  have  been  a  luxury. 
I  concluded  that  it  was  now  his  turn  to  take  the  lead  in  conversation  ; 
and  so  I  looked  at  the  knot-hole.  I  had  never  before  discovered  that 
it  was  a  hole  of  interest.  He  drew  forth,  or  rather  twitched  out  of 
his  pocket,  a  red  handkerchief,  redolent  with  domestic  cologne,  and  dis- 
posed it  across  his  knees.  He  then  repeated  to  me  the  information  that 
I  had  but  just  conveyed  to  him.  '  It  has  been  a  cold  day.'  I  returned 
him  his  *  yes.'  '  It  is  snowing  outside.'  I  returned  him  another  *  yes ' ; 
and  again  he  was  curious  about  the  knot-hole. 

I  liope  that  I  was  not  hasty  in  my  determination  to  bring  things  to 
a  crisis.  Full  twenty  minutes  had  elapsed  since  the  knock  of  the  whip. 
'  You  wished  to  see  me  on  business  of  a  private  nature,'  I  said  :  *  can  I 
serve  you  in  any  way  ? '  Out  came  again  his  old  monosyllable.  I  ven- 
tured upon  calling  him  friend.  *  My  friend,  will  you  please  state  to 
me  your  business  ?  '  It  seemed  as  if  the  knot-hole  had  grown  larger 
from  being  looked  at  by  our  four  eyes,  so  long  and  so  steadily.  He 
actually  articulated  —  or,  what  will  better  describe  his  mode  of  utter- 
ance, jerked  a  sentence :  *  I  want  to  be  married  I '  Perhaps  my 
impatient  ardor  to  behold  his  wish  gratified,  caused  me  to  be  somewhat 
premature  with  my  next  question.  '  Where,'  I  asked,  *  is  the  lady  ? ' 
Oh  I  what  romance  was   in  his   answer  I     *  She  's  outside,  in   the 

WAGON  ! ' 

Thirdly  : 

THE       VILLAGE       PHILOSOPHER. 

I  was  sauntering  along  the  roadside,  one  cloudless  and  fragrant  May- 
morning,  querying  with  myself  what  I  should  preach  about  on  the  next 
Sunday.  I  always  aimed  at  ascertaining  what  I  wanted  to  preach 
about ;  for  I  remembered  that  when  it  was  my  place  to  hear  sermons, 
instead  of  preaching  them,  nothing  made  me  more  nervous  than  the  dis- 
covery that  the  preacher  knew  no  more  what  he  wanted  to  preach 
about  than  the  helmsman  of  a  canal-boat  knows  about  the  navigation 
of  ail  East-India  ship  ;  no  more  than  a  man  who  rakes  oysters  knows 
about  harpooning  whales.     Across  my  path  a  little  reptile,  of  about 
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two  feet  longitude,  and  a  trifle  larger  round  than  a  haipoon-line,  had 
stretched  himself  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  being  shined  on  by  tha  sun. 
I  am  not  so  '  iiotioned '  as  to  think  that  a  man  must  kill  every  snake  he 
chances  to  meet,  in  order  to  show  his  hatred  of  the  devil.  Killing 
snakes,  I  always  thought,  was  a  cruel  kind  of  Christian  treatment.  I 
had  determined,  after  I  had  looked  at  him  enough  for  my  curiodty,  to 
cross  the  road  and  leave  him  undisturbed  in  his  feast  upon  the  sun-fihine. 
Whether  he  was  ignorant  of  that  established  proverb,  which  concedes 
to  a  cat  the  right  of  lookitig  at  a  king,  I  am  unable  to  say.  I  think 
that  he  was.  At  any  rate,  he  seemed  to  regard  my  looking  at  him,  as 
an  inexcusable  impertinence.  He  showed  every  symptom  of  great 
rage.  His  eyes  flashed  fire ;  he  darted  out  his  tongue ;  he  flattened 
his  head  ;  and  made  at  me,  evidently  for  fight.  A  broken  rail  being 
conveniently  at  hand,  I  assisted  him  in  his  head-flattening  process. 

In  the  village  was  a  young  English  chemist,  who  was  very  curicms 
about  snakes.  To  gra'tify  his  innocent  curiosity,  I  denied  myself  of  my 
walk ;  and  securing  the  snake  to  a  string  by  a  *  clove-hitch ' —  I  alwap 
carry  a  string  in  my  pocket  —  I  turned  back,  dragging  his  snakeship 
after  me  in  triumph ;  something  as  Achilles  dragged  Hector. 

The  laboratory  was  opposite  the  village  store.  Wishing  to  call  the 
snake  by  his  right  name,  when  I  should  exhibit  him  to  the  chemist,  I 
introduced  him  into  the  store.  The  Village  Phelosopiier  was  there, 
sitting  very  philosophically  upon  the  counter,  and  at  his  old  and  expert 
business  of  doing  nothing.  Life,  with  him,  consisted  in  perpetual  sitting 
upon  tJuU  counter,  and  expressing  to  every  one  who  would  listen,  his 
views  upon  every  subject  that  was  within  the  reach  of  the  human 
mind.  I  addressed  my  interrogatory  to  him  :  *  Is  this  an  adder  ?  *  Ho 
answered  promptly  :  *  No  :  that  snake  's  no  adder.  He 's  a  toiper.'  An 
opportunity  was  l^ven  him  to  express  his  vieivs.  He  seized  it  with  that 
rapidity  with  which  a  terrier-dog  seizes  a  rat.  Oh !  that  I  might  have 
listened  to  him  in  a  grove  !  It  would  have  been  so  Athenian-like !  so 
quietly  Grecian !  so  richly  classical !  However,  the  true  philosopher  is 
as  much  at  home  in  a  grocery-store,  as  was  Plato  in  his  academy-gar- 
den, or  as  Diogenes  in  his  tub.  It  has  always  been  a  question  with  me, 
whether  that  tub  was  a  mammoth  tub,  or  whether  Diogenes  was  a 
small  philosopher. '  He  certainly  was  not  an  economical  philosopher, 
or  he  never  would  have  gone  about  the  country,  carrpng  a  lighted  lan- 
tern in  the  day-time  ;  although,  perhaps,  this  was  only  an  eccentric 
freak  on  his  part.  Most  philosophers  have  been  eccentric.  Democritus 
laughed  all  tne  time.  Heraclitus  wept  all  the  time.  Aristotle  walked 
while  he  was  discoursing.  Not  that  eccentricities  are  to  be  limited  to 
philosophers.  Demosthenes,  although  only  an  orator,  was  peculiarly 
eccentric.  To  cure  himself  of  stuttering,  he  McAdamized  his  mouth. 
Occasionally,  for  two  or  three  months  together,  he  would  burrow  under- 
ground, like  a  rabbit,  that  he  might  not  be  interrupted  in  his  studies ; 
and  would  shave  one  side  of  his  head,  that  he  might  be  ashamed  to  be 
seen  on  the  surface. 

The  Village  Philosopher  was  eccentric.  He  wore  an  eccentric 
hat ;  smoked  an  eccentric  pipe.  His  diet  was  eccentric.  He  would 
eat  frogs,  and  fresh-water  turtle ;  preferred  a  raw  turnip  to  an  apple  ; 


inviujibly,  if  he  could  get  them,  ate  buckwhent-t^akes  at  bed-time ;  and 
always  look  two  drinka  of  apple-jack  aiid  bitters  before  breakfust.  But 
he  was  chiefly  eccentric  iu  hia  I'ietas  of  thtiige. 

The  '  wiper '  was  lying  on  the  floor,  as  deatl  as  n  hsnicner,  or  a  door- 
nail. I  employ  this  compari«on  because  it  is  iuutcisbI  ;  although  I 
must  confess  that  I  hare  never  been  able  to  ascertain  Batiefactorily  why 
utter  extinction  of  life  should  be  symbolized  by  a  hammer  and  a  door> 
unil.  1  have  aomelimes  thought  that  the  notion  loight  have  come  {rota 
that  story  about  Jael  —  Hebor's  wife  —  driving  a  nail  with  a.  haminer  ■ 
into  iSLscj'a'B  temple.  There  ia  a  difficulty,  I  am  aware,  in  the  way  of 
this  solution.  The  nail  happened  to  be  a  tciit-pin.  But  no  man  of 
geaeroiu  mind  and  noble  aspiration  will  make  a,  mountain  out  of  such 
a  mole-hili  '. 

The  philoBopher  looked  at  the  '  wiper,'  and  then  at  me.  It  was  an 
ioquiEitivc  look,  and  was  followed  immediately  by  this  quasi-queetion : 

'  I  euppo^  you  think  that  snake  is  dead  t ' 

I  replied  that  I  rather  supposed  he  was. 

■  Well,  he  isn't,'  was  the  rejoinder,  with  something  of  philoaipluo 
tartne^  at  my  being  so  decided  in  opinion.  '  You  preachers  tliiiik  you 
kuow  a  good  deal,  and  perhajwyou  do,  about  that  old  Euake  that  crawled 
into  Eden :  but  I  ve  never  seen  one  of  you  who  knew  much  about 
snakes  in  general.  Going  to  college,  and  studying  books,  is  n't  every 
thing.  There  must  be  dmertcaCmn.  That  snake  is  n't  dead,  1  tell  you  ; 
and  he  won't  be  till  sun-dowu.  I  guess  you  've  never  heard  my  vifWi 
about  snakes  ?  ' 

I  an.'iwered  '  no  ; '  with  that  rising  inflection  of  voice,  which  iinpiieJ 
that  it  would  give  me  pleasure  to  hear  them.  He  caught  at  ouee  the 
siguiiicaliou  of  tlie  inflection,  and  weut  on  to  express  his  views, 

'  I  lay  it  down  as  a  fact,'  he  said,  '  that  heat  is  the  principle  of  animal 
life.  You  stick  a  bulh)ck,  or  chop  ofi"  a  chicken's  head,  or  lance  a  man 
(the  cannibal  I) —  and  you  find  that  the  blood  of  all  is  hot.' 

I  suggested,  '  red-hot.'     But  he  was  too  serious  for  playflilness. 

'  Now,  OS  Boon  as  the  blood  has  run  out,  the  bullock  dies ;  not,  as 
most  people  think,  from  loss  of  blood,  but,  as  I  tell  you,  from  loss  of 
heal.  And  this  is  proved  by  the  fact,  that  the  bullock  grows  cold  when 
he  is  dead ;  which  could  not  happen,  except  from  abeence  of  heat. 
The  blood  generates  the  heat.     It  is  a  kind  of  store,  inside  the  animal.' 

I  suggested,  whether  the  simile  of  steajn-pipes  would  not  be  in  better 
analogy  with  the  arterial  system,  than  that  of  a  stove.  But  he  was 
not  in  the  sportive  vein. 

'  Do  I  understand  you  to  say,'  I  asked,  '  that  the  bullock  does  not 
bleed  to  death,  but  chills  to  death  ! ' 

'  Tliat  s  just  my  view,  exactly,'  was  the  answer.  '  Heat,  as  I  told 
you,  id  the  principle  of  life.  Take  away  the  blood  which  gives  out  the 
heat,  and  death  follows  because  of  cold.' 

I  instanced,  as  being  to  the  point,  the  cose  of  a  man  iieezing  to 
death.     There  was  nu  less  of  blood  attending  such  a  death. 

Hi^  reply  was,  that  tlie  case  established  the  correctness  of  his  viewt ; 
■ind  also  addled,  that  be  thought  I  was  coming  round  to  his  ude.  Hero, 
bi;  made  a  small  digression  from  his  argument.     'I  tell  you  what;'  h« 
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said  ;  *  it 's  mighty  hard  work  to  talk  with  some  folks  in  this  wiUage. 
They  have  n't  no  learning,  nor  no  faculty  of  obscrwation.  They  've 
got  such  thick  sculls  that  you  ca  n't  beat  no  ideas  into  'em.  They  don't 
never  know  when  they  're  con tvi need.  It  always  does  me  good  to  talk 
to  a  man  that  is  n't  so  couibuudedly  ignorant  as  not  to  know  when  to 
knock  under.  You  preachers  generally  have  some  undOTstanding.*  I 
felt  flattered. 

Just  then,  a  clock  that  wa.^  perched  up  in  a  comer  of  the  store,  gave 
information  that  the  hour  —  eleven  —  had  an*ived.  The  philosopher 
asked  to  be  excused  for  a  minute,  assiguiiig  as  a  reason  for  this  digiec- 
sion  of  another  sort,  that  he  must  go  home  and  tell  his  *  woman '  whit 
to  cook  for  dinner.  He  lived  only  one  door  off.  It  "was  a  very  good 
excuse,  but  one  that  was  calculated  to  deceive.  I  knew  that  his  mind 
was  not  on  his  dinner.  He  had  an  eccentric  habit  of  alwa}'s  being  at 
home  at  eleven  o'clock,  a.m.,  uules:*  he  was  in  the  tavern.  Always, 
at  that  hour,  he  diluted  two  fingers  of  water  with  three  fingers  of  apple- 
jack, and  a  sprinkle  of  biltcrs.  which  dilution  he  swallowed  without 
sugar.     I  excused  him. 

Having  indulged  iu  his  eccentricity,  tlie  refreshed  philosopher  returned, 
and  resumed  the  narration  of  his  views. 

*  Now,  it  is  icernj  diliereiit  witli  tliat  *  wiper*  from  what  it  is  with  a 
bullock.  He  is  cohl-bhtoded.  All  siuikes  are.  He  has  no  stove  inside. 
He  is  kept  alive  by  heat  that  comes  Troui  the  outside.  You  remember 
the  stor\'  about  tlie  man  who  ])ut  wliat  he  thought  was  a  dcacl  *  wiper* 
into  his  bosom.  The  *  wiper*  rririvrd  as  S4u>n  as  he  got  warm.  A^^ch 
goes  to  sliow  that  snakes  depend  on  heat  from  the  outside  to  keep  their' 
selves  alive.  -tViid  tlie  reason  why  they  lie  *  dornmiant  *  during  winter, 
and  come  to  life  in  spring  is,  that  the  sun  isn't  hot  enough  for  them 
in  the  winter.  So  that,  just  as  long  as  llie  suit  shines  on  that '  wiper,' 
he  '11  keep  alive.  But  when  the  sun  sets,  he  '11  have  to  die,  because  of 
the  want  of  heat.' 

I  oomplimented  him  on  the  originality  of  his  views,  and  started 
from  the  store,  to  trail  my  snake  over  to  the  chemist.  He  evidently 
thought  that  he  had  triuin])hed.  and  that  I  had  knocked  under.  He 
said  at  parting  :  *  Now,  wlieii  you  get  home,  you  look  at  your  books,  and 
see  if  my  views  a  n't  rigiit.  You  may  Ik)  first-rate  at  preaching,  but 
you  have  n't  seen  snakes  as  I  have.  You  preachers  get  jDur  views 
second-hand  ;  out  of  books.  Thit  Fonie  jieople  gets  theirs  first-hand  ;  by 
actual  obsenvaiioji.  You  have  read  how  Galileo,  and  Columbus,  and 
Newton,  and  Franklin,  and  Fulton  got  their  views.  I*fn  one  of  that 
sort  of  men  who  observe  for  themselves  ! ' 

This  extreme  modesty  on  the  part  of  the  philosopher,  prompted  me 
to  take  him  down  a  peg  or  two,  which  I  did.     I  said  : 

'  If  this  viper  must  die.  lor  the  reason  you  state,  afler  sundown,  how 
will  the  rest  of  snakes  manage  to  keep  alive ' ' 

He  looked  at  me  ;  he  lookcNJ  at  the  snake  ;  he  looked  at  the  sky  ;  ho 
looked  at  the  ground.  He  felt  the  contents  of  both  his  pockets,  with 
both  his  hands.  He  frowned  Ins  lirow.  But  it  was  no  use.  He  had 
to  como  to  it.     He  had  to  knock  under. 

•I  wow  I'    he   said;    'I   m:vi:u   thought  of   that.      Cuss   the 

SNAKES  ! ' 
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What  leads  the  daring  soldier  o'er  the  world, 
With  warlike  music,  and  with  flag  unfurled  ? 
What  holds  him  still  contented  in  the  rude, 
Rough  cabin,  pitched  by  some  o'erarching  wood  ? 
Oh  1  't  is  the  love,  the  steadfast  love  God  sows 
In  every  breast  through  which  life's  current  flows ; 
The  love  of  home,  of  sacred  native  land, 
Where'er  it  be,  where'er  its  bounds  expand : 
Poor  though  its  soil,  and  drear  its  icy  shores, 
'Gainst  which  all  bleakly  Ocean  ceaseless  pours ; 
A  frozen  Lapland,  wliero  no  sun-beam  shoots 
To  gild  the  leaves,  and  flush  the  golden  fruits, 
But  one  vast  landscape  of  the  snows  and  sleet 
Wraps  the  dead  earth  in  its  pale  winding-sheet ; 
Still,  't  is  the  soil  the  dweller  calls  his  own, 
Nor  would  exchange  it  for  a  despot's  throne. 

What  though  the  shrill  remorseless  northern  gale 

Sighs  o'er  his  hut  with  melancholy  wail ; 

And  the  gaunt  wolves,  a  fierce  terrific  throng, 

Gnash  their  white  fangs,  and  dismal  howls  prolong  ? 

Safe  still  he  smiles,  'mid  all  his  little  flock. 

Nor  heeds  their  rage,  nor  yet  the  tempest's  shock. 

What  though  brief  sun-shine  warms  the  Arctic  year, 
Nor  dews  descend,  the  flowery  meads  to  cheer  ? 
Still  lends  the  moon  her  lustre  to  the  scene, 
And  Northern-Lights  display  their  lamps  serene : 
Though  quick  the  skies  the  radiant  sun-beams  lose, 
StiU,  hues  of  twilight  long  the  clouds  sufluse, 
And  well  suffice  to  light  the  fisher's  skifl^, 
In  the  salt  tides  that  chafe  the  Bothnian  clilf. 
Happy  the  Lapland  mountaineer  doth  seek 
His  game,  when  star-light  tints  each  frosty  peak  : 
Enwrapped  with  furs,  he  safely  guides  his  sledge 
By  black  fir-forest,  and  the  piny  ledge. 

Lo  I  the  poor  child  of  Labrador's  pale  coast, 
In  leaky  boat  tempestuously  tossed, 
Phes  his  hard  trade,  and  sings  that  GoD  is  good, 
To  load  his  nets,  and  send  his  children  food. 


Well  doth  he  love  his  bleak,  inclement  home, 
Enchained  with  frosts,  and  lashed  with  icy  foam ; 
Inured  to  toil,  contented  he  partakes 
His  blubber  dainties,  and  his  train-oil  cakes; 
Shares  with  his  imps  the  sea-calf's  tasteless  meat, 
And  deems  each  morsel  a  luxurious  treat. 
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In  softer  climes,  ])eneath  tho  blu/ing  line 
Where  ardent  heats  prolific  powers  combine, 
In  liuman  hearts  the  same  aflections  flow ; 
Tho  love  of  (x>untry  kindles  still  its  glow : 
No  soul  so  dead,  no  mind  so  crusheti  and  vile, 
As  not  to  bloom  beneath  its  country's  smile! 

Far  wliero  the  blue  Caribbean  billows  beat 
Tli(^  yellow  Mexic  sands  with  trampling  feet; 
AVhere  Nature  \x)urH  from  an  o'er-brinmiing  liom 
Her  alHuent  ^fls,  the  re;;ion  to  adorn. 
The  dark-hued  Indian  drowsily  reclines 
liy  sliadowed  streams,  Ix'neath  luxuriant  vines: 
Doomed  to  light  toil,  where  thick  the  honeyed  fniit 
Invites  his  ta.ste  from  many  a  burdened  shoot; 
AVhen^  riiK?  bananas  and  the  orange  j)our 
Around  his  hut  their  free  delicious  store; 
And  tiie  rou^i^h  cactus  yields  its  juicy  pear, 
And  guavas  lavish  i.>erfumes  on  the  air. 

'T  is  a  fair  land !  where  plants  of  matchless  dyes 
Paint  all  tlie  soil,  as  rain-bows  streak  the  skies; 
A  sol(.  inn  land !  where  forests  rise  sublime. 
In  whose  lone  dcpilis  soft  falls  tlie  foot  of  Time; 
Knclianted  land  !  whoso  mountain-summits  glow 
"Witli  the  clear  lustre  of  eternal  snow; 


AVhoso  vajx>r}'  coni'S  volcanic  flames  display, 
To  heaven's  blue  dome  cx>niiniuil  incense  pjiy. 


A  realm  in  whose  grand  wilderness  al>ound 

"Vast  wrecks  of  grandeur,  tcmpl(»,  shrine,  and  mound ; 

Huins  that  tell  a  noldcr  nu*e  i>ossessed. 

In  unknown  times,  this  lulen  of  the  West: 

Yet,  no  tradition  record  doth  bestow, 

"Wlierebv  their  names  and  histories  we  mav  know: 

Wr  pause,  o'eniwed.  by  Uxmal's  fallen  gate, 

And  vainly  ask  tlie  Indian  of  their  fate! 


Reigns  o'er  that  land  a  weak,  untutored  race, 
"Witii  minds  (»bscured  by  Superstition's  trace: 
The  simple  Aztec  still  "s  as  mere  a  child. 
As  when  (he  h(»st  of  Cortez  swept  the  wild: 
His  ])ride  's  abased,  lor  Monikzi'Ma's  hall 
Kings  where  the  con(pieR>r  revels  in  the  ball: 
Yet  love  of  count ly  still  delights  his  heart ; 
His  first  atVection  —  latest  to  depart! 


Late,  when  the  stern  invader  from  the  North, 
His  serried  files  and  glittering  ranks  led  forth. 
The  jMX)r  swart  Indian  graspe<l  his  father's  spear, 
And  strove  to  check  the  conqueror's  career; 
I3ut  vain  his  strife  o'er  Palo- Alto's  plain. 
And  vain  the  strife  along  the  mountain-chain. 
The  fiery  Saxons,  by  their  hero  leil, 
Strewed  lUiena-Vista's  rocky  pass  with  dead, 
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In  desperate  fight  beat  down  the  Mexic  brand, 
And  marched  triumphant  o'er  the  prostrate  land. 

So  the  poor  serf  from  Afric's  distant  shores, 
^  Sighs  for  his  homo,  his  hapless  lot  deplores ; 
Think  ye,  he  hath  no  longing  forth  to  roam 
Beyond  the  blue  seas,  to  his^ither's  home  ? 
No  yearning  thrill  of  transport  to  explore 
Tlie  pleasant  windings  of  his  native  shore  ? 
Turn  not  m  fancy  oft  his  truant  feet 
To  some  sequestered,  well-beloved  retreat^ 
Where  groves  of  spicy  cinnamon  and  palm 
Load  the  sweet  air  with  aromatic  balm  ? 

Doth  he  not  oft,  in  fancied  vision,  view 
Tlio  very  stream  his  early  childhood  knew, 
Still  dashing  o'er  its  colored  sands  and  stones, 
With  its  light  laugh,  its  well-remembered  tones ; 
Have  years  of  absence  from  his  mind  effaced 
The  tints  of  yore,  on  Memory's  tablet  traced? 

May  he  forget  the  high-branched  sycamore 

That  cast  its  wavering  shadows  by  the  door ; 

The  straw-thatched  roof,  where  first  the  dawning  light 

Of  being  glimmered  on  his  infant  sight  ? 

Forget  the  white-haired,  patriarchal  sire, 

His  sportive  brethren,  with  their  looks  of  fire. 

His  mother's  song,  sung  when  the  skies  grew  pale. 

And  evening-shadows  deepened  in  the  vale  ? 

He  ne'er  forgets  I  nor,  from  his  human  heart 

May  holy  loves  nor  sympathies  depart. 

When  wandering  'long  a  foreign  river's  bank. 

Where  strange  flowers  bloom,  and  unknown  plants  grow  rank, 

He  turns,  in  thought,  to  Niger's  brimming  floods, 

Fringed  with  green  pastures,  belted  thick  with  woods ; 

Thinks  of  old  Gambia's  foamy  course  with  pride. 

Of  Congo's  windings,  Senegal's  clear  tide ; 

And  fain  would  tread  their  bordering  sands  of  gold. 

And  cleave  their  waters  as  in  days  of  old. 

Oh  1  that  his  nervous  limbs  might  yet  again 
Urge  his  wild  horse  exultant  o'er  the  plain ! 
Oh !  that  again  his  toil-strong  arm  might  wield 
The  mighty  club  and  shdl-emboss6d  shield  1 
Oh !  that  his  hand,  unshackled,  might  enclasp 
The  crooked  war-blade  in  its  iron  grasp ! 
Oh  1  that  with  manly  courage  he  might  brave 
The  robber-tribe  that  basely  made  him  slave ! 

Vain  thought !  vain  hope  I  an  exile  doomed  to  roam, 
His  dying  breath  sighs  forth  the  name  of  homo  I 
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I  Ml'  UKS- I  ••Xii     iir    JAMAI4.  A,    A  X  P     OK     KIN«8TOX     IX     PAKTICTLAB. 

0 

I  WAS  up  with  the  8un  this  morning.  Last  iiight  the  full  moon 
shone  beautifully  in  the  starry  heavens.  We  had  music,  and  dancing, 
and  singing  on  board.  AH  were  merry  and  full  of  glee.  Now,  all  is 
changed.  The  &un  has  mounted  his  beamy  throne,  and  his  golden  rays 
are  dancing  on  the  blue  mountains  of  Jamaica.  Fleecy  clouds  are 
rolling  around  the  dark  tops  of  the  highest  peaks,  while  I  am  gliding 
along  the  coast  of  the  land  so  celebrated  for  piratical  depredations  and 
uegro  insurrections. 

The  island  is  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  long,  and  about  fifty  miles 
in  breadth.  The  range  of  mountains,  extending  nearly  the  whole  length 
of  the  colony,  is  truly  grand  and  picturesque.  The  loftiest  summit  is 
eight  thousand  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea.  It  is  worth  a  journey 
firoiii  New- York  to  behold  such  a  scene.  Shortly  after  sun-rise,  we  took 
a  black  pilot  on  board,  and  after  passing  the  point  where  once  stood 
the  l>eautiful  city  of  Port-Royal,  which  was  swallowed  up  by  an  earth- 
quake in  1692,  we  reached  Kingston,  this  world-renowned  city  of  moral 
and  commercial  decay,  about  ten  o'clock  a.m.  "VYhilo  at  the  whaif^ 
negro  boys  came  swimming  about  the  vessel,  cr}ing  piteously  for  dimes. 
The  passengers  would  throw  small  silver  coiiLs  mto  the  water,  and  with 
the  alacrity  of  pelicans,  down  went  these  black  fellows  after  the  prize. 
Nearly  naked,  and  all  bare-footed,  some  eighty  or  ninety  wcmen,  black, 
dirty,  and  shining  with  grease,  stood  ready  to  carry  in  the  coal  ibr  the 
steamer.  Rank  and  file,  and  singing,  or  rather  yelling^  yet  keeping 
time  as  they  go,  (each  one  bearing  a  round  bucket  of  coal  upon  her 
head,)  they  march  up  one  gangM'ay  with  a  stately  strut,  and  delivering 
their  load  into  the  hold  as  they  pass,  they  march  do^^n  another  in  the 
most  j>erfect  order.  Such  an  exhibition  of  tatterdemalion  wretchedness 
and  human  degradation  I  was  unprepared  to  witness.  Leaving  this 
sickening  scene,  I  left  the  steamer  *  to  see  what  I  could  see.*  On  every 
hand  were  importunate  beggars,  that  beggar  description  in  all  that  is 
revolting  and  disgusting  to  humanity. 

Jamaica  is  called  the  Island  of  Springs.  By  others  she  is  designated 
the  ftueen  of  the  Antilles,  and  as  being  the  brightest  jewel  in  the 
crown  of  England.  Respecting  her  mineral  springs,  there  are  four, 
somewhat  noted  for  their  healing  virtues  in  cases  of  bronchitis,  iheu- 
matic,  pulmonary,  and  cutaneous  aflections,  viz. :  Bath,  St.  Faith's, 
Silver-Hill,  and  Milk-River  Bath.  There  are  marvellous  stories  told 
of  jjcople  living  to  a  great  age  in  those  districts.  I  presume  Methu- 
saleh  would  have  been  living  still  had  he  been  a  partaker  of  their  waters 
of  life.  Were  Jamaica  called  the  blackest  instead  of  the  brightest 
jewel  in  the  British  crown,  I  could  perfectly  appreciate  the  truth  of 
the  poetical  appellation.     Can  it  be  that  prostrate  commerce,  ruined 
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plantations,  ignorance,  sloth,  vice,  and  prostitution  form  the  hoasted 
jewel  of  the  crown  of  England  ?  The  glory  of  Jamaica  has  departed. 
The  sun  of  her  prosperity  has  gone  down.  Religion  itself  is  on  the 
wing,  and  a  general  gloom  pervades  this  interesting  land.  Education 
is  neglected,  and  the  school-houses  are  melancholy  ruins.  The  planters 
are  leaving  the  coimtry  with  disgust,  and  the  settlers  generally  are  sunk 
in  apathy  and  sloth.  The  hlacks  crowd  into  the  towns,  and  are  too 
lazy  to  work.  Every  house  seems  to  be  crumbling  away.  Not  a  new 
habitation  can  be  seen.  Was  it  to  produce  this  state  of  things  that  the 
British  people,  through  a  mistaken  philanthropy,  paid  twenty  millions 
of  pounds  sterling  ?  I  will  not  stop  here  to  inquire  into  the  cause  of 
this  general  ruin.  However,  the  Emancipation  Bill  of  1833  com- 
menced the  work  of  destruction,  and  the  Sugar  Duties  Bill  of  1846 
successfully  accomplished  what  the  other  had  left  incomplete. 

Jamaica  has  been  in  the  possession  of  the  British  since  166-5.  It  is 
divided  into  three  counties,  viz. :  Middlesex,  Surry,  and  Cornwall,  and 
these  are  subdivided  into  twenty-two  parishes.  The  legislature  consists 
of  the  Governor  and  a  council  of  eleven  members  appointed  by  the 
British  Government,  and  a  House  of  Assembly  of  forty-seven  represent- 
atives, who  are  chosen  by  the  people.  The  population,  ten  years  ago, 
amounted  to  three  hundred  and  seventy-seven  thousand,  four  hundred 
and  thirty-three,  and  out  of  that  number,  there  were  only  nine  thousand, 
two  hundred  and  eighty-nine  white  males,  and  si:^  thousand,  four  him- 
dred  and  eighty-seven  white  females.  There  are  about  forty  thousand 
in  Kingston,  about  three  thousand  of  which  are  white.  The  houses 
generally  have  a  mean  look.  They  are  not  more  than  two  stories  high, 
and  have  no  chimney-tops.  The  streets  are  narrow  and  dirty,  and 
abounding  with  a  dwarfish  race  of  hogs.  I  should  judge,  from  their 
starved  appearance,  that  they  would  leave  but  httle  for  the  poor  buz- 
zards, that  hover  over  this  tropical  city,  to  pick  up.  The  asses  and  the 
mules  have  the  same  famished  air,  and  the  horses  are  lucky  whose  skins 
perfectly  cover  their  bony  protuberances.  The  chickens  have  a  similar 
aspect  of  want,  and  their  feathers  fail  to  conceal  their  nakedness.  The 
rats,  however,  seem  to  be  of  a  superior  breed,  and  are  large  and  fat. 
The  dilapidated  state  of  the  buildings  gives  them  easy  access  to  the 
pantries ;  and,  Uke  their  unscrupulous  race  every  where,  they  indulge  in 
their  thieving  propensities,  and  help  themselves  *  before  their  betters.* 
They  seem  to  enjoy  the  blessings  of  the  Emancipation  Act  as  well  as 
the  negroes,  and  are  bold  in  their  independence.  In  point  of  intelligence 
the  one  is  but  a  little  elevated  above  the  other.  There  is  one  striking 
difference  between  the  races,  and  even  it  may  be  attributable  to  the 
imperfect  gift  of  speech  which  the  black  enjoys  over  the  rat.  The  rat, 
professionally  a  thief,  can  only  stecUy  having  no  loftier  pretensions ;  and 
is  subject  to  no  moral  or  criminal  law,  and  feels  perfectly  safe  in  his 
depredations,  unless  caught  in  the  act  of  stealing,  or  in  some  trap,  (which 
the  knowing  ones  studiously  avoid ;)  while  the  negro  will  not  only  steal 
when  opportunities  offer,  but  meanly  begy  instead  of  working  for  an 
honorable  living,  in  a  land  where  labor  is  so  much  in  demand. 

I  saw  the  horses  of  the  island  that  were  booked  for  the  race  which 
was  to  come  off*  on  the  following  day.     Being  the  property  of  gentle- 
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men,  they  looked  as  if  they  had  '  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels,'  and 
not  like  the  harnessed  skeletons  that  helong  to  the  city,  whose  ownen 
modestly  charge  two  dollars  and  a  half  per  hour  for  the  use  of  one  of 
them.  The  negroes  who  come  into  Kingston  from  the  country,  in  their 
own  conveyances,  have  a  rcspectahle  air,  and  look  iat  and  contented. 
They  are  polite  and  courteous  in  their  manner,  and  much  respected  by 
the  white  population.  The  policemen  are  black,  some  of  the  judges 
and  legislators  are  black,  and  the  city  barracks  are  filled  with  black 
soldiers,  who  wear  red  coats.  The  white  soldiers  of  Q,ueen  Victoria 
occupy  a  more  salubrious  position,  on  the  brow  of  a  mountain,  distinctly 
seen  from  the  city.  Some  of  the  negroes  of  the  city  follow  the  stranger 
and  beg  of  him  to  reheve  their  wants,  while  others,  with  shirts,  hand- 
kerchiefs, straw-hats,  and  other  commodities  for  sale,  annoy  one  at  every 
step  he  takes.  Another  class  sell  the  fruits  of  the  island.  All  seem  to 
be  dealers  but  the  beggars.  There  are  only  a  few  good  stores,  and  one 
or  two  decent-looking  hotels  in  the  place.  So  heavily  do  the  rains  fall 
occasionally,  that  the  streets  leading  down  to  the  docks  are  not  only 
impaved,  but  so  scooped  out,  that  they  seem  like  so  many  channels  (^ 
dried-up  rivers.  During  the  rains,  the  waters  rush  down  them  with  an 
impetuous  velocity.  Hogs,  rats,  and  chickens  are  frequently  swept 
away  in  the  rushing  currents.  It  is  with  difficulty  the  mule,  or  his 
half-brother,  the  jackass,  can  ford  the  street-rapids  of  Kingston.  Some 
of  the  flounder-footed  negroes  carry  people  across  for  a  small  compen- 
sation. 

I  visited  the  suburbs  of  Kingston,  where  some  of  the  gentry  reside. 
I  entered  some  of  the  gardens,  and  was  politely  shown  around.  Here 
are  to  be  seen  growing  all  the  choicest  fruits  of  the  tropics.  Here  all 
is  beauty  and  luxuriant  magnificence.  The  trees  and  the  flowers  are 
in  bloom,  and  the  high-ways  are  redolent  of  perfumes.  Here  are  im- 
penetrable hedges  of  the  cactus-tribe,  from  twelve  to  sixteen  feet  high, 
extending  for  miles  on  each  side  of  the  road.  If  the  Paradise  of  our 
first  parents  was  more  inviting  and  enchanting  than  the  gardens  of 
Jamaica,  I  do  not  wonder  at  our  ancient  mother  partaking  of  '  the  for- 
bidden fruit  which  brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe.' 
Flowers  of  every  hue  greet  the  eye,  and  trees  are  himg  with  tropical 
fruits  in  tempting  profusion.  Here  hang  in  clusters  the  bananas,  cocoa- 
nuts,  oranges,  pine-apples,  plantains,  custuds,  granadillas,  pomegranates, 
and  figs.  Here  grow,  in  all  their  beauty  and  perfection,  the  exotics  of 
our  northern  conservatories.  Some  of  them  are  daily  watered  by  arti- 
ficial means,  but  with  that  little  attention  from  man  they  have  no  other 
nurse  but  the  genial  sun,  and  no  other  covering  but  the  skies.  A  few 
of  the  gardens  have  marble  fountains,  that  still  mix  their  waters  with 
the  odors  around.  Nymphs  and  Venuses,  with  a  few  dismembered 
saints,  adorn  the  flowery  walks.  One  may  see  a  saint  without  a  head, 
and  a  Venus  without  a  leg.  In  a  shell-encircled  basin  stands  a  figure 
of  old  Neptune,  with  a  broken  trident  in  his  hand.  Those  statue^  may 
not  have  been  sculptured  by  a  Phidias  or  a  Powers,  but  they  show  evi- 
dence of  a  taste  and  refinement  of  by-gone  times.  Oh  I  it  is  depl(»rable 
to  behold  Neglect  aiding  in  the  triumph  of  Decay.  The  marble  fountains 
will  soon  cease  to  play,  and  the  sculptured  symbols  of  luxury  point  to 
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the  grave  of  civilization.     Some  may  think,  as  the  Spaniards  would 
say,  *Palahras  que  se  luva  el  viento,' 

Can  nothing  he  done  for  Jamaica,  where  Nature  does  so  much,  and 
man  so  little  ?  Its  streams  and  surrounding  waters  abound  with  fishes 
of  great  variety.  The  hills  and  the  valleys  teem  with  teal,  wild  ducks, 
plovers,  snipes,  pigeons,  and  flamingoes.  Its  timbers  are  of  the  choicest 
kinds,  and  its  spices  and  balsams  are  celebrated  for  their  superiority. 
Its  pafit  history  proves  what  its  deserted  plantations  are  capable  of  pro- 
ducing. It  is  one  of  the  most  productive  islands  in  the  world,  and  cer- 
tainly one  of  the  most  beautiful.  Notwithstanding  all  the  charming 
beauty  of  Jamaica,  she  is  abandoned  by  England,  her  natural  protector. 
England  broke  the  chains  of  slavery  which  despotism  had  forged,  it  is 
true ;  but  she  left  her  wrapped  in  darkness  and  in  ignorance.  Before 
the  civilized  world,  she  presents  the  most  humiliating  spectacle  of 
wretchedness  and  ruin.  Have  the  long  parliamentary  eflbrts  of  a  Wil- 
berforce  and  the  untiring  exertions  of  a  Clarkson  resulted  only  in  this 
deplorable  exhibition  of  hupian  degradation,  and  in  casting  a  withering 
mildew  over  the  social  prosperity  of  this  tropical  garden  of  loveliness  ? 
Almost  irredeemably  sunk  in  the  depths  of  sloth,  ignorance,  and 
depravity,  she  appeals  to  the  philanthropists  of  the  world  to  have  pity 
upon  her  fallen  condition.  She  implores  of  them,  with  outstretched 
arms,  to  educate  her  benighted  population,  who  take  no  pride  in  her 
beauty,  and  feel  no  interest  in  her  welfare.  '  She  looks,  and  there  is 
none  to  help ;  and  she  wonders  that  there  is  none  to  uphold.'  The 
humble  efforts  of  a  few  sectarian  preachers,  and  a  few  Sisters  of 
Charity,  avail  but  little.  Unless  something  be  speedily  done  for 
Jamaica,  the  great  Disposer  of  human  events  can  only  foresee  her 
mysterious  destiny.  As  for  myself,  I  shrink  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  future.  .  jame«  Lixkk. 


TREES:       FLOWERS:       THE       DE.AD. 


•  Skpct-ohrcm  : 
*  His  saltetn  ftccumulem  donis,  et'funpar  inani 
Muziere.'  Vihi,ii, 


The  Dead  —  the  quiet  dead  I 
Who  with  us  trod  these  paths  in  days  of  vore; 
The  youne,  the  strong,  the  beautiful,  the  ooar 

And  silvered  head  I 

Gone  from  amon^  us  now. 
Each  to  a  silent  pillow  in  the  clay: 
The  burial  shade  hath  fallen  o'er  their  way, 

And  on  their  brow. 

And  yet  not  unforgot 
Shall  be  the  mansion  where  we  laid  them  down ; 
Love,  Friendship,  Memory,  shall  join  to  crown 

The  sacred  spot. 

Sow  we  the  fragrant  flowers, 
Whose  breath,  like  t/ieir  remembrance,  shall  be  sweet ; 
And  open  avenues  where  friends  may  greet 

The  twilight  hours. 
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Plant  wo  the  forest  treei, 
Whose  whispcrinf(  shades  shall  pensire  mourners  thruag. 
Aud  hear  again  loved  voices  borne  along 

The  passing  breeze. 

Yes,  we  *11  adorn  the  sod, 
"Whose  verdure  emblems  ever  more  our  love, 
Aud  there  sweet  converse  hold  with  fKends  above, 

Aud  with  our  God. 

'T  is  not  for  them  alone 
The  cherished  burial-turf  we  honor  thus : 
We'll  think  'tis  there  loved  ones  will  talk  of  us. 

When  we  are  gone. 
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1'  A  CTi:  E  S  S     .V  N  I)     T  H  K      E  N  G  L  1  S  II  M  A  N  . 

Once  on  a  time,  Schaunard  found  himself  in  possession  of  two  hun* 
dred  francs,  which  extraordinary  sum  he  had  thus  acquired : 

He  went  one  day  to  a  musical  editor,  who  had  promised  to  pxocuie 
him  among  his  customers  either  jpupils  or  something  to  do. 

*  By  Jove  I  *  said  the  editor,  on  seeing  him  enter  the  shop,  *  you  are 
just  in  time.  A  gentleman  has  been  hero  who  wants  a  pianist ;  he  is 
an  Englishman,  and  will  probably  pay  well.  Are  you  really  a  good 
one  ?  * 

Schaunard  reflected  that  a  modest  air  might  injure  him  in  the  editor's 
estimation.  Indeed,  a  modest  musician,  and  especially  a  modest  pianist, 
is  a  rare  creature.     Accordingly  he  replied  boldly  : 

'  I  am  a  first-rate  one ;  if  I  only  had  a  lung  gone,  long  hair,  and  a 
black  coat,  I  should  be  famous  as  the  sun  in  the  heaven ;  and  instead  of 
asking  mo  eight  hundred  francs  to  engrave  my  composition  Hie  Death 
of  the  Damsel,  you  would  come  on  your  knees  to  offer  me  three  thou* 
sand  for  it  on  a  silver  plate.' 

The  person  whose  address  Schaunard  took  was  an  Englishman,  name 
Bime.*  The  musician  was  first  received  by  a  servant  in  blue,  who 
handed  him  over  to  a  servant  in  green,  who  passed  him  on  to  a  servant 
in  black,  who  introduced  him  into  a  drawing-room  where  he  found  him- 
self face  to  face  with  a  Briton  coiled  up  in  an  attitude  which  made  him 
resemble  Hamlet  meditating  on  human  nothingness.  Schaunard  was 
about  to  explain  the  reason  of  his  presence  when  a  sudden  vollej  of 


*  Tni3  is  probablf  the  name  Mubgbb  was  making  a  shot  at  when  ho  wrote  BinCn  —  about  as 
no:ir  as  a  Frenchman  nsually  comes  tu  an  Eng1L'<h  word. 
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shrill  cries  cut  short  his  speech.     These  horrid  and  ear-piercing  sounds 
proceeded  from  a  parrot  hung  out  on  the  halcony  of  the  story  below. 

'  Oh  I  that  beast !  that  beast ! '  exclaimed  the  Englishman,  with  a 
bound  on  his  arm-chair ;  *  it  will  kill  me.' 

Thereupon  the  bird  began  to  retort  its  vocabulary  much  more  exten- 
sive than  that  of  ordinary  Follies ;  and  Schaunard  stood  stupefied  when 
he  heard  the  animal,  prompted  by  a  female  voice,  declaring  the  speech 
of  Theramenes  with  all  the  professional  intonations. 

This  parrot  was  the  favorite  of  an  actress  who  was  then  a  great 
favorite  herself,  and  very  much  the  rage  —  in  her  boudoir.  She  was  one 
of  those  women  who,  no  one  knows  why  or  how,  are  quoted  at  fancy  prices 
on  the  'Change  of  dissipation,  and  whose  names  are  inscribed  on  the 
bills-of-fare  of  young  noblemen's  suppers,  where  they  form  the  live  des- 
sert. It  gives  a  Christian  standing  now-a-days  to  be  seen  with  one  of 
these  Pagans,  who  often  have  nothing  of  antiquity  about  them  except 
their  age.  When  they  are  handsome,  there  is  no  such  great  harm  after 
all ;  the  worst  one  risks  is  to  sleep  on  straw  in  return  lor  making  them 
sleep  on  rose-wood.  But  when  their  beauty  is  bought  by  the  ounce  at 
the  perfumer's,  and  will  not  stand  three  drops  of  water  on  a  rag ;  when 
their  wit  consists  in  a  couplet  of  a  farce,  and  their  talent  lies  in  the  hand 
of  the  claqueur y  it  is  hard  indeed  to  understand  how  respectable  men  with 
good  names,  ordinary  sense,  and  decent  coats,  can  let  themselves  be  car- 
ried away  by  a  conunon-place  passion  for  these  most  mercenary  creatures. 

The  actress  in  question  was  one  of  these  belles  of  16  day.  She 
called  herself  Dolores,  and  professed  to  be  a  Spaniard,  although  she 
was  bom  in  that  Parisian  Andalusia  known  as  the  Rue  Coquenard. 
From  there  to  the  Rue  de  Provence  is  about  ten  minutes'  walk,  but  it 
had  cost  her  seven  years  to  make  the  transit.  Her  prosperity  had  be- 
gun with  the  decline  of  her  personal  charms.  She  had  a  horse  the  day 
when  her  first  false  tooth  was  inserted,  and  a  pair  the  day  of  her 
second.  Now  she  was  living  at  a  great  rate,  lodging  in  a  palace, 
driving  four  horses  on  holidays,  and  giving  balls  to  which  all  Paris  came. 
The  all  Paris  of  these  ladies  —  that  is  to  say,  that  collection  of  lazy 
seekers-after  jokes  and  scandal ;  the  all  Paris  that  plays  lansquenet ;  the 
pluggards  of  head  and  hand,  who  kill  their  own  time  and  other  people's ; 
the  writers  who  turn  literary  men  to  get  some  use  out  of  the  feather 
which  nature  placed  on  their  backs  ;  the  bullies  of  the  revel,  the  clipped 
and  sweated  gentlemen,  the  chevaliers  of  doubtful  orders,  all  the  vaga- 
bonds of  kid-glove-dom,  that  come  from  GoD-knows-where,  and  go  back 
thither  again  some  day ;  all  the  marked  and  remarked  notorieties  ;  all 
those  daughters  of  Eve  who  retail  what  they  once  sold  wholesale ; 
all  that  race  of  beings,  corrupt  from  their  cradle  to  their  coffin,  whom 
one  sees  on  first  nigMs  at  the  theatre,  with  Golconda  on  their  foreheads 
and  Thibet  on  their  shoulders,  and  for  whom,  notwithstanding,  bloom 
the  first  violets  of  Spring  and  the  first  passions  of  youth  —  all  this  world 
which  the  chronicles  of  gossip  call  all  Paris,  was  received  by  Dolores 
who  owned  the  parrot  aforesaid. 

This  bird,  celebrated  for  its  oratorical  talents  among  all  the  neighbors, 
had  gradually  become  the  terror  of  the  nearest.  Hung  out  on  the  bal- 
cony, it  made  a  pulpit  of  its  perch  and  kept  out  interminable  harangues 
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irom  morning  to  night.  It  had  learned  certain  parliamentaiy  topics 
from  some  editorial  friends  of  its  mistress,  and  was  very  strong  on  the 
sugar  question.  It  knew  all  the  actresses  repertory  by  heart,  and  de- 
claimed it  well  enough  to  have  been  her  substitute  in  case  of  indisposi- 
tion. Moreover,  as  she  was  rather  polyglot  in  her  flirtations,  and  le- 
ceived  visitors  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  the  parrot  spoke  all  languages, 
and  would  sometimes  let  out  a  lingua  Frayvca  of  oaths  enough  to  shock 
the  sailors  to  whom  Yeri-Yert  owed  his  profitable  education.  The 
company  of  this  bird,  which  might  be  instructive  and  amusing  for  ten 
minutes,  became  a  positive  torture  when  prolonged.  The  neighbon  had 
often  complained  ;  the  auctioner  insolently  dismissed  their  complaints. 
Two  or  three  other  tenants  of  the  house,  respectable  fathers  of  families, 
iuilignant  at  the  scandalous  state  of  morals  into  which  they  were  ini- 
tiated by  the  indiscretions  of  the  parrot,  had  given  warning  to  the  land- 
lord. But  the  actress  had  got  on  his  weak  side ;  whoever  might  go, 
slui  staid. 

The  Englishman  whose  parlor  Scliaunard  now  entered,  had  endued 
-^ith  patience  for  three  months.  One  day  he  concealed  his  fory,  which 
was  ready  to  explode,  under  a  full-dress  suit,  and  sent  in  his  card  to 
Mademoiselle  Dolores. 

Wlien  she  beheld  him  enter,  arrayed  almost  as  he  would  haye  been 
to  present  himself  before  Queen  Victoria,  she  at  first  thought  it  must 
be  Hoffmmuiy  in  his  part  of  Lord  Spleen;  and  wishing  to  be  civil  to 
a  fellow-artist,  she  ofl'ered  him  some  breakfiist. 

The  Englislmian  understood  French ;  he  had  learned  it  in  twenty- 
live  lessons  of  a  Spanish  refugee.     Accordingly  he  replied  : 

'  I  accept  your  invitation  on  condition  of  our  eating  this  disagreeable 
bird,'  and  he  pointed  to  the  cage  of  the  parrot,  who,  having  already 
smelt  an  Englishman,  saluted  him  by  whistling  Grod  Save  the  King, 

Dolores  thought  her  neighbor  was  quizzing  her,  and  was  beginning 
to  get  angry,  when  Mr.  Birne  added : 

'As  I  am  ver}'  rich,  I  will  buy  the  animal ;  put  your  price  on  it.* 

Dolores  answered  that  she  valued  the  binl,  and  liked  it,  and  would 
not  wish  to  see  it  pass  into  the  hands  of  another. 

'  Oh !  it 's  not  in  my  hands  I  want  to  put  it,'  replied  the  Englishman, 
*  under  my  feet  —  so ; '  and  he  pointed  to  the  heels  of  hu  boots. 

Dolores  shuddered  with  indignation,  and  would  probably  have  broken 
out,  wlien  she  perceived  on  the  EngUshman's  finger  a  ring,  the  diamond 
of  which  represented  an  income  of  twenty-five  hundred  franca.  This 
discovery  was  like  a  shower-bath  to  her  rage.  She  reflected  that  it 
might  be  imprudent  to  quarrel  with  a  man  who  carried  fifty  thousand 
francs  on  his  little  finger. 

*  Well,  Sir,'  said  she,  '  as  poor  Coco  annoys  us,  I  will  pat  him  in  a 
back-room,  where  vou  cannot  hear  him.' 

The  Englishman  made  a  gesture  of  satisfaction. 

'  However,'  added  he,  pointing  once  more  to  his  boots,  I  should  hare 
preferred ' 

'  Do  n't  be  afraid.  "Where  I  mean  to  put  him  it  will  be  imponiUe 
i'or  him  to  trouble  milord' 

*  Oh  I  I  am  not  a  lord  :  only  an  esquire.' 
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With  that  Mr.  Bime  was  retiring,  after  a  very  low  bow,  when  Dolores, 
who  never  neglected  h«r  interests,  took  up  a  small  packet  from  a  work- 
table,  and  said : 

*  To-night,  Sir,  is  my  benefit  at  the  theatre  ;  I  am  to  play  in  three 
pieces.  Will  you  allow  me  to  offer  you  some  box-tickets  ?  The  price 
has  been  but  very  slightly  raised ; '  and  she  put  a  dozen  boxes  into  the 
Briton's  hand. 

'After  showing  myself  so  prompt  to  oblige  him,'  thought  she,  he 
cannot  refuse,  if  he  is  a  gentleman  ;  and  if  he  sees  me  play  in  my  pink 
costume,  who  knows  ?  He  is  very  ugly,  to  be  sure,  and  very  sad-look- 
ing, but  he  might  furnish  mo  the  means  of  going  to  England  without 
being  sea-sick.* 

The  Englishman  having  taken  the  tickets,  made  their  purport  to  be 
explained  to  him  a  second  time  ;  he  then  asked  the  price. 

*  The  boxes  are  sixty  francs  each,  and  there  are  ten  there ;  but  no  hurry,' 
she  added,  seeing  the  Englishman  take  out  his  pocket-book :  *  I  hope  that 
as  we  are  neighbors,  this  is  not  the  last  time  I  shall  have  the  honor  of 
a  visit  from  you.* 

'  I  do  n't  like  to  run  up  bills,  replied  Mr.  Bime ; '  and  drawing  from 
the  pocket-book  a  thousand-franc  note,  he  laid  it  on  the  table  and  slid 
the  tickets  into  his  pockets. 

*  I  will  give  you  your  change,'  said  Dolores,  opening  a  little  draw. 

*  Never  mind,'  said  the  Enghshman ;  *  the  rest  will  do  for  a  drink ;  ' 
and  he  went  off"  leaving  Dolores  thunder-struck  at  his  last  words.* 

*  For  a  drink  I '  she  exclaimed ;  *  what  a  clown !  I  will  send  him 
back  his  money.' 

But  her  neighbor's  rudeness  had  only  irritated  the  epidermis  of  her 
vanity ;  reflection  calmed  her :  she  thought  that  a  thousand  francs  made 
a  very  nice  pilcy  after  all,  and  that  she  had  already  put  up  with  imper- 
tinences at  a  cheaper  rate. 

'Bah  I'  said  she  to  herself;  'it  won't  do  to  be  so  proud.  No  one 
was  by,  and  this  is  my  washerwoman's  month.  And  this  Englishman 
speaks  so  badly,  perhaps  he  only  meant  to  pay  me  a  compliment.' 

So  she  pocketed  her  bill  joyfully. 

But  that  night  at  the  theatre  she  was  furious.  Mr.  Bime  had  made 
no  use  of  his  tickets ;  the  ten  boxes  were  utterly  empty.  She  had  read 
in  the  faces  of  hei  friends  their  joy  at  seeing  the  house  so  badly  filled. 

On  returning  home,  although  it  was  the  dead  of  night,  she  opened 
her  window  and  waked  Coco,  who  waked  Mr.  Bime,  who  had  gone  to 
sleep  on  the  faith  of  her  promise. 

From  that  day  war  was  declared  between  the  actress  and  the  Eng- 
lishman ;  a  war  to  the  knife,  without  truce  or  repose,  the  parties  en- 
gaged in  which,  recoiled  before  no  expense  or  trouble.  The  parrot  took 
finishing-lessons  in  English  and  abused  his  neighbor  all  day  in  it  and  in 
his  shrillest  falsetto.     It  was  something  awful.     Dolores  suffered  from 

— ; — — 

♦  To  offer  a  woman  of  this  class  something  to  get  a  drink  (pourboire)  as  you  would  to  a  cabman 
or  porter,  is,  of  course,  a  deadly  insult  The  translator  once  had  occasion  to  take  advantage  of  It 
Having  been  inordinately  cheated  hv  a  little  woman  who  let  fhmisbod  lodgings,  be  declined  to  take 
an  odd  franc  or  two  in  change  from  her  bill,  sajing  he  would  leave  that  as  the  pintrboire  for  Made- 
movtelle.  Luckily  there  was  a  policeman  present,  or  the  reader's  humble  flerrant  might  hare  been 
oblifcd  to  dictate  these  lines  in  consequence  of  having  no  cyce  of  his  own  left. 
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it  herself,  but  she  hoped  that  one  day  or  other  Mr.  Bime  woold  gire 
warning.  It  was  on  that  she  had  set  her  heart.  The  Englishman,  on 
his  part,  began  by  establishing  a  school  of  drommerB  in  bis  parlor,  but 
the  police  interfered.  He  then  set  up  a  pistol-gallery ;  his  servants  li^ 
died  fifty  cards  a  day.  Again  the  police-clerk  interposed,  showing  him 
an  article  in  the  municipal  code,  which  forbids  the  usage  of  fire-anns 
in  houses.  Mr.  Bime  stopped  iiring,  but  a  week  after,  Dolores  firand 
it  was  raining  in  her  room.  The  landlord  went  to  visit  Mr.  Bime,  and 
found  him  taking  salt-water  baths  in  his  parlor.  This  room,  which  was 
very  large,  had  been  lined  all  round  with  sheets  of  metal,  and  all  the 
dctors  stopped  up.  Into  this  extempore  pond  some  hundred  pails  of 
water  were  poured,  and  a  few  tons  of  salt  mixed  up  in  them.  It  was 
a  small  edition  of  the  sea.  Mr.  Bime  bathed  there  every  day,  descend- 
ing uito  it  by  an  opening  made  in  the  upper  panel  of  the  centre-door. 
Before  long  an  ancient  and  fish-hke  smell  pervaded  the  neighborhood, 
and  Dolores  had  half  an  inch  of  water  in  her  bed-room. 

The  landlord  grew  furious,  and  threatened  Mr.  Bime  with  an  action 
ibr  damages  done  to  his  property. 

*  Have  I  not  a  right,*  asked  the  Englishman,  *  to  bathe  in  my  rooms  ? ' 
'  Not  in  that  way,  Sir.* 

*  Very  well,  if  I  have  no  right  to,  I  won't,'  said  the  Briton,  full  of 
respect  for  the  laws  of  the  country  in  which  he  lived.  '  It  *s  a  pity ;  I 
amused  myself  very  much.' 

That  very  night  he  had  Ids  ocean  drained  out.  It  was  fuU  time : 
there  was  already  an  oyster-bed  forming  on  the  floor. 

However,  Mr.  Birne  had  not  given  up  by  any  means :  he  was  only 
seeking  some  legal  means  of  coutiiming  this  singular  warfare,  which 
was  nuts  to  all  the  loungers  of  Paris,  for  the  adventure  had  been  circu- 
lated in  the  lobbies  of  the  theati*es  and  other  public  places.  Dolores 
felt  equally  bound  to  come  triumphant  out  of  the  contest.  Not  a  few 
bets  had  been  made  upon  it. 

It  was  then  that  Mr.  Birne  thought  of  tlic  piano  as  an  instrament 
of  warfare.  It  was  not  so  bad  an  idea,  the  most  disagreeable  of  instra- 
ments  being  well  capable  of  contending  against  the  most  disagreeable 
of  birds.  As  soon  as  this  lucky  thought  occurred  to  him,  he  hastened 
to  put  it  into  execution,  hired  a  piano,  and  inquired  for  a  pianist.  The 
pianist,  it  will  be  remembered,  was  our  friend  Schaunard.  The  Eng- 
lishman recounted  to  liim  liis  sufferings  from  the  parrot,  and  what  ho 
had  already  done  to  come  to  terms  with  the  actress. 

'  But,  milord,'  said  Schaunard,  '  there  is  a  sure  way  to  rid  yourself 
of  tlus  creature  —  parsley.  The  clicmists  are  unanimous  in  declaring 
that  tliis  culinary  plant  is  prussic  acid  to  such  birds.  Chop  up  a  little 
par^ilcy  and  shake  it  out  of  the  windov/  on  Coco's  cage,  and  the  creature 
will  die  as  certainly  as  if  Pope  Alexander  VI.  had  invited  it  to  dinner.' 

*  I  thought  of  that,  myself,'  said  tlie  Englishman  ;  *  but  the  beast  is 
taken  too  good  care  of.     The  piano  is  surer.' 

Schaunard  looked  at  the  other  without  catching  his  meaning  at  once. 
'  Sec  here,'  resumed  the  Englishman,  '  the  actress  and  her  animal 

always  sleep  till  twelve.     Follow  my  reasoning ' 

'  Go  on :  I  am  at  the  heels  of  it.' 
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'  I  intend  to  disturb  their  sleep.  The  law  of  the  country  authorizes 
me  to  make  music  from  morning  to  night.     Do  you  understand  ?  ' 

*  But  that  will  not  he  so  disagreeable  for  her,  if  she  hears  me  play 
the  piano  all  day  —  for  nothing,  too.  I  am  a  first-rate  hand,  if  I  only 
had  a  lung  gone ' 

'  Exactly ;  but  I  do  n*t  want  you  to  make  good  music.  You  must 
only  strike  on  your  instrument,  thus,*  trying  a  note,  *  and  always  the 
same  thing  without  pity,  only  one  note.  I  understand  medicine  a  little ; 
that  makes  people  mad.  They  will  both  go  mad ;  that  is  what  I  look 
for.     Come,  Mr.  Musician,  to  work  at  once.     You  shall  be  well  paid.* 

'And  so,*  said  Schaunard,  who  had  recounted  the  above  details  to 
his  friends,  *  this  is  what  I  have  been  doing  for  the  last  fortnight.  One 
note  continually  from  seven  in  the  morning  till  dark.  It  is  not  exactly 
serious  art.  But  then  the  Englishman  pays  me  two  hundred  francs 
a  month  for  my  noise  ;  it  would  be  cutting  one's  throat  to  refuse  such 
a  windfall.* 


NOT   LOST,   BUT   GONE   BEFORE 


BT    ELIZABETH    M.    BBACKEXT. 


I. 


She  is  not  dead ;  she  sits  with  me 

"Within  my  quiet  room : 
Although  they  late  to  me  have  said, 

*  We  'vo  laid  her  in  the  tomb.' 


II. 


She  does  not  speak,  but  smiles  on  me 
With  her  old  girlish  smile, 

As  if  some  happy  secret  made 
Her  spirit  glad  the  while. 


in. 


I  roam  through  old  familiar  rooms; 

I  meet  her  on  the  stair ; 
And  like  a  halo  round  her  head 

Gleams  that  soft  braid  of  hair. 


IV. 


She  seems  just  as  she  used  to  seem, 

In  the  golden  years  ago, 
When  Life  was  in  its  sunny  prime, 

With  hope  and  love  a-glow. 
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V. 


I  stand  before  her  pictured  face, 
A  young  and  happy  pirl ; 

A  sort  Hght  gleaming  in  her  eye. 
And  on  each  sumiy  curl. 


TL 


0  singer  of  earth's  sweetest  lays! 

Though  huaJied  thy  notes  through  pain. 
Yet  wiiii  a  faltering  voico  could^st  say, 

*  Yes,  I  shall  sing  again.' 


VII 


0  far-otr  city  whcR^  slie  sleeps. 

"What  is  ihy  i)omp  to  me? 
One  httlo  grave  is  dearer  fiir 

Than  all  thy  j>ageantry. 


Vlll. 


Young  hlueK>yed  sleeper  I  never  moro 

V\)tm  thy  cheek,  like  rain. 
Shall  fall  the  tears,  whose  bitterest  glow 

Was,  that  tlu'v  foil  in  vain. 


IX. 


October  with  his  niistv  shroud 
Is  robing  earth  and  sky ; 

And  up  and  down  the  pinlen-walks 
Our  pettwl  doacl  Mowers  lie: 


X. 


And  like  an  ancient  funeral  lamp 
Hangs  high  the  spjftnd  moon, 

Antl  earth  seems  a  great  burial-place, 
"Where  we  must  mi.»et  her  soon. 


XI. 


Oh!  in  the  long  untroilden  years 
Whene'er  we  count  our  band^ 

I  grieve  to  think  how  we  shall  miss 
The  chkip  of  one  dear  hand  I 


XII. 


And  when  we  siK\jk  of  those  who  'vo  shared 

Our  bliss,  our  weal  or  W(K'  ; 
"Whene'er  we  sjwak  of  her  !  \  will  be, 

SJui  died —  0  God!  —  loug  ytars  ago! 
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TRANSCRIPTS 

FROM   THE   DOCKET   O?   A   LATE   SHERIFF 


t 


BT  FREDERICK    L.   VULTK. 


SPECIAL       BAIL 


*  Here  's  that  confounded  Frenchman  again  !*  said  I,  in  looking  over 
my  budget  of  writs ;  *  and  when  shall  I  get  rid  of  him  ?  —that  *s  the 
point  most  material  to  me.  And  shall  w^e  ever  part  company  ?  He  is 
as  closely  fitted  to  my  neck  as  the  old  man  of  the  sea  was  to  Sinbad'e. 
And  what  a  name  he  has,  too !  Jean  Pierre  Baptiste  Alexandre  Petard 
Gouvain  !  Let  me  take  a  little  breath  after  that  I  *  I  tried  to  run  over 
it  quickly  :  '  Jean-Peea-Bateest-Alessand-Petar-Gouvan  :  and  I  breathed 
a  little  freer,  and  I  could  not  avoid  exclaiming :  *  What  a  name  I  what 


a  name  I  * 


'  Now,'  said  I  to  myself,  *  there  is  some  quietness  in  the  names  of  John 
Doe  or  Richard  Roe,  or  of  John  Smith,  or  any  other  legal  fiction  ;  but  I 
do  object  to  the  abuse  of  simple  customs,  ordinarily,  and  why  Jean 
Gouvain  would  not  do  as  well  as  the  entirety '  —  was,  perhaps,  none 
of  my  business.  I  protested  against  the  use  of  his  whole  name  in  my 
very  numerous  inquiries  after  him  at  his  residence,  and  demanded  to 
know,  simply,  '  if  Monsieur  Gouvain  was  at  home  ?  * 

I  said  *  confounded  Frenchman,*  and  I  meant  it ;  because  he  had 
given  me  so  much  trouble,  and  he  had  put  ijiy  patience  and  perseve- 
rance to  so  severe  a  test,  that  I  could  not  but  feel  annoyed  at  the  very 
many  *  not-at-homes  *  so  spitefully,  in  the  end,  dealt  out  to  me  in  my 
inquiries  for  him,  by  the  rosy-cheeked,  iull-mooned  face,  and  red-haired 
Irish  door-maid,  who  so  often,  and  in  her  peculiar  way,  had  answered 
my  demand  at  the  door. 

My  case  was  a  very  hard  one.  I  had  taxed  the  patience  of  the 
attorney  who  sued  out  the  writ ;  an  alias  writ  had  been  issued,  and  my 
return  thereto  was  the  same  as  upon  the  original,  viz.,  *  not  found ' ;  a 
pluries  had  also  issued,  and  an  alias  plurieSy  and  the  same  return 
upon  both  ;  then  came  the  second,  third,  and  fourth  pluries  —  and  still 
the  same  return.  I  believe  I  had  this  incubus,  this  dead  weight  of  writs 
in  this  matter,  upon  my  shoulders  for  about  six  months  or  so ;  and, 
from  the  many  negative  returns  I  had  by  force  of  circumstances  been 
compelled  to  make,  the  patience  of  the  attorney  was  at  length  used  up, 
and  he  threatened,  that  in  case  another  such  return  was  made,  to  sue 
me  for  a  *  false  return.'  I  thought,  therefore,  that  I  was  justified  in 
using  the  expression  *  confounded  Frenchman ' ;  particularly,  as  not  by 
reason  of  any  neglect  of  mine,  but  because  of  his  being  in  the  condition  of 
a  very  little  insect,  upon  whose  frail  body  you  might  put  one  of  your 
digits,  and  then,  when  you  come  to  look  for  him,  he  was  n't  there  I    . 

I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  it  has  seemed  to  me  that  there  are  some 
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very  uureasonable  people  in  this  world.  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  I 
thought  that  Mr.  Guniiip,  the  aforesaid  attorney,  w-as  a  little,  a  very 
little,  inclined  that  way.  I  declare,  I  believe  that  he  wanted  or  ex- 
pected me  to  take  Gouvain,  as  well  where  he  was  not,  as  where  he 
was ;  and  that  he  expected  me  to  find  the  *  little  joker,'  no  matter 
under  what  thimble  he  was  rigged. 

If  I  had  inquired  once  at  Gouvain*s  residence,  I  had  a  hundred  times ; 
and  before  my  inquiries  had  got  to  be  a  decided  pest  to  the  girl,  I  was 
frequently  and  pleasantly  invited  by  her  to  leave  my  card,  or  my  name ; 
but  when  the  inquiries  were  repeated  daily,  and  sometimes  twice  and 
thrice  a  day,  and  at  dilierent  hours  of  day  and  night,  her  good-humor 
passed  ofi',  and  she  snappishly  and  pertly  replied :  *  Sure,  au  ye  '11  not 
lave  yer  name,  nor  any  a  card  ye  have,  Misther  Guvan  is  not  at  hoam ' ; 
and  she  pushed  the  door  to,  leaving  me,  a  disappointed  applicant,  out- 
side, to  my  own  refiections  ;  of  which  the  position  of  parties  fonned 
the  staple  commodity. 

*  The  early  bird,'  I  said,  *  catches  the  worm ;  *  and  with  this  com- 
fortable and  homely  saj-ing,  I  left  the  house,  determined  to  be  governed 
by  it ;  and  I  nursed  myself  "with  the  assurance  that  I  would  be  the 
early  bird  in  the  morning  following,  and  that  I  would  try  the  virtue  of 
the  apothegm,  catch  the  wonn,  and  rid  myself  of  being  brought  down 
or  up  by  Air.  Gimnip,  in  making,  this  time,  satisfactorily  to  him,  a  true 
return  —  id  est :  *  Defendant  taken  :  fees  due,  sixty-nine  cents.' 

On  the  next  morning,  long  before  the  break  J  of  day,  I  was  up  and 
doing.  I  started  out  on  my  snaring  expedition  ;  and  as  I  had  a  con- 
siderable distance  to  go  belbre  I  reached  the  domicil  of  my  very  near, 
dear,  and  attached  friend.  Monsieur  Gouvain  —  attached,  I  hoped  and 
prayed  he  might  be ;  very  near,  I  trusted  he  would  be ;  dear,  he  un- 
doubtedly would  have  been,  if  I  had  been  put  to  the  cost  of  defending 
that  suit  which  was  threatened  against  me  for  a  false  return,  even  if  it 
eventuated  in  a  verdict  for  the  defendant,  in  the  way  of  counsel-fees, 
etc.  And,  as  I  had  judged,  I  came  upon  the  door-steps  about  sun-rise, 
when  *  for  certain '  he  must  be  in  the  house,  I  Uiought,  if  he  ever  was  ; 
I  hoped,  and  yet  I  feared ;  and  I  was  then  in  a  state  of  abstractedness, 
not  knowing  exactly  upon  what  business  I  was  engaged,  until  my 
hand  was  upon  the  bell-pull.  I  gave  it  a  jerk,  and  I  heaid  the  tinkling 
of  the  bell  gently  dechne  into  notliingness.  I  listened  for  a  foot-tread  ; 
a  minute  elapsed  —  then  another  —  and  yet  no  one  came.  I  waited 
patiently :  why  should  n't  I  ?  I  had  endured  an  eternity  of  moments, 
almost,  in  this  very  business,  up  to  tliis  time,  and  I  thought  I  conid 
wait  a  little  longer ;  particularly,  as  I  fancied  the  culminating  point 
had  been  approached,  and  I  would  not,  as  every  thing  seemed  fitt(Ml  Ibr 
ine,  destroy  my  prospects  by  acting  hastily,  and  thereby  give  oflence  to 
the  one  whose  business  it  was  to  answer  my  summons  at  the  door-bell. 

It  was  well  that  I  came  to  this  determination ;  for,  as  I  had  concluded, 
the  door  was  opened,  and  my  red-haired  Cerberus  viras  there,  to  deny 
or  permit  mo  entrance. 

'Ah  !  yecs  be  afther  Mr.  Guvan  so  arly,  ar  yecs  ?  '  said  she  to  me, 
in  a  semi-savage  inquiry. 

*  I  am,'  answered  I,  *  and  I  am  verj*  sorry  to  trouble  you  so  early,  but 
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my  business  is  very  urgent  and  pressing ;  beside,'  I  continued,  *  after  I 
have  communicated  with  Mr.  Gouvain  once,  you  '11  not  be  troubled  by 
me  any  more,  I  assure  you.     Is  he  in  ? ' 

'  In,  is  he  ?  troth,  I  think  he  is  :  that  is,  in  his  bed,  I  mane,  barrin' 
he 's  jist  gittin'  out,*  replied  she,  jocularly.  *  You  see.  Sir,'  continued 
she,  *  Mr.  Guvan  is  an  airly  riser ;  he  goes  out  airly,  and  comes  home 
late,  an'  that 's  the  rason  yees  niver  could  find  him  hoam.  Now,  if 
yees  travel  up  the  stairs,  three  pair  high,  an'  to  the  front  of  the  house, 
an'  mark  the  door  as  has  the  number  nine  on  it,  an*  rap  there,  ye  '11 
find  Mr.  Guvan.* 

*  Thank  you !  thank  you  I ' 

I  went  up  the  stairs,  and  having  arrived  at  the  top  of  the  three  flights, 
I  looked  around  among  the  many  doors  for  the  number  nine,  and  it  was 
easily  found.  I  then  gave  a  tap  at  the  door,  and  then  another  tap ; 
and  I  was  then  requested  by  a  voice  which  proceeded  from  the  room, 
to  *  come  in.' 

I  did  as  I  was  requested.  I  went  in,  and  addressed  the  gentleman, 
who  had  not  yet  risen  from  his  bed,  although  he  was  sitting  up  : 

*  Mr.  Gouvain  ?  '  said  I,  interrogatively. 

*  Me  'ave  ze  honneur,'  replied  he,  very  courteously. 

He  might  *  have  the  honor,'  I  thought,  and  yet  not  be  the  Mr.  Gouvain 
I  wanted,  when  he  came  to  know  my  business ;  and,  as  no  one  was 
with  me  to  indicate  that  he  was  the  veritable  Mr.  Gouvain,  it  occurred 
to  me  at  once  that  I  would  ask  him  if  he  was  the  Mr.  Gouvain  with 
the  five  prefixes  to  his  surname. 

'  Qui  I  Je  le  suis.  Monsieur !  Jean  Pierre  Baptiste  Alessandre  Petard 
Gouvain.  Vat  you  vill  'ave  wis  me  ?  —  ze  mattaire  vat  is  ?  '  inquired  he. 

'  I  am  the  sheriff^  Mr.  Gouvain ;  and  I  have  a  writ  for  your  arrest, 
in  which  you  are  ordered  to  be  held  to  bail  in,  the  sum  of  fifteen  hun- 
dred dollars,  at  the  suit  of  Gaspard  Besan9on,  for  slander.  Can  you 
give  the  bail  ?  * 

*Vousetes  le  sheriff?  ha!  ha  I*  ejaculated  he;  '  ze  sheriff!  Vous 
avez  le  papier  pour  mon  arrete  1  (iuinze  cents  piastres  !  Zo  hommc 
vat  vill  me  arrete  est  Besan^onl  —  Slandare  !  vat  you  call  slandare, 
Monsieur  Sheriff?  me  'ave  no  peu !  —  me  no  'ave  fifteen  hunder  dollare ! 
Vat  you  call  slandare,  eh  ?  —  Besan^on,  eh  ?  —  vat  you  call  slandare, 
eh.  Monsieur  Sheriff? ' 

I  enlightened  him  as  well  as  I  could,  by  giving  him  a  practical  illus- 
tration of  what  slander  was,  and  what  consequences  flowed  from  the 
too  free  use  of  the  unruly  member  ;  which,  being  perfectly  intelligible 
to  him,  he  exclaimed,  with  delight : 

*  Ah,  ha !  je  compronds.  You  call  me  ze  tief,  ze  robbare,  ze  rascal, 
ze  blaggar,  ze  loaf — is  slandare,  eh  ?  ' 

*  Yes ;  all  that  is  slander,'  replied  I. 

*Ah !  Monsieur  Sheriff,*  exclaimed  he  in  great  eagerness,  addressing 
me,  *  pardonnez-moi !  me  'ave  no  ask  you  for  take  ze  chair !  Be  seat, 
Monsieur  Sheriff!  Pardon !  Je  suis  ze  blaggar !  You  take  ze  chair, 
eh  ?  —  pardon,  eh  ?  I  vill  get  from  ze  bed  ;  I  vill  arranger :  you  vill 
excusez  moi ;  I  am  ze  blaggar,  zc  loaf;  I  *ave  no  ask  you  for  take  ze 
chair  —  ze  seat  —  before ! ' 
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I  seated  myself,  as  requested ;  but  I  thought  my  friend  exhibited 
rather  too  much  warmth  in  his  regrets  of  omissions  in  politenetB  for  my 
comforts,  seeing  that  he  was  somewhat  peculiarly  fixied  ;  and  I  oould 
just  at  tliat  time  freely  forgive  him,  as  his  mind  was  upon otherniattexB 
than  politeness. 

Gouvain,  meanwhile,  had  risen,  and  proceeded  to  dress  and  axnuige  bis 
toilet.  While  I  remained  seated,  waiting  patiently  for  him,  he  would  oc- 
casionally turn  to  me  and  remark,  in  French  and  Franco- Anglice,  and  in 
broken  English,  his  regrets  at  liis  want  of  civilite,  and  his  objuigatianB 
of  slander — and  I  presume  he  felt  it,  too  —  giving  to  the  wofd  the 
whole  lengthened  sound,  and  terminating  wiUi  a  strong  emphaas: 
'  slan-Jare,  eh  ?  * 

I  thought  it  very  strange  that  he  had  not  as  yet  uttered  one  word 
of  denial  as  to  the  charge  of  slander,  or  of  the  arrest,  or  about  the 
plaintiff;  and  I  was  curious  enough  to  hear  his  version  of  the  afiair ; 
yet  although  it  was  none  of  my  busine&s  to  make  inquiries,  I  neverthe- 
less was  very  anxious  ;  and  I  doubted  not  that  the  narrative,  his  part  of 
it,  would  come  in  good  time ;  and  I  was  not  mistaken. 

He  had  completed  his  toilet,  and  he  desired  to  know  if  I  would  per- 
mit him  to  get  a  breakfast,  (by  this  time  it  was  about  seven  o'clock,) 
and  I  assented  to  his  very  reasonable  request  without  hesitation,  and  we 
came  down  the  stairs  to  the  hall,  where  I  saw  the  Milesian  guardian  of 
the  door :  at  the  sight  of  me  and  my  prisoner,  although  she  did  vlX  know 
my  business,  she  addressed  Mr.  Gouvain,  saying : 

'  Will  yees  be  back  the  night,  Sir  ? ' 

'  No !  Mary,  I  sink  me  nevare  come  back  ;  I  go  vn&  dis  gentilhommc ; 
Je  suis  tres  obligee  for  you  attention:  parehaps  I  nevare  come  back. 
Ah !  yes,  I  oublie  —  I  forget.* 

And  while  saying  this  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  few  loose  coin  and 
deposited  the  same  in  Mary's  extended  hand,  which  as  she  received  she 
showered  a  thousand  blessings  upon  his  head,  and  hoped  that  in  what- 
ever position  he  was  placed  he  would  never  have  a  less  willing  atten- 
dant upon  his  wants  than  she. 

And  a  less  willing  recipient  of  his  silver,  thought  I. 

*  Sure,  an'  I  knowed  yees  was  afllier  takin*  Mr.  Guvan  wid  yees, 
and  niver  let  him  kim  hoam  at  all  any  more,'  exclaimed  she,  addressiDg 
me,  and  looking  for  all  the  world  Ukc  a  fury ;  *  ye  'd  niver  kim  in  that 
dure ;  and  I  do  n't  know  who  you  are,  shure  ;  coming  here,  shuie ; 
and  carrin'  away  wid  yees  daciut  giutleman,  shure ;  an'  ye  may  go ; 
and  yees  must  n't  kim  here  anuy  more,  takin'  wid  yees  sich  iligant 
giutleman  as  Mr.  Guvan,  no ;  an'  I  'd  a  knowed  your  bisness,  shure 
ye  'd  a  niver  got  troo  that  dure,  and  d'  ye  mind  that  now  ?' 

This  was  a  blast  I  did  not  count  on  ;  yet,  as  eggs  are  not  chickens 
until  the  period  of  incubation  has  passed,  1  thought  that  before  long  her 
anathemas  would  be  realized  by  the  Arabian  proverb,  and  that  like 
young  chickens  they  would  come  home  to  roost. 

'  Mary,*  said  I  to  her,  coaxingly. 

'Ah  !  none  o'  that  I     Bother  with  yees  I'  said  she. 

*  Mary,'  continued  I,  *  you  have  \\dA  a  deal  of  trouble.' 

*  Trouble  ?  I  had  indade  ;  an'  ye  may  well  say  that.' 
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*  Zis  is  gentilhomme,  Mary/  observed  Gouvain. 

*  Here,  Mary/  said  I,  *  here  *b  something  for  thd  trouble  I  've  put  you 
to ;  take  it ; '  and  I  dropped  a  quarter  in  her  ever-extended  hand. 
'  Now  be  quieted,  Mary/  continued  I,  addressing  her,  *  I  think  Mr.  Gou- 
vain is  mistaken  when  he  says  that  perhaps  he  will  never  come  back.' 

Upon  this  seeming  consolation,  together  with  the  quarter,  the  girl  ap- 
peared satisfied,  and  Gouvain  and  myself  left  the  house  amid  showers 
of  blessings  heaped  upon  both  our  heads  by  the  now  satisfied  Mary,  who 
lingered  yet  upon  the  door-steps,  and  her  voice  was  heard  by  me, 
saying  : 

*  God  bless  yees  both  I' 

And  then  I  thought  that  the  eggs  were  hatched,  and  the  chickens  had 
got  home  and  hcul  roosted. 

I  went  with  Gouvain  to  the  restaurant  where  he  usually  took  his 
breakfast,  and,  seated  at  the  same  table  with  him,  he,  of  his  own  voli- 
tion, while  the  meal  was  being  prepared,  gave  me  a  short  history  of  his 
and  Besan9on's  position  in  regard  to  a  delicate  little  affair,  wherein  they 
were  rivals  to  a  fair  lady's  hand,  heart,  and  fortune. 

It  appeared  that  Besan^on  was  a  Frenchman,  too ;  and  he  and  Gou- 
vain had  become  enamoured  of  a  young  French  lady,  beautiful  in  per- 
son and  mind,  as  well  as  being  favored  with  quite  a  sum  of  money  in 
hand :  the  lady,  who,  I  suppose,  acting  v^dth  the  customary  economy  of 
her  sex,  was,  as  yet,  notwithstanding  she  had  received  the  addresses  or 
visits,  I  don't  know  which,  of  both  the  parties,  free  from  having  com- 
mitted herself  to  either  ;  and  I  suppose  she  was  exercising  her  best  dis- 
cretion whom  to  elect,  Besangon  or  Gouvain.  Thus  matters  stood,  when 
Besan^on,  fearing  the  presence,  and  good  looks,  and  form  of  Gouvain, 
and  supposing,  as  he  must  have  done,  that  these  qualities,  added  to  a 
good  address,  were  of  some  consideration  to  a  lady  imder  her  circum- 
stances, although  she  had  never  intimated  by  word,  act,  or  deed,  that 
she  preferred  one  over  the  other  ;  yet  Besangon  lacked  the  same  or  any 
of  the  advantages  in  a  measure  that  Gouvain  possessed ;  and  he  was 
fired  by  jealousy  in  not  being  elected  as  the  favored  party ;  he  there- 
fore was  resolved  to  try  a  master  stroke  of  policy  in  the  art  of  love  by 
ridding  himself  of  his  rival,  and  having  the  groimd  cleared  from  all 
incumbrances. 

This  scheme  of  Besangon's  was  now  being  carried  out  by  me,  although 
I  knew  nothing  of  it  before,  by  the  arrest  of  Gouvain  upon  the  action  of 
slander  which  I  was  then  engaged  in.  I  felt  sorry  for  him,  particularly 
as  he  had  told  me  he  had  no  friends,  and  could  not,  therefore,  apply  to 
any  one  to  give  bail  for  him ;  yet  I  was  determined  if  I  could  serve 
him  in  his  extremity  I  would  do  so. 

The  breakfast  being  concluded,  I  observed  to  him  *  that  he  had  better 
think  over  the  matter,  and  see  if  there  were  none  of  his  friends  who 
would  give  the  required  security.' 

*  Me  ave  no  fren ;  me  no  sink ;  me  etrangere,  Monsieur  Sheriff*,  et 
pourquoi  me  sink.  No,  no,  I  go  wis  you,  eh ;  oui,  I  go  to  ze  prison,  eh ; 
and  perhaps  some  bozzy  will — vat  you  call  him,  eh  ?  ' 

*  Bail,'  interrupted  I. 

*Ah  I  oui,  bail ;  some  bozzy  will  baile  me  ;  bail,  ah  !  bail  est  char- 
mante  I' 


390  Transcripts.  [Apiil, 

'  ■  '  ■-■■-■I  ■  ■■  ■■■■■■■     »^-^^-^—^M^^M^M^—    ■■■■    ■^■^—^—^■^^^^^^^■^^i^^M^^W^^^^^^P^W^—^—^^^^^^^^—^^^^*^^^ 

I  thought  that  bail  would  be  really  charming  to  my  enthusiastic 
prisoner,  but  where  he  was  to  find  that  somebody,  who  perhaps  would 
go  bail  for  him,  was  beyond  my  comprehension. 

Finding  that  he  had  no  one  to  call  upon  in  his  extremity,  and  that 
every  moment  I  spent  with  him  was  a  loss  of  time  to  me  as  well  as 
being  no  benefit  to  him,  I  concluded  (with  his  entire  concurrence)  to  take 
him  to  jail ;  and  having  given  him  to  the  charge  of  the  jailer,  I  bade 
him  adieu,  and  was  about  leaving  him :  he  pressed  my  hand  and  said  : 

*  Mon  ami,  Je  vous  remerci  beaucoup,  me  ver  much  oblig6e ;  ha  I 
ha  !  Jo  pense,  oui ; '  and  here  he  put  his  hand  on  his  breast  in  order  to 
convince  me  of  the  firmness  of  his  faith ;  *  oui,  me  sink  some  bozzy  will 
bail,  yes,  bail  e  me.*  And  1  doubted  not  he  felt  all  he  said.  *  Adieu ! 
mon  ami,'  cried  he,  and  I  left  him  ;  but  still  1  heard,  as  we  parted,  the 
word  '  bail '  lingering  about  me  until  distance  drowned  it  altogether. 

Matters  remained  quiet  for  a  day  or  £wo  ;  so  also  did  Monsieur  Goa- 
vain,  1  fancy,  cooped  up  as  he  was  in  our  bam  of  a  prison  in  Eldridge 
street :  at  least  1  heard  nothing  to  the  contrary.  He  had  been  in  close 
custody  the  time  afore  stated,  when  I  received  an  application  by  a  party 
who  agreed  to  furnish  satisfactory  bail ;  and  as  I  was  exceedingly  anx- 
ious to  relieve  the  poor  fellow  from  imprisonment  upon  what  I  deemed 
a  frivolous  action,  I  assented  to  the  proposition  for  bail,  and  named  the 
time  most  convenient  to  the  sureties,  who  might  attend  before  me  at  the 
earliest  hour  they  saw  fit  to  fix  upon. 

The  hour  was  appointed,  and  the  sureties  attended  and  executed  the 
bond  for  his  release.  The  sureties  were  ample  and  perfectly  responsible ; 
and  I  thereupon  gave  an  order  for  his  inunediate  discharge. 

Gouvain  was  now  at  liberty  once  more,  and  I  supposed  that  he  had 
forgotten  mo,  for  1  did  not  hear  of  him  for  several  weeks  :  he  and  his 
imprisonment  passed  out  of  my  memory,  engrossed  as  I  was  in  the  cares 
of  my  ofllice,  and  I  thought  no  more  of  him. 

I  did  him  wrong,  however,  in  supposing  he  had  forgotten  me,  for  one 
day  he  came  in  my  office,  and  desired  to  have  a  private  conversation 
with  me,  which  1  readily  granted,  because  I  was  cdways  pleased  with 
him ;  and  from  the  moment  I  first  saw  him  I  was  favorably  inclined 
toward  him.     I  observed  to  him : 

*  Now,  Monsieur  Gouvain,  what  will  you  have  ?  * 

*  Vat  I  vill  ave,  eh  ?  '  replied  he,  in  great  earnestness,  and  giving  his 
shoulders  a  shrug,  his  hands  clasped  together,  'Ah,  Monsieur  SlvBrifif, 
me  vill  'ave,  vat,  je  crois  you  vill  not  give — eh  ?'  And  he  looked  steadily 
in  my  eye  as  though  he  expected  to  find  there  an  affirmative  to  his  de- 
mand. 

*  Speak  out,  my  friend,'  said  I ;  *  what  do  you  desire  V 

*  Me  desire,  mon  ami,  votre  daguerreotype  —  you  portrait,  you  viU 
give  him  to  me,  eh  ?' 

*  You  want  my  portrait — my  daguerreotype — do  you  ?  "Why,  I  shoold 
think  you  have  had  enough  of  me  ?  I  thought  you  had  had  enough  of 
my  face  I' 

'Non  !  Non,  Monsieur  Sherifi*.  Ah  !  oui  j'oublie,'  and  he  tooched 
his  bump  of  memory  with  his  fore-finger  ;  *  Oui,  j'oublie/ 

*  You  forget.  Monsieur  Gouvain ;  foiget  what  ? — what  do  you  forget!* 
I  asked  him. 
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'  Me  crezzy,  me  sink.  Me  marry  ;  me  *ave  channante  lady.  Oh  I 
ah  r  and  then  strikmg  his  head  and  stamping  his  foot,  and  expressing 
by  action  better  than  he  could  by  language  his  disappointment  in  not 
being  able  to  communicate  his  present  state  of  happiness  to  me  in  Eng- 
lish. '  Ah,  nevare  mine  ;  je  ne  parle  pas  Anglais ! ' 
'  *  What,'  said  I,  *  Are  you  married,  and  to  whom  ?  * 

*  Me  marry  ze  bail  —  bail-e ;  ah,  Monsieur  Sherifi',  pooty  lady,  la  dame 
est  charmante.  Ze  bail  is  ma  fenune,  and  Besanpon  is  no  bozzy — nu 
vair.  Ze  bail — bail  6,  ha,  ha  1 — ^vair  is  Besan9on  }  No  vair,  ha,  ha, 
ha !  I  love  ze  bail — ^bail  6,*  and  he  appeared,  while  uttering  his  thoughts 
thus  spasmodically,  to  be  in  the  greatest  good  humor  with  every  body 
and  thing,  except  Besancon,  whom  he  occasionally  hit  by  saying  that 
he  was  *  no  where!  by  which  I  inferred  that  he  (Gouvain)  was,  by  his 
adroitness,  all  over  or  every  where. 

The  facts  of  this  case  now  stared  me  full  in  the  face.  Besanfon's 
stroke  of  policy  in  the  art  of  love  was  fairly  illustrated  to  me.  He,  in 
order  to  remove  a  rival  lover  out  of  his  way,  consulted  with  his  attor- 
ney, and  the  two  had  patched  up  the  plan  of  arresting  Gouvain  for 
slander.  This  would  have  been  a  capital  trick,  if  the  removal  had 
been  sure  ;  but, '  Vhomme  propose  et  Dieu  dispose,  bxA  the  very  means 
he  resorted  to,  by  putting  Gouvain  out  of  the  presence  of  the  lady,  was 
the  surest  one,  if  she  had  any  soul,  or  if  she  had  any  regard  or  love  for 
him,  to  touch  her  heart.  She  heard  of  Gouvain*s  arrest ;  she  knew  his 
helpless  condition,  a  stranger  to  our  language,  laws,  and  customs.  She, 
like  a  true  woman,  responded  to  the  promptings  of  that  little  monitor  of 
our  souls,  and  sprang  to  his  assistance  and  relief.  She  was  happy  iu 
having  released  the  idol  of  her  now  bursting  love  ;  and  then  it  was 
that  Gouvain  experienced  the  solid  pleasure  of  being  elected  the  favored 
one. 

And  then  I  thought  of  the  intensity  of  Gouvain*s  utterance  of  the 
word  *  Bail.'  He  knew  —  he  felt  —  that  if  there  was  any  love  for  him 
in  the  bosom  of  the  fair  one,  his  situation,  a  prisoner  upon  the  complaint 
of  a  rival,  would  bring  it  out.  If  he  was  permitted  to  remain  in  jail, 
why,  of  course,  then  she  loved  Besan9on.  If  he  was  bailed  by  or 
through  her  interposition,  then,  as  a  matter  of  surety,  he  was  the  fa- 
vored one.  This,  then,  was  his  test,  and  it  was  a  sure  one ;  and  Besan- 
9on's  efTort,  aided  by  his  attorney,  was  an  apt  illustration  of  the  opera- 
tions of  all  blind  guides. 

*  Votre  daguerreotype  —  you  portrait ! '  exclaimed  Gouvain,  addressing 
me  with  great  earnestness,  and  awakening  me  from  the  train  of  thought 
in  which  I  was  indulging,  *  You  vill  give  him  to  me,  eh  ?  Ah,  Mon- 
sieur SherifT,  I  s'all  'avo  ze  plaisir,  eh  1  You  s*all  say  no  ;  vous  m'accor- 
derez  la  favour,  que  je  vous  demande  ne  vbulez  vous  pas,  eh  ? ' 

*  No,'  I  repUed,  *  I  will  not  deny  you  ;  but  I  cannot  see  what  pleasure 
there  can  be  in  regarding  a  face  that  always  must  remind  you  of  your 
being  in  jail.' 

'  Zis  afiaire,  Monsieur  Sherifii  est  toute  differente,'  and  he  touched  his 
left  hand  with  the  fore-finger  of  his  right,  convincing  me,  or  attempting 
to  do  so,  by  action.  *  Besan9on  will  'ave  me  arrest  —  for  nossing,  eh ! 
vat  I  do,  eh  ?     You  take  me  to  ze  prison ;  j'ai  rest6  la  for  leetle  time. 
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I  bail  —  bailc,  ha  !  ha  !  —  ma  chere  est  mon  bail.  Besan90]i  is  no 
var  ;  me  marry,  eh  I  You,  mon  cher  ami  —  my  bester  fren  —  me  vill 
'ave  your  daguerreotype  ;  ma  femme  aussi,  you  will  go  wis  me  for  take 
ze  likeness  toute  suite.     Venez  partons.' 

I  could  not  resist  him,  so  desirous  he  seemed  to  be,  and  particulaily, 
too,  as  it  was  his  wife's  request,  also  ;  and  I  went  with  him  at  once 
to  Haas,  and  his  desires  were  satisfied  :  so  I  fancied,  for  he  made  all  the 
acknowledgments  and  thanks  in  French  and  English  he  was  capable 
of  uttering,  for  the  rare  favor  I  had  granted — the  privilege  of  occaaonally 
glancing  at  the  Hneaments  of  one  who,  in  his  language,  was  his  '  cher 
ami,'  his  '  bester  firen.* 

The  suit  of  Besan9on  vs,  Gouvain  never  came  to  trial :  the  order 
for  bail  was  discharged,  and  a  default  taken  by  Gouvain's  attorney ; 
and,  as  a  necessary  means  of  satisfaction,  an  execution  for  costs  was 
issued  against  Besan9on,  which  were  never  collected,  because,  as  in  the 
event  of  his  not  paying  the  costs  aforesaid,  a  Ca  Sa  would  issue,  and 
then  lie  feared  the  same  visitation  which  he  had  procured  for  his  fortn- 
nate  rival ;  but,  unlike  him,  as  he  doubted  he  would  find  any  fair  lady 
*  to  bail,  bail  e  him,'  in  like  circumstances ;  therefore,  when  the  Ca  Sa 
did  issue,  my  return  was, '  Not  found.'  He  had  gone  froiQ  out  my  baili- 
wick. I  have  seen  Gouvain  often  since.  He  is,  doubtless,  very  happy 
with  his  bail.  Indeed,  he  must  be,  as  any  one  could  not  otherwise  be 
who  had  been  so  fortunate  as  he  was  in  having  got  rid  so  quickly  and 
so  opportunely  of  his  rival  in  matrimonial  speculations,  and  who,  by 
reason  of  his  imprisonment,  had  procured  a  rich  Wife  at  so  cheap  a 
cost,  by  her  becoming  *  Special  Bail '  in  the  action  Besan^on  vs.  Gcu- 
vain. 


SUMMER-NIGHT        RAIN. 

IIow  soft  the  rain  comes  down  to-night 

Upon  the  jn^ssy  fieUial 
The  rose  assumes  a  hue  more  bright, 

And  sweeter  frapranoo  yields*. 

The  sweet-briar  opes  her  crimson  rings, 

Tlie  i)ink  her  richest  1.h?11  ; 
The  morning  bee  will  lade  his  wings 

From  many  a  honied  cell. 

The  old  wood  waves  its  freshened  leaves 
Beneath  the  faint  moon-beam ; 

The  spider  from  the  hawthorn  weaves 
His  web  across  the  stream. 

Silence,  save  the  ceaseless  rain, 

And  cascade's  dash  afar; 
Darkness,  save  the  feeble  moon, 

And  feebler  ghmmering  star. 

The  rain  comes  softly  down  to-night ; 

Half-slumber  o'er  mo  reigns ; 
How  sweet  the  pattering  on  the  roof. 

And  on  the  window-panes ! 
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SPRING-TIME. 
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The  sovereign  Sun  unbars  the  icy  gates 

To^  let  the  Spring  with  all  her  train  come  in ; 
But  timidly  the  bashful  maiden  waits, 

Or  flees  afrighted  from  the  stormy  din 
And  elemental  strife.     While  she  doth  stand 
In  hesitance,  the  soft,  warm  southern  breeze 
Steals  from  the  isles  of  lime  and  orange  trees, 
And  bhthely  Spring  trips  o'er  the  smihng  land. 
Hurrah  I  the  buds  grow  big ; 
They  burst  their  swaddhng-banda ; 
The  spiral  sprout 
Is  shooting  out, 
And  grass  is  creeping  o'er  the  meadow-lands. 
Hurrah  1  ten  thousand  rills 
Are  hurrying  down  the  hills ; 
And,  sparkling  as  they  run, 
They  sjrmbolize  the  boy 
So  over-full  of  joy 
His  very  eyes  are  scintillating  fun. 

Hurrah  I  a  fly,  a  real  fly  I 
With  legs  so  slim  and  wiU  so  strong, 

So  impudent  and  sly, 
So  busily  idle  all  day  long ; 
Where  didst  thou  hide,  the  freezing  winter  through? 
Hadst  thOu  a  cosy  cell 
Where  thou  didst  dwell 
When  the  snowfe  fell 
And  the  north  winds  blew  ? 

Ah  1  have  a  care,  gay  chap ! 
For  many  a  snare, 
In  earth  and  air, 
Is  hidden  in  a  silken  trap. 

How  genial  is  the  ray 
Of  this  luxurious  day, 
That  vivifies  the  bosom'  like  a  though: 
Of  other  days  with  melting  memories  irnuc  * 
The  young-lifo  days  that  seem 
But  a  deUcious  dream 
That  flitted  o'er  a  brain  whose  vision 
Peered  upon  a  scene  elysian, 
Too  unreal, for, a  world  ■ 
By  manhood  into  ctiaos  iiurled. 
A  tear  I  why,  sure,  there 's  still 
A  living  rill 
Beneath  the  rubbish  piled  upon  the  heart 
That  bubbles  up 
And  yields  a  cup 
Of  healing  for  a  bosom  smart. 

Let 's  forth,  my  friend,  and  wander  slow 
Over  the  fields  of  tender  green, 
Where,  as  we  go, 
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Tlie  earlier  flowers  arc  seen, 

AVith  bluish  eyes, 

Ui)-i>eerinj:  to  the  skies, 
Like  childhood  lookiiifc  up  to  (lOi) 

From  bended  knees. 
How  fragrant  is  this  soil, 

Where  no  o'ersliadinj,^  trees 
Prevent  the  l)le3sin{r  of  the  sun 

From  ctrininjj  down, 

"With  odorous  plants  to  erown 
The  lea  that  ers;t  Wiis  desolate  and  dun  I 

Companion  mine! 
Thou  of  the  nuising  race, 

Seest  thou  the  beams  that  round  us  shine 
Of  JIeayex's  prcmetUtatod  graw? 
()h!  siH.'ak!  for  thou'rt  a  master  in  the  speech 
Tliat  to  the  soul's  remotest  depths  can  reacli- 
A  placti  tliere  is  within  thy  poet  hwirt 
Where  heavenly  thoughts  like  holy  angels  hide  ; 
Thou  dm  west  at  times  the  hiding  veil  iwide, 
And  from  its  home  thou  causest  to  depart 
A  living  vertse  to  go  abroad,  and  be 
A  niissioner  of  good  to  our  humanity; 
Si)  a|H'ak  thou  now  in  this  love-moving  hour. 
When  new-born  Nature  wakes  in  mystic  i>ower. 
Ah!  sik-nt  still!     I  see!  1  see! 
I  lind  a  key 
That  oiK\-«  to  mc 
The  mvsti'n- 
(")f  thy  deep  silence  now :  I  see 

The  cloud  that  hangs  al>OY0  thy  joy: 
Thy  nicnion'  rests  on  thy  angelic  b<\v 
Who  held  lliv  hand  when  on  Ihv  eveniiii^  wjilk. 
And  bv'his  little  talk 

JJeguiletl  thee  so 
That  life  without  him  seemed  an  utter  wo; 
Thy  lamb  is  safely  gathered  in  the  fold. 
Tlu'  ibid  eternal,  in  the  belter  hind; 
ilis  hand  is  in  the  gi.-ntle  SiiKi>iiKiii)'s  lianil 
And  bv  J  lis  side  he  walks,  as  onci*  of  oM 
He  walked  with  thee  along  this  beaut^MJUs  oarth. 
His  eye,  that  glistened  with  a  sinlcs;:!  mirlli. 

Is  l)righter now:  his  voice. 
The  sweet  ri'S<manco  of  the  sweetest  1.k.-1i. 
Is  swtH.'ter  now  in  its  hannonious  swel!. 

In  that  grand  hynm  wherewith  the  blo.-t  irjoitv. 
lie  rannot  come  to  thee,  but  thou, 
VriiiMi  tloi)  sliall  change  thy  brow 
And  make  iliy  vision  dim, 
Shalt  g»^  to  lIiM. 
What  though  we  turn  to  cla)'? 
A  spring-time  n^surrection-day, 
lUjmember,  shall  bo  thino    . 
And  mine, 
And  all  who  follow  our  dear  IjORD 
In  this  brief  time : 
Immortal  prime 
Is  th;'irs  who  trust  in  liis  most  holv  \v..'r«L 
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Let 's  homeward  now :  thy  face  again  is  bright ; 
I'lic  spring-time  sliadows  soon  rcsolvo  in  light 
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A    DAT    ON    A    WESTERN    RAILWAY 


'  Singing  through  the  forests, 

BAttling  over  ridges, 
Shooting  under  arches, 

RumbliDg  over  bridges, 
Whizzing  through  the  moantains, 

Buzzing  o'er  the  vale. 
Bless  me  I  this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  the  Rail/ 

Having  occasion  to  journey  by  land  and  water  in  the  wake  of  the 
*  Star  of  Empire,*  not  long  since,  I  stepped  into  an  omnibus,  with  my 
trunks  rattling  on  in  advance  of  us  upon  a  dray,  and  was  at  last  safely 
deposited  at  the  depot.  Having  seen  my  baggage  placed  in  the  baggage 
car,  and  having  received  my  check  for  the  same,  I  hastened  to  the 
ticket  office,  and  relieving  my  *  porte-monnaie  *  of  a  sum  sufficient  to 
insure  my  ultimajte  arrival  at  the  termination  of  the  road,  provided,  of 
course,  no  accident  intervened  to  prevent,  (in  which  case,  I  presume  the 
body  is  at  the  owner's  risk,)  I  sauntered  leisurely  along  the  platform, 
waiting  impatiently  the  ringing  of  the  last  bell  as  the  signal  of  our  de« 
parture.  Porters  were  shouting  at  the  top  of  their  lungs,  and  in  their 
peculiar  nasal  twang,  *  City  Hotel  baaggidge  here  unclaimed ;'  *  St. 
Charles  Hb-tel  omn^ebus  jest  gwaing  up  ;'  *  Any  owner  here  for  this 
'ere  ridicule,  from  the  Waverley  V  Apple-women  and  news-boys,  venders 
of  cheap  publications,  James's  last  novel,  and  books  in  yellow  covers, 
the  which  they  thrust  in  your  face  every  five  moments  with  *  Have  a 
book,  sir?'  *  only  two  stillin's.'  Here  and  there  a  group  of  German  or 
Swiss  emigrants  are  huddled  together,  preparatory  to  their  exit  from  the 
city  in  one  of  the  *  hyena  trains,'  on  their  way  to  their  new  homes,  per- 
haps in  Iowa  or  Minnesota.  Their  huge,  iron-bound  chests,  brought 
from  the  Faderland,  stand,  with  sundry  other  piles  of  merchandise, 
awaiting  their  removal  to  the  freight  cars. 

But  soon  the  great  bell  of  the  station  tolls  forth  a  warning  peal,  and 
as  it  reverberates  through  the  building,  the  motley  crowd  hasten  pell- 
mell  to  secure  their  seats,  and  some — for  there  always  will  be  same 
loiterers — are  just  starting  to  see  their  baggage  on  board,  or  *  rushing  in 
hot  haste'  to  the  window  of  the  ticket-office.  And  now  the  engine- 
bell  rings  ;  the  iron  horse  pants  and  puffs,  as  if  struggling  to  free  him- 
self of  the  lengthy  train  to  which  he  is  bound ;  and  the  big  drive- 
wheels  are  in  motion.  We  move  slowly  from  the  dark  and  smoky 
depot ;  our  speed  increases,  and  anon  we  are  in  the  open  air,  and  leav- 
ing the  dust  and  dirt  of  the  city  behind  us. 

Now  we  enter  a  long  tract  of  heavy-timbered  wood-land.  Tall  trees, 
the  hickory,  beach,  and  maple,  spread  their  green  branches  above  us, 
shutting  out  the  simbeams,  while  a  delightful  breeze,  redolent  of  flow- 
ers and  green-wood  perfumes,  comes  in  at  the  open  windows. 

Who  has  not  read  Saxe's  *  Rhyme  of  the  Rail '  ?  It  is  perfect  in  its 
way,  and  the  very  metre  is  in  keeping  with  the  puff  of  the  engine.  I 
always  think  of  it  when  *  riding  on  a  rail,'  and  involuntarily  the  verses 
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fall  iu  and  keep  time  with  the  monotonous  noise  of  both  engine  and 
cars. 

And  now  that  we  are  fairly  on  our  way,  let  us  divine  some  method  to 
pass  away  the  sing-song  hours  incident  to  a  railway  ride.  Our  fellow- 
passengerd  have  each  their  own  peculiar  way  of  amusing  themselves,  and 
why  should  not  we  ?  One  is  reading  the  morning  paper,  another  a  shill- 
ing novel  ;  another  is  satisfying  (or  endeavoring  to  do  so)  the  demands  of 
an  appetite,  not  surfeited  by  a  hasty  breakfast  at  a  second-class  hotel. 
One  burly  old  gentleman,  a  very  Falstaff  in  his  personal  appearance,  is 
nodding  over  some  little  volume  in  very  fine  print,  though  it  is  still  so 
early  in  the  day.  He  came  up  on  the  last  evcning^s  boat,  and  slept 
not  a  wink,  for  the  violence  of  the  storm  and  the  attacks  of  his  'jfc^ 
low-passengers  *  in  the  same  berth. 

*  Xuw  he  snores  amain. 
Like  the  scrcn  sleepers.' 

A  sudden  jerk  iu  the  motion  of  the  cars  awakens  him  partly,  and  he 
resumes  his  reading,  but  in  another  moment  is  again  '  locked  in  the 
arms  of  Morpheus.' 

Here,  just  in  front  of  us,  a  little  group  of  gentlemen  are  busily  disciUB* . 
ing  the  prospects  of  *  Scott  stock ;  *  there  another  party  are  as  eageriy 
engaged  upon  those  of  the  opposing  candidate.  Behind  us  an  invete- 
rate old  joker  is  telling  a  variety  of  anecdotes  to  his  companion,  and, 
from  the  frequent  bursts  of  merriment,  they  seem  to  bo  remarkably  "well 
pleased  with  each  other.  Opposite  us  two  honest-looking  fanners,  greatly 
interested  in  the  wheat  crop,  are  commenting  upon  its  appearance  upon 
the  farms  through  which  we  pass,  while  behind  them  their  wives  are 
chatting  upon  their  respective  household  matters  at  home  —  the  one 
giving  her  experience  in  the  art  of  poultry  raising,  and  the  number  of 
eggs  her  hens  have  produced  thus  far  the  present  season  ;  the  other  is 
<liscoursing  upon  her  dairy,  how  many  cows  she  has,  and  the  quantity  of 
rich,  golden  butter  she  has  sent  to  market  this  summer.  Just  behind 
them,  a  young  boarding-school  miss  languishes.  She  has  just  completed 
her  education,  and  graduated  from  one  of  the  most  fashionable  institu- 
tions for  young  ladies  in  the  city  of  New- York.  Her  education  has  not 
extended  to  domestic  duties,  but  consists  in  the  superficial  accompHih- 
ments  which  every  young  lady  of  the  present  day  is  expected  to  poBseas : 
a  slight  knowledge  of  French  and  Italian,  a  faint  idea  of  piano-thump- 
ing, together  with  a  few  miserably-designed  and  worse-executed  draw* 
ings,  complete  the  catalogue  of  her  attainments.  She  has,  perhapSt 
had  a  few  flirtations,  and,  in  consequence,  has  had  occasion  to  read  some 
of  the  sentimental  ballads  in  Byron's  ^  Hours  of  Idleness.*  She  sneen 
very  scornfully  at  the  conversation  of  the  farmers'  wives,  and  rolls  up  her 
eyes  very  tragically  at  their  mention  of  milking  the  cows ;  sighs  Tezy 
often  as  if  anxious  to  be  delivered  from  the  presence  of  such  '  vulgar^ 
Jwrrid  creatures '  as  they.  A  city  exquisite  is  closely  scrutinizing  the 
damsel  firom  another  quarter  of  the  car,  and  leers  and  ogles  her  through 
his  glass,  then  twirls  his  moustache  and  strokes  his  imperial  with  an 
air  that  expresses  an  intention  to  try  his  fascinations  upon  her.  He 
Nourishes  a  huge  filled  ring,  in  which  is  set  a  fiery  comelian»  and  sucks 
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the  wiry  head  of  his  rattan  very  complacently,  now  and  then  jerking 
from  his  pocket  a  white  camhric  handkerchief,  redolent  of '  Patchouly ' 
or  *  West  End.'  There,  in  that  remote  comer  of  the  car,  as  if  shunning 
the  ohservation  of  the  crowd,  sits  a  female  clad  in  the  deepest  mourn- 
ing. Somhre,  indeed,  are  her  hahiliments  ;  a  hlack  veil,  so  thick  as  to 
he  almost  impenetrahle,  conceals  her  features  ;  hut  her  figure,  which 
is  slightly  hent,  denotes  that  she  is  evidently  past  the  meridian  of  life. 
She  appears  to  he  travelling  alone.  See  holds  no  communication  with 
any  one,  and  does  not  raise  her  veil  even  when  the  conductor  calls  for 
her  ticket.  Instinctively,  we  ask  ourselves  what  friend  she  has  lost. 
We  feel  a  secret  compassion  for  her,  sad  and  lone  as  she  seems  to  he. 

'  Had  she  a  sister  ?  had  she  a  brother  ? 
Or,  was  there  a  dearer  one 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  aU  other?' 

A  few  seats  in  front  of  her  is  a  youth  in  the  uniform  of  the  United 
States,  whom,  &om  his  dashing,  military  air,  and  the  satisfactory  look 
with  which  he  regards  his  trappings,  we  take  to  he  a  recent  graduate 
of  West  Point,  just  on  a  trip  to  visit  some  Western  relatives,  previous  to 
his  entrance  upon  the  service  of  his  country.  By  his  side  sits  a  *  fellow ' 
wearing  the  livery  of  the  *  Independent  Order '  of  B'hoys,  decked  out 
in  a  flashy  coat  with  gilt  buttons,  a  pair  of  inexpressibles  of  an  enor- 
mous plaid  pattern — so  large,  indeed,  tha*  there  are  but  two  horizontal 
and  one  perpendicular  stripe  in  their  whole  extent.  He  also  wears  a 
very  gaudy  waistcoat,  set  off  with  «  galvanised  chain,  laige  enough  for 
cable  to  any  North  River  slooip,  and  a  quantity  of  seals  *  thereimto  ap- 
pertaining and  belonging  :*  and  a  white  hat  with  a  *  weed,'  —  the  latter 
not  as  a  badge  of  m^ruming  for  any  relative,  but  merely  as  *  orna- 
mental.* 

'  Stranger  on  the  right, 

Looking  very  sui 
Obviously  reaaing 


Looking  very  sunny, 
bviouslv  reaaing 
Sometninj^  rather  funny ; 


Now  the  smues  are  thicker,  | 
Wonder  what  they  mean ; 
Faith,  he's  got  the  Knickbr- 


Wonder  what  they  mean ; 

8  got  the  K^ 
BocKEB  Magazme.' 


And  then  we  have  the  *  woman  with  her  baby.*"  There  is  always  at 
least  one  baby  on  every  train  of  cars,  and  more  often  scores.  And  the 
said  baby  never  rode  all  of  one  day  on  a  railway  train  without  giving 
some  examples  of  his  vocal  abilities. 

On  we  go,  rattling  along  at  an  incredible  speed,  through  defiles  and 
green  valleys,  over  high  bridges,  with  rushing  streams  far  down  below 
us,  and  thriving  towns  in  the  distance,  with  Qieir  neat,  pretty  cottages 
shaded  with  ancient  elms  and  lindens.  Here  we  pass  a  saw-mill,  there 
a  grist-mill,  with  its  dusty  windows  and  its  doors,  out  of  which  the  miller, 
covered  with  flour  from  head  to  foot,  emerges  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  train  as  it  rushes  past.  Soon  the  whistle  shrieks,  and  we  slacken 
speed  to  approach  a  station.  Presently  we  stop  short ;  the  conductor 
appears,  calls  the  name  of  the  place,  and  the  passengers  who  are  to 
leave  us  here  make  preparations  accordingly,  among  whom  are  our 
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fanners  and  their  wives,  with  the  boarding-school  mia^  who,  of  coune, 
is  highly  indignant  that  they  should  presume  to  stop  at  the  same  statioiL 

Here  comes  a  flood  of  urchins,  barefoot  and  ragged,  with  baskets  of 
firuit,  shingles  of  molasses  candy,  cakes,  and  lemonade  in  dirty-looking 
pails ;  bundles  of  winter-green,  *  only  a  penny  a  bunch,'  which  are 
thrust  under  your  olfactories  in  rapid  succession.  More  passengers  make 
their  appearance,  and,  perchance,  you  will  recognize  some  familiar  face. 
One  often  does  in  travelling. 

But  the  bell  rings,  and  people  hasten  to  take  their  last  kiss,  and  giye 
the  parting  shake  of  the  hand,  and  off  again  we  go.  Now  we  ^oot 
through  a  timnel  under  some  long,  rocky  hill,  and  the  cars  make  a  terri- 
ble rumbling,  shocking  to  weak  nerves. 

*  Bless  me  I  this  is  pleasant 
Riding  on  the  rail  f ' 

The  day  wears  on.  We  stop  at  noon,  for  a  half  hour,  to  satisfy  the 
demands  of  appetite  ;  and  there  is  a  general  rush  to  the  dining^hall. 
Here  we  meet  the  down-train  passengers,  and,  of  course,  there  is  a 
great  crowd.  Snatching  a  few  mouthfuls,  we  hasten  back  to  the  car, 
fearful  that  oui  seat  may  be  taken.  Notwithstanding  the  precauticm 
of  leaving  our  carpel-hag  upon  the  cushion,  we  find  it  has  been  removed, 
and  the  seat  filled  by  an  over-grown  country  boy,  who  seems  to  consider 
himself  equally  entitled  to  the  right  of  it  with  ourselves.  We  politely 
state  the  fact  of  its  previous  occupancy,  and  wait  a  moment  for  him  to 
vacate  it;  but  he  seems  loth  to  aMicate.  Finally,  aiter  some  little 
remonstrance,  he  slowly  uncoils  his  huge  limbs,  and  reluctantly  relin- 
quishes it,  at  the  same  time  giving  us  a  look  <sxpressive  of  volumes. 

Again  the  signal  is  given,  and  once  more  we  move  on.  On,  by  waving 
fields  of  com  and  wheat  ready  for  the  approaching  harvest ;  on,  by  thrifty 
orchards,  laden  with  fair  rosy-looking  apples ;  over  swift  little  running 
brooks ;  now  through  a  wood,  now  over  a  small  prairie,  on  which  are  scat- 
tered here  and  there  comfortable-looking  farm-houses,  at  whose  doors  and 
windows  blooming  coimtry  maidens  look  out  smilingly  as  we  hurry  past, 
and  long  for  the  privilege  of  a  ride  in  the  *  cars.* 

Away  through  that  little  grove  of  oak-trees,  do  you  see  that  chnrcli 
spire  glistening  in  the  red  sun-light  ?  It  seems  to  be  at  least  two  miles 
distant  —  and  —  but  there  is  the  whistle  of  the  engine,  and  here  we 
are  at  the  station  of  a  very  pretty  village.  We  stop  but  a  moment, 
and  off  we  fly  again  ;  the  spire  fades  just  as  quickly  behind  us,  and  in  a 
moment  more  is  out  of  sight.  The  sunbeams  falling  upon  the  crimson 
plush  cushions  of  the  car  turn  to  a  deeper  orange,  and  then  a  red,  as  the 
sun  sinks  down  the  west.  We  are  fast  coming  to  the  end  of  our  day's 
ride.  Look  away  on  ahead,  where  that  silver  sheet  of  water  stretches 
down  beyond  that  distant  piece  of  woods.  The  sun  is  just  going  down, 
and  we  could  almost  fancy  that  lake  his  resting-place.  A  fresh  breeze 
springs  up,  and  the  cool  evening  air  is  delightfully  refreshing  to  ns, 
weary  travellers.  Deeper  and  deeper  grows  ^e  twilight,  and  we  have 
composed  ourselves  for  a  short  nap  ;  but  anon  are  quickly  roused  by  the 
whistle  and  the  succeeding  diminution  of  speed.  Then  there  is  a  stop 
and  a  jar,  and  we  spring  suddenly  to  our  feet.     Passengers  are  all  mov- 
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ing,  with  cloaks,  overcoats,  and  satchels  thrown  over  their  arms ;  all 

axe  intent  upon  gaining  the  platform  of  the  cars.     Without,  a  crowd  of 

hackmen,  cabmen,  carmen  and  runners  are  vociferating  in  an  hundred 

difierent  tones  of  voice,  each  for  his  separate  hotel,  steamboat,  omnibus, 

or  hack.     The  principal  portion  of  the  crowd  disperses,  and  we  select 

one  of  the  onmibus  drivers  to  take  charge  of  our  trunks  ;  and  stepping 

into  his  'bus,  we  drive  ofi  to  our  hotel,  and  thus  bid  adieu  for  the  time 

being  to  the  railway  train.     And  this  ends  our  '  say.' 

Nhshota. 

Ann-Arhor,  {Mich.,)  July,  1862. 


M 


BZSPSOTrxr  LLT     SUBMITTKD*     BT      AN      ADOPTED      CITIZBV. 


Upon  Atlantic  wave, 
Columbus,  wise  and  brave, 

Saw  night-clouds  fleck  the  eky^ 
Hope  and  the  sea  were  dark, 
Restless  his  men  and  bark ; 
When,  from  the  shrouds,  a  cry : 
One  little  word  was  echoed  by  his  band; 
Heaven's  word  to  the  poor  mariner —  ^Lcmdl^ 

XX. 

The  morning's  light  unfurled 
A  new,  a  glorious  world  — 

World  of  that  prophet's  dream ! 
Fruits,  at  the  very  shore ; 
Flowers,  where  the  eagles  soar; 
Bright  wings  in  sun-light  gleam : 
He  saw  how  all  was  good,  for  man  was  free ; 
The  very  mocking-bird  cried,  ^Liberty  I ' 

m. 

More  lovely  now  the  land : 
See  I  Labor's  honest  hand 

Hath  scattered  seed  afar; 
And  raised  the  fruit  and  com, 
Cities  where  arts  are  bom, 
And  dread  steam's  fiery  car. 
While  .human  joys,  with  all  good  things,  increase, 
And  the  day  cries,  and  the  night  whirrs,  ^Feace  I ' 

IV. 

Home  of  the  busy  brave  1 
Nobly  thy  banners  wave 

O'er  million  arms  that  now 
Point  to  the  battles  won 
Through  God  and  Washington  ! 
And  beckon  to  the  flow 
Of  wanderers  who,  like  me,  heart-grateflil  say : 
'  Hope  of  the  world  J  Heaven  bless  America  !"*  c.  ■. 
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MY    DUBL    WITH    CAPTAIN    ELLIOTT. 

'  Mt  duel  with  Captain  Elliott/  said  the  Doctor,  lighting  a  fieah 
oigar, '  took  place  during  the  war  with  Mexico.  But,  before  I  proceed, 
I  must  give  you  a  short  account  of  my  previous  history. 

*  Elliott  and  I  had  been  rivals  and  enemies  from  our  very  boyhood. 
We  were  educated  at  the  same  public-school.  Before  I  arrived,  he  was 
the  pet,  the  hero,  the  Napoleon,  so  to  speak,  of  the  school ;  the  leader 
alike  in  study,  in  sport,  and  in  mischief  He  was  a  proud,  imperious, 
overbearing  boy,  though  with  many  generous  and  endearing  qualities ; 
and,  out  of  school,  his  will  was  law  to  the  boys,  as  much  as  that  of  the 
teacher  was  in  school. 

'  When  I  arrived,  however,  being  about  his  own  age,  and  a  lad  of 
considerable  spirit,  I  refused  to  submit  to  his  authority  ;  and  there  being 
many  mal-contents  in  the  school,  who  secretly  disliked  him,  they  one  by 
one  enrolled  themselves  imder  my  standard,  and  we  were  thus  divided 
into  separate  factions.  Numberless  were  the  pitched  battles  which  we 
had,  as  well  as  the  personal  conflicts  for  supremacy  ;  numberless  the 
*  bloody  noses  and  cracked  crowns  ; '  numberless  the  reprimands  and  even 
more  tangible  inflictions  of  the  teachers.  Elliott  and  I  were,  in  fact, 
always  at  variance,  always  crossing  each  other,  and  agreeing  in  nothing 
except  in  hating  each  other  cordially. 

*  When  we  lefl  school,  he  went  to  We?*  '^oint,  and  I  to  the  Medical 
College,  and  we  lost  sight  of  each  other  f  a  some  years.  In  due  course 
of  time,  I  commenced  practising  as  a  physician ;  but  finding  it  did  not 
pay  very  well,  and  being  besides  of  a  somewhat  roving  and  adventure 
ous  disposition,  I  applied  for  and  obtained  the  appointment  of  army-sur- 
geon, and  was  immediately  ordered  to  Fort . 

*  I  had  been  there  but  a  short  time,  when  the  Commandant,  brave 
old  Gurley,  whom  some  of  you  doubtless  remember,  died  of  fever.  An 
officer,  of  the  name  of  Elliott,  was  appointed  to  succeed  him ;  and  you 
may  judge  of  my  mortification  when  I  found  it  was  my  old  enemy. 
Much  as  it  galled  my  pride,  I  was  obliged  hero  to  submit  to  his  authority ; 
but  I  did  it,  I  assure  you,  with  a  verv  bad  grace. 

*  Elliott  was  essentially  changed  smce  I  had  last  known  him ;  the  im- 
petuous, overbearing  boy  had  become  a  grave,  quiet,  reserved  man,  who 
could,  if  he  chose,  render  himself  a  very  agreeable  companion,  but  who 
seldom  took  the  trouble  to  do  it.  Many  of  the  officers,  however,  and 
all  the  men,  liked  him  very  much ;  but,  somehow,  there  seemed  to  be 
an  impassable  barrier  fixed  between  him  and  me.  I  disliked  his  reserve, 
which  I  attributed  to  pride ;  and  he  complained  of  my  boisterousness,  as 
he  was  pleased  to  call  it.  He  did,  indeed,  make  some  efforts  to  con- 
ciliate me  at  first,  but  seeing  I  repulsed  them,  he  withdrew  himself 
behind  his  entrenchments,  and  treated  me  ever  afler  "^nith  a  coldness 
absolutely  freezing. 

*  Things  were  in  this  state,  when  an  uncle  of  Elliott's,  with  his  wife 
and  daughter,  stopped  for  a  short  time  in  the  vicinity  of  the  fort,  on  their 
way  to  Washington.     The  daughter.  Miss  Eveline,  was  a  charming 
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young  lady,  and  every  unmarried  man  in  the  garrison  immediately  fell 
in  love  with  her.  It  would  weary  you  to  enumerate  the  pic-nics,  the 
water-parties,  the  drives,  the  balls  that  were  given  in  honor  of  her.  A 
good-humored  rivalry  prevailed  among  us  for  her  preference ;  and  bets 
were  taken  as  to  whether  Davis,  or  Jones,  or  the  Doctor,  or  the  Com- 
mandant himself,  had  the  best  chance. 

*  For  myself,  I  was,  I  do  think,  seriously  in  love  with  the  chanoiing 
girl.  To  be  sure  she  did  not  give  me  much  encouragement,  but  I  tried 
to  encourage  myself.  I  rode  with  her,  walked  with  her,  danced  with 
her,  and  kept  by  her  as  much  as  I  possibly  could.  I  saw  that  Elliott 
scowled  darker  than  ever  upon  me,  but  I  did  not  care  for  that ;  in  fact 
I  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  giving  him  pain,  and  showing  him  that 
his  dislike  for  me  was  not  shared  by  all  his  connections. 

*  On  the  evening  before  her  intended  departure,  there  had  been  a 
farewell  ball.  I  had  danced  with  her  the  whole  evening,  while  Elliott, 
who  did  not  dance  at  all  that  night,  sat  moodily  conversing  with  her 
father.  I  was  so  fascinated  with  her,  and  so  grieved  at  the  thought  of 
her  leaving,  that  before  I  slept  that  night,  I  resolved  to  see  her  in  the 
morning  and  make  her  a  tender  of  my  heart. 

'Accordingly,  as  early  as  decency  permitted,  I  called,  and  was  by  the 
blundering  servant  shown  at  once  into  her  presence,  where  an  extra- 
ordinary scene  presented  itself.  On  a  sofa  in  the  room,  her  face  buried 
in  the  cushions,  her  dress  disordered,  her  beautiful  hair,  which  curled 
naturally,  *  all  in  a  tangle,*  and  her  attitude  denoting  the  very  prostra- 
tion of  despair,  lay  the  charming  girl  I  had  parted  from  last  night  in 
the  exuberance  of  youthful  and  light-hearted  joy.  On  a  table  beside 
her,  and  en  the  floor,  were  scattered  innumerable  letters,  and  a  portrait, 
a  locket,  a  blue  ribbon,  and  a  withered  rose,  lay  carelessly  among  them. 

*  She  rose  on  my  entrance,  and  would  have  denied  herself,  but  it  was 
too  late.  Her  eyes  were  bloodshot  "with  weeping,  and  her  fair  cheeks 
swollen  and  discolored.  I  took  her  hand  and  with  much  solicitude 
inquired  the  cause  of  her  sorrow.  A  fresh  burst  of  grief  was  her  only 
answer,  and  it  was  some  time  before  she  was  sufficiently  composed  to 
give  me  an  explanation. 

*  It  appeared  that  she  had  been  for  a  long  tune  engaged  to  her  cousin 
Elliott ;  and  that  he  had,  in  a  fit  of  mad  jealousy,  returned  her  letters 
and  tokens,  and  formally  broken  the  engagement. 

*  *  It  was  my  fault,*  said  she,  sobbing,  *  all  my  fault.  I  did  wrong  to 
play  with  his  noble  nature.* 

*  *  His  noble  nature !  *  said  I,  bitterly ;  for,  as  you  may  suppose,  I  did 
not  feel  in  the  blandest  of  humors  at  the  discovery  I  had  just  made. 

*  *  Oh,  Dr.  C ,*  said  she,  *  you  do  not  know  him.     He  is  the  best, 

the  noblest  of  men ;  and  I  have  lost  him  —  lost  him  by  my  own  mad 
folly.*  Here  she  fell  into  such  a  passion  of  weeping  again,  that  I  forgot 
my  own  disappointment  in  my  solicitude  for  her.  I  suggested  that  per- 
haps an  explanation  could  be  made. 

*  *  Impossible !  *  said  she.  *  It  was  my  flirting  with  you,  and  Mr. 
Jones,  and  Mr.  Davis,  that  oflcnded  him  —  and  how  could  that  be  ex- 
plained ?  I  am  sure  it  was  not  that  I  cared  a  cent  for  one  of  you,' 
(fancy  my  feelings  !)  *  but  I  am  naturally  fond  of  admiration.     I  have 
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tried  to  cure  myself  of  it,  but  can  not.     Oh !   Dr.  C ,  my  heart  is 

broken  !    Here  —  read  his  note.' 

*  She  gave  me  a  piece  of  paper,  crumpled  with  her  burning  hand,  and 
wet  with  her  tears,  on  which  I  read  as  follows : 

"Madam:  In  returning  joa  the  letters  and  tokens,  which  I  have  had  the  honor  to 
receive  from  you,  I  wish  you  to  understand  that  the  engagement  between  us  is  brokMi 
off,  now  and  for  ever.  You  are  now  at  liberty  to  flirt  with  whom  you  please.  I 
can  not  share  a  heu*t  with  twenty  others/ 


<  ( 


Just  like  him  ! '  said  I,  with  bitterness,  when  I  finished  this  laconic 
and  sententious  epistle ;  and  was  going  to  indulge  in  a  philippic  against 
him,  but  she  checked  me  with  such  spirit,  that  I  was  fain  to  hold  my 
peace.  I  then  ofiered,  for  her  sake,  to  go  to  Elliott,  and  endeavor  to  ex- 
plain the  matter. 

<  'Alas ! '  said  she,  '  you  cannot ;  he  went  oflT  this  morning  before 
daylight,  on  a  three  months'  furlough,  leaving  that  cruel  note  and  the 
packet  of  letters,  to  be  delivered  to  me  on  awaking.  He  has  gone,  I 
presume,  to  New-Hampshire,  where  his  friends  reside.' 

'  Here  we  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Miss  Eveline's  mother ; 
and  I  took  my  leave,  quite  cured  of  my  love-fit,  and  very  thankful  that 
I  had  not  subjected  myself  to  the  pain  of  a  refusal. 

'  But  I  am  spinning  out  my  story  too  long. 

*  When  Elliott  returned  from  his  furlough,  he  treated  me  with  even 
greater  coldness  than  before  ;  in  fact,  wc  never  spoke  to  each  other  at 
all,  except  when  duty  compelled  us  to  do  so.  This  made  it  so  disagree- 
able to  mo,  that  I  was  on  the  point  of  applying  for  an  exchange,  when 
the  war  with  Mexico  broke  out ;  we  were  ordered  on  active  service,  and 
private  animosities  were  forgotten  in  our  zeal  against  the  common  fiw. 

'  Elliott  and  I  continued  on  much  the  same  terms,  although,  in  spite 
of  my  dislike,  I  could  not  help  admiring  his  bravery,  his  noble  daring, 
his  energy  and  presence  of  mind,  and  his  fatherly  care  of  the  troopB 
under  his  command.  Still,  however,  the  flame  was  smouldering  in  our 
bosoms,  only  waiting  an  opportunity  to  break  out.  At  last  the  oppor- 
tunity came. 

'  Elliott  had  been  left  in  charge  of  a  large  number  "of  sick  and  wounded, 
while  the  rest  of  the  army  pressed  on  toward  the  Halls  of  the  Monte- 
zumas.  I  of  course  was  there,  with  several  assistants.  "We  were  en- 
camped in  a  picturesque  little  hamlet,  situated  in  a  wild,  romantic 
neighborhood  ;  and  the  country  being  pretty  quiet,  we  were  in  the  habit 
of  venturing  some  dista  .cc  from  the  encampment,  shooting,  sketching, 
or  perhaps  flirting ;  for  you  know,  our  fellows  did  not  extend  to  the 
Mexican  senoritas  the  hostile  feelings  with  which  they  regarded  the 
men.  For  myself,  I  can  not  say  that  I  admired  them  much  ;  some  of 
them  were  very  pretty,  to  be  sure,  but  that  abominable  habit  they  have 
of  smoking  cigaritos  spoiled  them  in  my  eyes.  I  like  a  good  cigar  my- 
self,' said  the  Doctor,  relighting  the  one  he  held,  which  had  gone  out, 
'  but  I  do  n't  like  to  see  a  woman  smoking.  I  couldn't  fancy  Yenui 
herself  with  a  cigar  in  her  mouth. 

'  Well,  one  morning  I  had  sauntered  forth,  port-foho  in  hand,  fi>r  the 
purpose  of  taking  some  sketches  ;  and  in  the  course  of  my  wanderingi 
came  upon  a  pretty  little  dwelling  by  the  side  of  a  waterfall,  in  a 
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sweet,  sequestered  spot.  On  a  mossy  bench  by  the  door  sat  a  young  girl 
of  wonderful  beauty,  in  a  showy  but  picturesque  dress,  with  a  guitar  in 
her  hand,  the  sweet  melody  of  which  blended  delightfully  with  the  soft 
murmuring  dash  of  the  waterfall,  and  the  gurgling  of  the  little  stream 
beyond  it.  It  was  a  picture  of  surpassing  beauty  and  loveliness,  and  I 
immediately  sat  down  on  a  fallen  tree  to  commit  it  to  paper. 

*  "While  thus  employed,  a  man  was  observed  approaching,  whom  I 
soon  found  was  no  other  than  Elliott  himself.  As  he  neared  the  cot- 
tage, the  young  girl,  who  had  evidently  been  expecting  him,  threw 
down  her  guitar  and  ran  eagerly  to  meet  him.  He  sat  down  beside 
her  on  the  bench  ;  when  suddenly  observing  me,  he  started  as  if  a  ser- 
pent had  stung  him,  and  hastily  approached  me.  He  glared  upon  me 
with  a  look  in  which  all  the  hatred  that  had  been  gathering  for  so 
many  years  seemed  concentrated. 

*  *  This  is  the  second  time,  sir,*  said  he,  fiercely,  *  that  you  have  crossed 
my  path  —  it  shall  be  the  last  time  I     Follow  me  if  you  dare  I  * 

*  *  If  by  *  crossing  your  path,' '  said  I,  *  you  mean  an  allusion  to  that 
young  woman,  I  assure  you  I  have  not  spoken  to  her,  nor  approached 
nearer  to  her  than  I  am  now.' 

*  *  Must  I  call  you  coward  ?  *  said  he ;  *  Will  you  follow  me  or  not  ?  ' 

*  I  threw  down  my  drawing  materials  and  followed  him.  He  entered 
the  chapparal,  and  led  the  way  to  a  clear  space  near  a  running  brook. 
Here  he  turned,  and  drew  his  sword.     *  Defend  yourself  I  *  he  exclaimed. 

*  *  Captain  EUiott,'  said  I,  *  although  I  am  not  conscious  of  having 
injured  you,  I  am  ready  to  give  you  the  satisfaction  you  demand.  But 
had  we  not  better  return  to  the  camp,  obtain  seconds,  and  conduct  the 
afiair  in  the  regular  manner  ? ' 

*  *  No,'  said  he,  *  I  will  not  wait.  I  will  hold  no  further  parley  with 
you.     Defend  yourself  I ' 

*  Thus  adjured,  I  drew  my  sword ;  but  had  scarcely  done  so  when 
something  whizzed  past  me,  a  sharp  report  was  heard,  and  with  a 
wild  cry  Elliott  fell  at  my  feet.  I  looked  for  an  instant  behind  me, 
and  saw  the  dark  countenances  of  half-a-dozen  Mexicans  as  they  pre- 
pared to  reload  their  pieces,  and  then  fled  into  the  chapparal,  *  tarry- 
ing no  longer  question.'  On — on  I  sped;  this  way  and  that  way, 
through  the  tangled  thicket,  tripping  my  feet  on  long  trailing  vines, 
scratching  my  hands  on  thorns ;  imtil,  completely  worn  out,  I  climbed  up 
a  lofty  tree  and  hid  myself  among  its  leafy  branches.  Here  I  remained 
for  several  hours,  and  heard  my  pursuers  crashing  amongst  the  under- 
wood, shouting,  swearing,  calling  to  each  other ;  but  gradually  the 
sounds  died  away,  the  chase  seemed  to  be  given  up,  and  I  was  lefl  alone 
in  that  wild,  unbroken  solitude. 

*  The  afternoon  was  far  advanced  when,  driven  partly  by  himger, 
partly  by  the  dread  of  passing  the  night  in  the  chapparal,  I  ventured  to 
descend  from  my  leafy  covert,  where  the  mosquitoes  had  made  a  feast 
of  me,  and  the  monkeys  had  chattered  at  me  with  their  strange,  mock- 
ing gestures.  By  the  aid  of  my  pocket-compass,  I  found  my  way  back 
to  the  clearing  whence  I  had  so  suddenly  departed.  Afler  carefully 
reconnoitring,  to  see  that  none  of  my  Mexican  friends  were  lingering 
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near  —  (to  this  day  I  suspect  that  young  woman  of  having  sent  them 
afler  us)  —  I  advanced  to  the  spot  where  poor  Elliott  had  fallen. 

*  He  was  lying  on  his  face  in  a  pool  of  hlood,  his  hands  clutching  the 
grass,  his  hair  and  uniform  dahbled  in  blood,  and  his  fine,  manly  fbnn 
(he  was  one  of  the  finest-looking  fellows  in  the  army)  pierced  with 
three  or  four  ghastly  woimds.  *  Ah  I  poor  fellow  I  poor  fellow  I  *  said 
I,  as  I  stood  and  gazed  upon  him  ;  for  though  I  was  rid  of  a  mortal 
enemy,  I  could  not  help  feeling  sorry  that  so  brave  a  soldier  should  thus 
perish  like  a  dog,  shot  down  by  an  unseen  foe.  *  But,  thank  God ! '  I 
ejaculated,  with  a  thrill  of  indescribable  pleasure,  *  thank  God !  I  did 
not  kill  him ! ' 

*  [  had  turned  him  over  on  his  back,  and  as  I  thus  stood  moralising, 
I  thought  I  perceived  his  bosom  heave.  I  placed  my  hand  upon  his 
heart,  and  found  that  he  still  lived.  As  I  knelt  by  him,  uncertain 
what  to  do,  he  opened  his  half-glazed  eyes,  and  I  saw  his  parched  lips 
try  to  form  the  word  *  Water  I '  My  first  impulse  was  to  run  to  the 
brook  which  flowed  at  a  short  distance  ;  my  next  to  stop  short  and  con- 
sider. Should  I  restore  to  life  the  man  who,  a  few  minutes  befi)re,  had 
been  thirsting  for  my  blood  i  who  had  hated  me  all  his  Ufe  ?  who  had 
wronged  me,  slighted  me,  and  even  called  me  coward?  No!  I  "would 
leave  him  to  the  fate  which  his  own  rashness  had  provoked.  I  turned 
ray  back  upon  him ;  but  suddenly,  as  if  traced  with  a  finger  of  fire, 
there  were  borne  in  upon  my  mind  the  words  of  Holy  Writ :  *  If  thine 
enemy  hunger,  give  him  food  \  if  he  thirst,  give  Mm  drink,*  And 
fast  upon  them  came  that  other  Divine  sentence  :  *  Inasmuch  as  ye  did 
it  not  unto  these,  ye  did  it  not  unto  Me  I  * 

*  I  seized  his  cap  and  ran  to  the  brook  for  water,  with  which  I  moift' 
tencd  his  parched  lips,  and  bathed  his  gory  temples.  Taking  my  case 
of  instruments  from  my  pocket,  I  then  proceeded  to  probe  his  wounds. 
The  Mexicans,  I  forgot  to  mention,  had  rifled  him  of  his  watch  and 
other  valuables ;  but,  in  tearing  open  his  shirt,  I  found  a  small  locket, 
suspended  from  his  neck  by  a  hair-chain,  which  had  escaped  their  search. 
I  opened  it.  It  contained  his  mother  s  portrait.  (He  was  her  only  son, 
and  she  was  a  widow.)  *  Thank  God ! '  I  again  ejaculated ;  *  that  mo- 
ther s  curse  will  not  light  on  me.' 

*  What  to  do  with  my  patient,  af^er  having  dressed  his  wounds,  was 
what  puzzled  me.  To  remove  him  myself  was  impossible ;  to  leave 
him  there,  exposed  to  wild  beasts,  and  to  the  burning  rays  of  the  sun, 
after  having  partially  restored  him  to  life,  seemed  cruel  however,  I  half 
but  there  was  no  alternative.  Before  leaving  him,  and  unnatural; 
carried,  half  dragged  him  into  the  shade  of  a  tree  about  a  hundred 
yards  distant.  It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  my  sensations  when 
I  found  myself  with  my  deadly  enemy  in  my  arms  —  the  two  hearts  so 
lately  boiling  over  with  malice  and  revenge,  and  all  the  darkest  passions 
of  our  nature,  now  throbbing  peacefully  against  each  other ;  his,  poor 
fellow !  with  a  motion  so  faint  and  low  as  to  be  scarcely  perceptible. 

*  Well,  I  hurried  to  the  encampment  for  assistance,  and  soon  had  him 
conveyed  thither  in  safety.  For  many  weeks  he  lay,  hovering  between 
life  and  death ;  for  the  pain  of  his  wounds,  which  were  very  severe,  the 
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loss  of  blood,  and  the  exposure  to  the  sun,  brought  on  brain-feyer,  and 
nothing  but  the  most  unremitting  care  and  attention  sayed  his  life.  He 
bore  his  sufferings  with  that  noble  endurance  which  is  true  heroism, 
and  which,  let  me  tell  you,  is  a  much  rarer  article  than  mere  courage 
in  the  field.  In  fact,  he  displayed  during  his  sickness  so  many  admira- 
ble qualities,  that  it  was  a  mystery  to  me  how  I  could  have  mistaken 
his  character  so  completely.  Whether  it  was  owing  to  this,  or  to  my 
having  done  him  a  service,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  insensibly  the  hatred  all 
melted  from  my  heart,  and  in  its  stead  sprung  up  a  feeling  of  strong 
regard  for  him.     Curious,  was  n't  it  ? 

*  But  whether  this  feeling  was  reciprocated  or  not,  I  knew  not ;  for, 
although  his  manner  toward  me  was  peculiarly  sofl  and  gentle,  and 
his  eyes  would  light  up  when  I  approached  his  couch,  he  remained  as 
taciturn  and  reserved  as  ever,  and  never  made  any  allusion  to  the  sub- 
ject of  our  quarrel.  I  felt  a  little  piqued  at  his  silence  ;  for  I  could 
not  help  thinking  that  my  having  saved  him  from  a  miserable  death 
deserved  at  least  a  few  words  of  acknowledgment.  More  than  once 
he  seemed  on  the  point  of  broaching  the  subject ;  but  he  appeared  to 
be  waiting  for  me  to  begin  it,  and  I,  of  course,  waited  for  him. 

*  At  last,  he  was  so  far  recovered  that  my  professional  services  were 
no  longer  required.  As  I  rose  to  take  leave  at  my  last  visit,  I  signified 
as  much  to  him,  and  added  : 

*  *  Am  I  to  understand.  Captain  Elliott,  that  we  return  to  the  same 
footing  as  we  were  on  before  :  * 

*  *  The  same  footing  ?  God  forbid !  *  he  exclaimed,  with  a  sudden  ear- 
nestness that  surprised  me. 

* '  Because,'  continued  I,  *  if  you  wish  to  finish  the  quarrel  so  inop- 
portunely interrupted,  you  will  find  me  ready  at  any  time.' 

' '  Do  you  wish  to  renew  that  unhappy  quarrel  ? '  asked  he,  an  ex- 
pression of  deep  disappointment  overspreading  his  countenance. 

*  *  Who,  I  ?  Most  certainly  not,*  said  I :  *  but  you  demanded  satisfac- 
tion, Captain  Elliott,  and  until  that  demand  is  withdrawn,  I  must,  of 
course,  hold  myself  in  readiness  to  grant  it.' 

*  *  I  withdraw  it  now,'  said  he,  speaking  very  quick.  *  I  ask  your  par- 
don for  my  rash  and  injurious  words.  If  that  will  not  satisfy  you,  I 
will  bare  my  bosom  to  your  sword,  but  I  will  never,'  said  he  with  emo- 
tion, *  raise  my  hand  against  the  noble,  the  magnanimous  preserver  of 
my  life  I '     Those  were  his  very  words.     Afler  a  pause,  he  added : 

*  Dr.  C ,  we  have  all  our  lives  misunderstood  each  other  —  believe 

me,  had  I  known  your  worth  sooner,  I  would  have  acknowledged  it.  "We 
have  been  enemies  long  enough  —  let  us  now  be  fiiends.  "Will  you 
try  to  overlook  what  is  past  ?     "Will  you  be  my  fnend  ?  ' 

*  *  My  dear  Captain  Elliott ! '  cried  I,  deeply  touched  by  this  generous 
speech,  *  I  am  your  friend.  Since  I  carried  you  in  my  arms  in  that 
lonely  glade  of  the  chapparal,  I  have  become  so  much  attached  to  you 
that  I  would  as  soon  shoot  my  own  brother  as  lift  a  finger  against  you.* 

*  I  held  out  my  hand  to  him,  but  he  threw  himself  on  my  breast,  and 
burst  into  tears,  for  his  nerves  were  weak  with  his  recent  illness. 

*  There  was  no  more  coldness  after  that,  no  more  reserve  —  all  was 
open  and  above-board  between  us ;  and  I  am  proud  to  say  that  the 
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more  we  unfolded  our  hearts  to  each  other,  the  more  highly  did  we 
esteem  each  other. 

'  I  had  the  happiness  afterward  of  reconciling  him  to  his  fair  cousm, 
to  whom  he  was  still  fondly  attached,  (notwithstanding  the  little  episodo 
of  the  seiiorita ;)  and, 

'  *  When  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blown, 
And  gentle  peace  returning/ 

I '  assisted,*  as  the  French  say,  at  their  wedding,  which  took  place  in 
New-Orleans.  The  very  day  after  that  interesting  event,  I  was  seized 
with  yellow  fever;  and  Elliott  and  his  new-made  wife  spent  their 
honeymoon  at  my  bed-side  —  the  truest,  faithfulest,  most  devoted 
friends  that  ever  a  man  had  in  this  world ! 

'  And  that,'  said  the  Doctor,  throwing  the  end  of  his  cigar  into  the 
fire,  '  was  the  upshot  of  my  duel  with  Captain  Elliott.' 


LUNACIES 


The  moon  is  up ;  the  stars  have  all  retired, 

As  if  they  feared  to  break  tlie  solitude 

Of  their  calm-loving  Queen.    One  fleecy  cloud 

Has  left  the  courtier-train  that  serves  the  sun, 

And  put  its  robe  of  glory  off,  to  bathe 

In  the  full,  o'erflowiug  fountain  of  her  light, 

And  strengthen  for  its  journey.     A  quiet 

Rests  down  upon  the  earth  from  the  great  void, 

And  soothes  its  day-time  restlessness,  and  stills 

The  feverish  throbbings  of  its  pulse,  as  if 

The  Great  Puysician  hud  his  hand  upon  it 

No  sound  is  heard,  save  when  some  passing  spirit 

Lingers  among  the  trees,  and  kindly  stops, 

To  whisper,  with  a  pleasing,  mournAil  voice. 

Its  sorrow  for  our  fearful  doom  of  care, 

And  the  great  joy  of  calm.    All  doubt,  and  fear, 

Ambition,  and  the  eagerness  of  hope, 

The  phantoms  that  the  sun-light  conjures  up, 

To  weary  us  of  life,  have  fled  away 

From  the  calm  presence  of  this  holy  eve. 

In  such  an  hour  as  this,  GrOD  stoops  to  us 

From  the  deep  sky,  and  kindly  makes  us  feel 

How  great  this  soul  of  ours,  how  greater  far 

Than  all  the  littleness  of  passion. 

If  we  might  alwa}'s  breathe  this  quiet  air! 
If  we  could  fill  the  chambers  of  the  soul 
With  this  groat  calmness,  and  sliut  fast  the  doors, 
And  give  no  heed  to  tlie  loud-knocking  cares 
That  claim  admittance  with  the  dawning  light  1 

Alas!  that  we  must  let  our  angels  go! 
That  this  half-hour  of  heavenly  whispering 
Should  be  a  lotus-island  in  our  way, 
Where  we  can  only  rest  a  single  night  I 
The  doom  of  toil  is  on  us,  and  the  hours 
That  usher  in  the  day  will  bring  again 
The  burden  and  the  staff,  and  we  must  march, 
Until  our  weary  feet  shall  reach  the  land, 
The  shadowy,  ^ont  land,  where  life  is  rest 
Orsat  Barringion^  Matt,  1868L 
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The  Hite  op  the  Bee-Hukter.    By  Thomas  B.  Thorpe,  pseudonatn  *  Tom  Owen,  the 
Bee-Hunter.*    In  one  volume.    New- York :  D.  Appleton  akd  Company. 

The  reading  public,  especially  of  the  west  and  south,  have  become  familiar 
with  the  writings  of  the  author  of  this  very  pleasant  volume.  His  charac- 
teristics are  great  clearness  and  simplicity  of  style,  close  observation  of  na- 
ture and  character,  and  a  certain  diy  humor  of  description,  which  is  especi- 
ally captivating.  His  sketch  of  *  Tom  Owen,  the  Bee-Hunter '  is  an  excellent 
illustration  of  his  felicity  in  this  regard ;  and  his  picture  qf  *  Wild  Turkey- 
Shooting  '  is  another  *  case  in  point*  We  can  see,  what  is  the  fact,  that  the 
writer  is  an  artist,  and  that  in  writing,  as  in  painting,  a  picture  is  always 
before  him.  Observe  the  following  admirable  description  of  the  habits  of 
the  wild  turkey.    The  way  he  looks  out  for  himself  is  *  a  caution : ' 

*  We  once  knew  an  Indian,  celebrated  for  all  wood  cnifL  who  made  a  comfortable 
living  bpr  supplying  a  frontier  town  with  game.  OAen  did  ne  ^et  the  villagers  with 
loads  of  venison,  with  ^ouse,  with  bear,  out  seldom,  indeed,  did  he  offer  the  esteemed 
turkey  for  sale.  Upon  being  reproached  for  his  seeming  incapacity  to  kill  the  turkey, 
by  those  who  desired  the  bird,  he  defended  himself  as  rollows : 

'  *  Me  meet  moose ;  he  stop  to  eat,  me  shoot  him.  Me  meet  bear ;  he  climb  a  tree  —  no 
see  Indian ;  me  shoot  him.  Me  meet  deer ;  he  look  up  —  say  may  be  Indian,  may  be 
stump  —  and  me  shoot  him.  Me  see  turkey  great  way  off:  he  look  up  and  say,  In^iim 
coming,  sure ;  me  no  shoot  turkey ;  he  cunning  too  much.  ' 

•  •  •  •  • 

*  *  I  rather  think,'  said  a  turkev-hunter,  *  if  you  want  to  find  a  thing  rery  cunning, 
vou  need  not  go  to  the  fox  or  sucn  varmints,  but  take  a  gobbler.  I  once  hunted  regu- 
lar after  the  same  one  for  three  years,  and  never  saw  him  twice. 

*  *  I  knew  the  critter's  'yelp*  as  well  as  I  knew  Music's^  my  old  deer-dog;  and  his 


'  scratchins,' 

and  he  got  so,  at  last,  that  wHen  I  'called,'  he  would  run  from,  me,  taking  the  opposiU 
direction  to  my  own  foot-trades, 

*  *  Now,  the  old  rascal  kept  a  great  deal  on  a  ridge,  at  the  end  of  which,  where  it  lost 
itself  in  the  swamp,  was  a  hollow  cjrpress  tree.  Determined  to  outwit  him.  I  put  on 
my  shoes,  heeU  foremoH,  walked  leisurely  down  the  ridge,  and  got  into  the  hollow  tree, 
and  gave  a  '  call,'  and  boys,'  said  the  speaker,  exultingly,  Mt  would  have  done  you  gooa 
to  see  that  turkey  coming  toward  me  on  a  trot,  loosing  at  my  tracks,  and  thinkmg  I 
had  gone  the  other  way.* 

•  •  •  •  • 

*  They  seem  incapable  of  being  deceived,  and  taking  every  thing  strange,  as  possessed 
to  them  of  danger — whether  it  be  a  moth  out  of  season,  or  a  veteran  hunter — they 
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appear  to  common  or  uncommon  observers  annihilated  from  the  coantrj,  were  it  not 
for  their  foot-printa  occasionally  to  be  seen  in  the  soft  soil  beside  the  running  stretm, 
or  in  the  liji^ht  dust  in  the  beaten  road. 

^V  veteran  gobbler,  used  to  all  the  tricks  of  the  hunter's  art ;  one  who  has  had  his 
wattles  cut  with  shot ;  against  whose  well-dcfended  breast  had  struck  the  spent  ball  of 
the  rifle;  one  who,  although  almost  starved,  would  walk  by  the  treasures  of  grain  in 
the  '  trap '  and  '  pen ; '  a  gobbler  who  will  listen  to  the  plaintive  note  of  the  female  until 
he  has  tried  its  quavers,  its  length,  its  repetitions,  by  every  rule  nature  has  given  him ; 
and  then  perhaps  not  answer,  except  in  a  smothered  voice,  for  fear  of  bein^p  deceived ; 

such  a  turkey  will  W •  select  to  break  a  lance  with,  and,  in  spite  of  ue  chances 

against  him,  win. 

*  The  turkey-hunter,  armed  with  his  *  call,*  starts  into  the  forest ;  he  bears  upon  bis 
shoulder  the  trusty  gun.  He  is  either  informed  of  the  presence  of  turkeys,  and  has  a 
particular  place  or'bird  in  view,  or  he  makes  his  way  cautiously  along  the  blanks  of  some 
running  stream ;  his  progress  is  slow  and  silent;  it  may  be  that  he  nnexpectedly hears 
a  noise,  soundin?  like  distant  thunder;  he  then  knows  that  he  is  in  close  prozinai^  of 
the  game,  and  that  he  has  disturbed  it  to  flight  When  such  is  the  case,  his  won  is 
comparatively  done. 

'  We  will,  for  illustration,  select  a  more  difficult  hunt  The  day  wears  toward  noon ; 
the  patient  hunter  has  met  no  '  sign,'  when  suddenly  a  slight  noise  is  heard,  not  unlike^ 
to  unpracticcd  ears^  a  thousand  other  wood-land  sounds;  the  hunter  listens;  again  the 
sound  is  heard,  as  if  a  {lebble  dropped  into  the  bosom  of  a  little  lake.  It  may  be  thst 
woodpecker,  who,  desisting  from  his  labors,  has  opened  his  bill  to  yawn ;  or,  perchance^ 
yonder  little  bird  so  industriously  scratching  among  the  dead  leaves  of  that  young  hoUj. 
Again,  precisely  the  same  sound  is  heard ;  yonder,  high  in  the  heavens,  is  a  solitwrj 
hawk,  winging  its  way  over  the  forests,  its  nide  scream  etherealized,  might  come  down 
to  our  ears,  in  just  such  a  sound  as  made  the  turkey-hunter  listen ;  again  the  same  note; 
now  more  distinct.  The  quick  ear  of  the  hunteris  satisfied ;  stealtnily  he  intrenches 
himself  behind  a  fallen  tree,  a  few  green  twigs  are  placed  before  him,  from  among  whidi 
protrudes  the  muzzle  of  his  deadly  weapon. 

'  Thus  prepared,  he  takes  his  '  call,'  and  gives  one  solitary  '  cluck,*  so  exquisitely  that 
it  chimes  in  with  the  running  brook  and  the  rustling  leaf. 

'  It  may  be,  that  a  half  a  mile  ofl^,  if  the  place  be  favorable  for  conveying  sound,  is 
feeding  a' '  gobbler ; '  prompted  by  his  nature,  as  he  quickly  scratches  up  the  herbage 
that  c«)nccals  his  food,  he  gives  utterance  to  the  soundfs  that  first  attnictea  the  hunt^s 
attention. 

'Poor  bird!  he  is  bent  on  filling  his  crop;  his  feeling  are  listless,  common-plaoe; 
his  wings  are  awry ;  the  plumage  on  his  breast  seems  soiled  with  rain  ^  his  wattles  srs 
contracted  and  psdc  —  look!  he  starts! — every  feather  is  instantly  in  its  place;  he 
raises  his  delicate  ^me-looking  head  full  four  leet  from  the  ground,  and  listens;  what 
an  eye;  what  a  stride  is  sucfgested  by  that  lifted  foot!  gradually  the  head  sinks;  sesin 
the  bright  plumage  grows  dim,  and  with  a  low  cluck^  he  resumes  his  search  for  food. 

'  Tlie  treasures  of  the  American  forest  are  before  him ;  the  choice  pecsn-sut  is  neip* 
lectcd  for  that  immense  *  grub-worm '  that  rolls  down  the  decayed  stump,  too  larae  to 
crawl ;  now  that  grasshopper  is  nabbed ;  presently  a  hill  of  ants  presents  itself;  and 
the  bird  leans  over  it,  and,  with  wondering  curiosity,  peering  down  the  tiny  kole  of  its 
entrance,  out  of  which  are  issuing  the  incuistrious  insects. 

'Again  that  duck  greets  his  ear ;  up  rises  the  head  with  lightning  swiftness;  the  bird 
starts  forward  a  pace  or  two,  looks  around  in  wonder,  and  answers  back. 

'  No  sound  is  heard  but  the  falling  acorn ;  and  it  fairly  echoes,  as  it  rattles  from  limb 
to  limb,  and  dashes  off  to  the  ground. 

'  The  bird  is  uneasy ;  he  picks  pettishly,  smooths  down  his  feathers,  elevates  his  head 
slowly,  and  then  brings  it  to  the  earth ;  raises  his  win^  as  if  for  flight,  jumps  upon  the 
limb  of  a  fallen  tree,  looks  about,  settles  down  finally  into  a  brown  s^udy,  and  evidontlly 
commences  thinking. 

'An  hour  may  have  elapsed;  he  has  resolved  the  matter  over;  his  imagination  bss 
become  inflamed ;  he  has  heard  just  enough  to  wUh  to  hear  more  ;  he  is  satisfied  thst 
no  turkey-hunter  uttered  the  sounds  that  reached  his  ear,  for  they  were  too  few  and/9r 
between  ^  and  then  there  rises  up  in  his  mind  some  disconsolate  mistress,  snd  he  gil* 
lantly  flics  down  from  his  low  perch,  gives  his  body  a  swaggering  motion,  snd  utters  % 
distinct  and  prolonged  duck,  significant  of  both  surprise  imd  joy. 

'  On  the  instant,  the  dead  twigs  near  by  crack  beneath  a  heavy  tread,  snd  he  stsrts 
off  under  the  impression  that  he  is  caught;  but  the  mcanderings  of  sobm  mminsfing 
cow  inform  him  of  his  mistake.  Composing  himself,  he  listens;  ten  minutes  since  he 
challenged,  when  a  low  cluck  in  the  distance  reaches  his  ears. 

'  Now,  our  gobbler  is  an  old  bii-d,  and  has  several  times,  as  if  by  s  ndrsde,  escqmt 
from  harm  with  his  life;  he  has  grown  very  cunning  indeed. 

'  He  will  not  roost  two  successive  nights  upon  the  same  tree,  so  that  dsy-light  neier 
exposes  him  to  the  hunter,  who  has  hidden  hmiself  away  in  the  night  to  kill  him  in  the 
morning's  dawn. 
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'  He  never  gobbles  without  ruoning  a  short  distance  at  least,  as  if  alarmed  at  the 
noise  he  makes  himself;  he  presumes  every  thing  is  suspicious  and  dangerous,  and  his 
experience  has  heightened  the  instinct. 

'Twice,  when  young,  was  he  coaxed  within  gun-shot,  but  got  clear  by  some  fault  of 
the  percussion-caps ;  after  that,  he  was  fooled  by  an  idle  school-boy,  who  was  a  kind  of 
yentriloquist,  and  would  have  been  slain  had  not  the  urchin  over-loaded  his  ^un. 

*  Three  times  did  he  come  near  being  killed  by  heedlessly  wandering  with  his  thought- 
less play-fellows. 

*  Once  he  was  caught  in  a  '  pen,'  and  got  out  by  an  over-looked  hole  in  its  top. 

'  Three  feathers  of  last  year's  '  fan,'  decayed  under  the  weight  of  a  spring-trap. 

'All  this  experience  has  made  him  a  '  deep '  bird ;  and  he  will  sit  ana  plume  himself, 
when  common  hunters  are  tooting  away,  but  never  so  wiselv  as  to  deceive  him  twice. 
They  all  reveal  themselves  by  over-stepping  the  modesty  of  nature,  and  looo  him  too 
much  ;  his  loves  are  far  more  coy,  far  less  intrusive. 

'  Poor  bird !  he  does  not  know  that  W is  spreading  his  snare  for  him,  and  is  even 

then  so  sure  of  his  victim  as  to  be  revolving  in  his  mmd  whether  his  goodly  carcass 
should  be  a  present  to  a  newly-married  friend,*  or  be  served  up,  in  savory  fumes,  from 
his  own  bachelor  but  hospitable  board.' 

It  was  the  fate  of  that  unlucky  gobbler  to  follow  hundreds  of  his  prede* 
ccssors ;  and  as  to  *  how  it  was  done/  the  reader  will  learn  by  perusing  the 
delightful  description  in  the  volume  before  us,  which  we  cordially  commend 
to  their  perusal. 


The  Apocaltpsb  Unveilbd  :  The  Day  of  Judgment,  the  Resurrection,  and  the  Mille- 
nium, presented  in  a  New  Light.  The  Repossession  of  Palestine  by  the  Jews,  and  their 
Conversion  to  Christ  as  their  Messiah.  In  two  volumes.  New- York:  E.  French, 
12  Bible  House. 

To  the  common  reader  of  the  Scriptures,  the  Revelations  is  almost  entirely 
a  sealed  book,  and  but  few  among  the  ortliodox  commentators  have  arrived 
at  any  thing  like  unanimity  in  their  expositions.  Swedenboro,  who  claims 
to  have  been  admitted  into  the  world  of  spirits  while  yet  in  this  life,  has 
written  an  explanation,  in  five  large  volumes,  which  we  have  never  had  the 
leisure  to  read.  We  know  many  good  men,  however,  who  believe  his  claims 
to  be  well-founded,  and  who  receive  his  explanations  as  Maw  and  gospel* 

^The  Apocalypse  Unveiled^  appears  anonymously:  the  writer  is  unknown 
to  us,  and  the  work  would  probably  have  passed  without  our  notice,  if  our 
attention  had  not  been  called  to  it  by  a  friend.  We  have  read  the  work,  and 
without  imbibing  the  author's  views,  have  been  interested  by  it.  The  illus- 
tration of  prophecy  in  the  history  of  the  world  since  the  introduction  of 
Christianity,  strikes  the  mind  of  the  reader  with  a  peculiar  force.  The 
author  believes  the  *Last  Judgment  *  to  refer  to  a  new  dispensation,  or  epoch 
in  Christendom.  He  believes  in  the  conversion  of  the  Jews,  their  return  to 
Palestine,  and  in  the  personal  reign  of  Christ  on  this  earth,  which  he  says 
is  never  to  be  destroyed  by  fire,  but  to  be  changed  or  purified,  so  as  to  be  a 
proper  abode  for  the  Redeemer,  and  all  the  pure  and  the  holy. 

It  is  not  our  province  to  pass  judgment  on  a  work  like  this,  and  we  shall 
not,  therefore,  attempt  any  criticism  of  it  Our  object  is  merely  to  call  at- 
tention to  the  book.  No  one  can  read  it  w^ithout  being  deeply  interested, 
and  often  startled  by  the  conclusions  of  the  writer,  who  marches  up  to  them 
without  seeming  in  the  least  to  fear  what  any  one  may  say  of  them. 
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Tm  UiciTED  STATra'  QnntNEu.  Eifedttiok  in  Search  of  Sir  Jam  Fuxklis.  A  Per- 
■anal  XoiTuliTe.  BrELiaHA  Ke(t  Kanb,  M.I).,  UDited  SUttesNaTf.  Id  DDCTolams: 
pp.  Sol.    >'ew-Vark :  Uaunis  and  IIrutdeu. 

Mk.  IIenht-  Grissell,  il  retired  merchant  of  tbo  city  of  New- York,  tho 
noble  liberality  of  whose  warm  and  generous  heart  is  only  equalled  by  its 
attenilant  modesty,  in  the  expedition  of  which  the  volume  before  us  is  a 
filithful  record,  has  'linked  his  honored  name  to  future  time'  And  a  meet 
exposition  of  the  character  and  incidents  of  tho  benevolent  enterprise  has 
Dr.  Kane:  given  to  the  public;  a  work  profuse  in  graphic  pictorial  iUustnir 
Uons,  ivhich  enable  the  reader  to  folIoTT,  with  the  eye,  the  course  of  tbevoy- 
agers,  bk  lie  can  scarcely  fail  to  do  also,  when  no  illustrations  aro  giren, 
beyond  the  clear  limnings  of  the  writer,  whose  style  is  a  model  of  perspicu- 
ous, simple  English.  The  work  has  all  tho  interest  of  a  romance.  Wo  conld 
not  lay  it  aside,  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time,  until  we  had  read  every  word  of 
it,  to  the  last  page  of  the  text  While  we  write,  the  indcbtigahle  author  is 
in  the  cold  Arctic  seas,  commanding  another  expedition,  Qttcd  out  a  second 
time  liy  the  ever-open  hand  of  Mr.  Gkissei.l.  May  the  generous  liberality 
of  the  one,  and  the  noble  daring  of  the  other,  meet  with  the  reword  which 
they  deserve !  In  the  absence  of  extracts,  of  which  we  indicatwl  bo  many 
as  we  rend,  that  the  '  embarrassment  of  riches '  prevented  a  selection,  we  give 
(he  following  clear  and  interesting  Fiynopsi.'i  of  the  work,  from  the  able  hand 
of  the  editor  of  the  'Xcie -Tori Daily  Ttma:' 

'Thk  E:tpctli(ioiicoiuiBlcdnf  two  small  britrii.  the  .Wmniv,  of  odb  handnd  ud  taitr- 
imir  lonii,  and  lb*  Jt<iieaf,  of  ninety,  eomplvtcly  filtixl  uut  by  the  muniBcence  of  laa 
Scw-Y«rk  nierduDl  from  whnni  Ihc  enterpriBc  takea  its  nume.  It  cet  mil  from  (few- 
Tork  iin  lliu  ttventy-iccond  of  Mn.v,  l*Vi.  Ton  daT«  befurf,  while  bsthing  in  thewalen 
of  the  Ulilf '>r  Ueiico,  Ur.  Kadi  receiredanorder'to  jiiin  the  Expedition.  Id  a  week,  the 
overland  jiiumiij' of  ODelhoDKandllircehuDdrcd  niileBti>Ncn--Viirk  wusccompliahsd;  a 
iiart  of  a  iliiy  vriu  mcrA  herein  makinitafcivDecc^isarrprepanitiiiniforlheTnyue;  and 
m  two  dnvs'nuire,  ItieceMelawerc  bevnad  Ihfl  bonndary  of  Ibe  United  States.  A  month 
biUDftht  ibem  to  the  shores  of  Greenland,  aloDftn-hichihcj  touted  in  order  la  ({ainUui 
iHieii  wutiT  lyinit  north  of  the  xreat  iee-pack  in  I.ancu«ter  SouDd ;  their  immediate 
objed  iK'in^  '\a  rearh  Ibe  waters  which  open  into  IlAFriK's  Itav  Ihtm  the  northireit.  In 
puHinglbe  *IlcTirs  >'>p,'  as  tho  trhalcrscDtl  Ibe  month  of  Uklvilli  Bay,  they  were 
cauichi  ill  tilt-  ice,  and  live  weeks  af  predous  time,  nhca  huun  ncre  of  the  ulmoat  im- 


.    ,  it  wa*  Biinpinfd  Ihc  objects  nf  Iheir  M*rciilmlpaiMil 

This  cwiycclnre  pravcd  to  have  been  weil-riiunded  ;  far  just  allhe  month  of  the  ChiDDsl 


in  unkniitrn  distance,  up  vhich 

ihiscwiycc '  "  ' ' 

thev  fiund 


_ _   ...-o  that  time,  mil  the  fair. _ _    _    

eve^dav  add*  weight  la  the  probabililv  Ihnl  no  more  tidings  of  him  

up  ffom  th<ii<e  iqr  eee&     He  had  apparenlt.r  lailcd  op  the  Channel  So  hutily  as  not  lo 
have  bad  time  to  leave  behind  him  the  slightest  record  of  bis  intended  routs.    Bnt  tba 

.... .. „  a  barrier'of 

whidi  girdle  a  eoDlincat. 

'  The  niiinth  of  Aognat  had  now  ; 
end  winliT  wns  beginniog  to  set  in 

CnMeeiitinK  the  search  for  that  seal 
nitcd  Slates.    But  this  was  soon 
lentber.  ilic  vcatels,  with  aula  set. '.  ■ 
rapidly  f..n  '  .  -.  — 


rapidly  fiimiiniF around  tbam.    Til;  i 
and  letl  to  drin  belpletalf  to  and  flu  at ._. 


1854.]  Literary  Notices,  411 

'  Here  comraenced  that  marrellous  drift,  uDparalleled  in  the  history  of  polar  navi^- 
tioD,  lastiug  for  nearly  three  quarters  of  a  year.  A  strong  south  wind  drove  the  ice, 
with  its  embedded  vessels,  far  up  that  channel  which  they  had  just  before  vaiulv  at- 
tempted to  penetrate;  then  the  constant  southern  current  slowlv  bore  them  back.  Thus, 
for  two  months,  they  drifted  back  and  forth  in  Wkllington  Channel.  Then  the  drift 
took  a  settled  direction,  and  slowly  bore  them  eastward  through  Barrow's  Sti-aits  and 
liANCASTER  Souud.  iuto  Baffin's  Bay.  It  was  not  until  June  was  far  advanced  that  the 
vessels  were  freea  from  their  icv  setting. 

'A  large  portion  of  Dr.  Kane  s  Narrative  is  occupied  with  the  description  of  the  inci- 
dents and  perils  of  this  wonderful  drift.  It  is  told  in  the  words  of  his  journal,  written 
on  the  spot  and  at  the  time  of  the  occurrences,  which  are  described  with  a  vividness 
which  no  subsequent  elaboration  could  have  attained.  During  almost  the  whole  period, 
they  were  in  momentary  peril  of  being  crushed  or  overwhelmed  by  the  huge  masses  of 
ice  among  which  their  own  island  was  drifting.  Sometimes  they  would  encounter  a 
field  of  ice  moving  in  a  contrary  direction,  great  fragments  from  which,  broken  by  the 
tempest,  came  tumbling  along,  heaping  themselves  high  above  the  bulwarks  of  the 
Tessel ;  summoning  all  nands  out  in  the  darkness  to  '  tight  the  ice.'  Other  portions 
would  slide  under  tne  vessel,  lifting  them  completely  out  of  the  water,  with  one  end  far 
above  the  other.  At  other  times,  ino  ice  would  bear  doAvn  upon  them  in  huge  moun- 
tains, grinding  its  way  through  their  own  island,  which  was  now  their  sole  protector, 
with  a  force  which  nothing  could  resist,  and  in  a  direction  which  seemed  to  render 
escape  impossible.  On  one  occasion,  a  great  mass  forced  its  way  directly  upon  the 
vessel's  stem,  which  it  approached  so  near  that  a  man  could  scarcely  pass  between. 
One  half-minute  more  of  advance,  and  no  human  power  could  have  saved  the  vessel  and 
crew.  Those  few  inches  of  distance  were  the  sofe  thing  that  intervened  between  them 
and  death.  The  space  was  not  passed ;  the  mass  of  ice  was  checked,  and  soon  froze 
fast  close  upon  their  stem^  where  it  remained  for  five  months,  a  solemn  memorial  of 
their  danger  and  their  deliverance.  Scenes  of  this  kind  were  of  perpetual  occurrence; 
fresh  dangers  arose  every  hour;  the  crew  were  kept  in  constant  trainmg  for  abandoning 
the  vesselat  any  moment  and  trusting  themselves  to  the  ice,  in  the  almost  desperate 
hope  of  reaching  the  shore  over  the  floating  misses.  Four  times,  in  the  course  of  a 
single  twenty-four  hours,  the  author  of  the  Narrative  had  his  Journal  secured  in  a  can- 
vas bag,  ready  to  be  flung  over-board,  in  case  they  were  obliged  to  betake  themselves 
to  the  ice. 

'All  this,  it  must  be  borne  in  mind,  took  place  during  the  unbroken  night  of  an  arc- 
tic winter.  To  the  constant  peril,  and  the  perpetual  infernal  noise  of  the  ice  crushing, 
and  grating,  and  bursting  around,  was  added  the  horror  of  unbroken  gloom.  It  was  a 
perpetual  twilight.  For  months,  the  nearest  approach  to  day-light  was  a  faint  rosy 
streak  just  crowning  the  southern  horizon,  lor  eighty-six  times  four-and-twentv 
Jtiours,  the  sun  never  once  rose  above  the  horizon.  '  Never,'  says  Dr.  Kane,  in  record- 
ing the  joy  caused  by  the  reappearance  of  the  great  luminary,  '  never,  until  the  grave- 
clod  or  the  ice  covers  me,  may  1  forego  this  blessing  of  blessings  again! ' 

'  For  weeks  after  they  were  frozen  fast,  they  were  unable  to  make  any  adequate  pro- 
vision against  the  cold.  It  was  not  till  the  thermometer  without  had  fallen  to  twenty 
degreesl>elow  zero,  that  they  were  able  to  set  up  stoves  in  the  cabin ;  the  only  artificial 
heat  in  their  power  was  derived  from  smoky  lamps,  which  could  raise  the  temperature 
only  a  little  above  the  freezing  point.  The  cold,  nowevcr,  was  less  insupportable  than 
the  constant  dripping  from  every  timber,  produced  by  the  condensation  of  the  moisture 
of  the  atmosphere.  At  last,  when  the  ice  around  them  had  become  so  solid  as  to  afibrd 
something  like  security,  sucn  preparations  for  comfort  as  the  case  admitted,  were  made. 
The  crews  of  both  vessels  were  housed  in  the  cabin  of  the  Adcance,  the  narrow  limits 
of  which  became  the  home  of  thirty-three  persons.  Warmth  was  produced  by  three 
stoves;  lamps  supplied,  as  far  as  possible,  the  place  of  day-light,  and  aided  in  overcom- 
ing the  cold.  Need  enough  was  there  of  their  assistance,  for  the  thermometer  had  now 
.faflen  to  forty  degrees  below  zero. 

'  The  discomforts  of  so  small  a  space,  at  once  the  cooking,  eating,  sleeping,  lounging, 
smoking  and  dressing-room  of  so  many  persons,  can  easily  be  imagined.  1  lie  monoto- 
nous way  of  life,  the  stifling  atmosphere,  the  enforced  want  of  due  exercise,  began  to 
tell  upon  the  spirits  and  health  of  the  men.  Their  faces  grew  pale  and  livid,  like  those 
of  corpses.  They  became  moody  and  gloomy.  They  fancied  they  heard  strange  voices 
around  them.  One  dreamed  that  he  had  wandered  away  on  the  ice,  and  had  come  back 
laden  with  water-melons ;  another  had  discovered  Sir  John  Franklin  in  a  beautiful 
valley  filled  with  orange-groves.  Then  they  grew  strangely  apathetic  and  careless. 
Their  physical  system  snared  in  the  depression.  Old  ulcers,  healed  long  ago,  and  for- 
gotten, burst  out  ag^n ;  old  wounds  opened  afresh ;  old  bruises  grew  painful  again. 
I)r.  Kane,  though  himself  a  suflerer,  brought  all  his  art  into  requisition  to  heaf  the 
mental  and  bodily  ills  of  the  old  salts  among  the  crew.  Some  of  his  extra-professional 
remedies  were  equally  amusing  and  efi*ective ;  so  efiective,  in  fact,  that  of  the  entire 
crew  not  one  was  lost  during  the  perilous  voyage. 

*  When  the  vessels  at  length,  after  summer  had  set  in,  were  freed  from  their  icjr 
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prison,  they  sailed  for  the  Danish  settlement  in  Greenland.  The  health  and  spirits  of 
the  cre^  were  restored  by  a  brief  period  of  absence  on  solid  ground ;  and  it  was  re- 
solved to  make  another  attempt  to  prosecute  the  object  of  the  expedition.  Onee  mote 
they  turned  their  course  to  the  North ;  and  early  in  August,  they  were  again  brariDg 
the' perils  of  the  *  Devil's  Nip/  where  they  had  been  beset  the  year  before.  But  the  ice 
was  still  more  impracticable  than  they  had  then  found  it.  In  vain  they  attempted  to 
force  a  passage  through.  The  leads  were  all  closed,  and  the  transit  across  the  bay  was 
barred  by  a  solid  continent  of  ice.  The  season  was  every  way  more  unpropitious  than 
the  preceding  one  had  been ;  and  at  Inst  it  became  evident  that  there  was  no  hope  of 
winnincr  their  way  through  the  ice  of  Lancaster  Sound.  Nothing  remained  but  to  re- 
turn. AVith  no  small  difficulty  and  peril  they  succeeded  in  making  their  way  out  of  the 
'Devil's  Nip*;  and  set  out  on  their  homeward  voyage.  They  reached  New- York  cariy 
in  October,  1551«,  after  an  absence  of  eighteen  months.' 

It  is  worthy  of  mention,  as  an  interesting  fact,  that  this  book,  so  credit- 
able in  all  its  externals  to  the  taste  and  liberality  of  the  publishers,  was  just 
ready  for  publication  when  the  entire  edition  was  destroyed  at  the  fire  which 
consumed  their  vast  establishment.  Fortunately,  a  copy  in  sheets  had  been 
stitched  to  be  sent  to  Mr.  Grinnell,  which  had  scarcely  been  gone  an  hour, 
when  the  flames  burst  out  A  most  lucky  incident,  especially  for  the  read- 
ing public,  who  arc  thus  early  enabled  to  enjoy  one  of  the  most  interesting 
and  instructive  volumes  of  the  present  year. 


Scotia's  Bards:  Illustrated.     In  one  volume,  Royal  Octavo:  pp.  ,*j63.    New- York: 
Robert  Carter  and  Ruotuers.    Irvixg-IIousc  Building,  Broadway. 

PiioFrsETiY  illustrated,  exquisitely  printed,  and  selected  with  great  good 
taste  and  judgment,  this  stands  before  the  public  as  one  of  the  most  tlegant 
and  desirable  publications  of  the  season.  It  *  docs  one*s  eyes  good '  to  see 
such  clfusions  in  such  a  garb ;  and  surely  it  could  only  have  been  a  'labor 
of  loTce^'  on  the  part  of  the  editor  and  the  publishers,  that  has  given  to  us  so 
cliarming  a  work.  It  is  well  remarked  in  the  preface,  that  *  the  stirring  his- 
tory of  Scotland,  her  struggles  for  liberty,  both  civil  and  religious ;  her  mag- 
nificent scenery ;  the  simple  manners  of  her  people ;  their  strength  of  do- 
mestic juToction  and  social  feeling,  all  aiTord  ample  themes  for  poetry.  Hence, 
her  poets  have  always  excelled  in  lyrical  composition ;  and  no  other  county 
can  show  so  large,  so  varied,  or  so  charming  a  literature  of  song.'  Selec- 
tions are  here  made  from  thirty-six  elder  and  modern  Scottish  poets  of  dis- 
tinction, to  which  are  added  thirty-four  *  Miscellaneous  Pieces.'  Many  of 
the  poems  in  the  collection  are  new  to  us,  and  will  be,  we  think,  to  the  gen- 
eral American  reader.  Our  limits  compel  us  to  a  narrow  selection :  so  that 
we  confine  ourselves  to  the  lines  on  ^Scotland^^  by  Robert  GnAMBERS,  of 
Edinburgh,  which  is  illustrative  of  the  truth  of  the  remarks  of  the  editor  in 
the  introduction  to  his  work : 

*  Scotsmen  are  proverbial  for  a  love  of  country,  which  neither  time  nor  distance  suffi- 
ces to  abate.  '  lligblanders,  shoulder  to  sboulder  I '  has  been  more  than  onco  the  battle 
cry.  No  matter  how  far  removed  —  wbetbcr  in  China  or  California;  in  the  jungles  of 
Bengal,  or  on  tbe  frozen  heights  of  Labrador  —  their  hearts  yet  fondly  turn  to  the  land 
of  the  Thistle  and  the  Heather.  They  still  glory  in  the  achievements  of  a  Wallacb 
and  a  Bruce  ;  a  Kxox  and  a  Melville  ;  and  in  the  heroic  sufferings  of  that  long  array 
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of  martyrs,  who  testified  to  the  truth  with  their  blood.  They  are  proud  to  be  citizeni 
of  a  land  that  has  produced  Reid,  and  Stewart,  and  Brown  ;  Boston,  Erskinb,  and 
Chalmers  ;  Burns,  Campbell,  and  Scott  ;  James  Watt,  Jambs  Mackintosh,  and  Fran- 
cis Jeffrey.' 


'Scotland!  the  land  of  all  I  love, 

The  land  of  all  that  love  me ; 
Land,  whose  green  sod  my  youth  has  trod, 

Whose  sod  shall  lie  above  me. 
Hall,  country  of  the  brave  and  good ; 

Ilail,  land  of  song  and  story ; 
Land  of  the  uncorrupted  heart, 

Of  ancient  faith  and  glory  1 

*  Like  mother's  bosom  o'er  her  child, 

The  sk  V  Is  glowing  o'er  nic ; 
Like  mothers  evcr-smiUng  face. 

The  land  lies  bright  before  mo. 
Land  of  my  home,  my  father's  land ; 

Land  whore  my  soul  was  nourished ; 
Land  of  anticipated  joy. 

And  all  by  memory  cherliihcd  I 

*  0  Scotland  I  through  thy  wide  domain 

What  hilL  or  vale,  or  river, 
But  in  this  fond  enthusiast  heart 

lias  found  a  place  for  ever  ? 
Nay,  hast  thou  but  a  glen  or  shaw. 

To  shelter  farm  or  shelling. 
That  is  not  fondl v  garnered  up 

Within  Its  depths  of  feeling? 

*Adown  thy  hills  run  countless  riUs, 

With  noisy,  ceaselesfl  motion ; 
Their  waters  join  the  rivers  broad ; 

Those  rivers  Join  the  ocean : 
And  many  a  sunny,  flowery  brae, 

Where  childhood  plays  and  ponders, 
Is  freshened  by  the  lightsome  flood, 

A»  wlmp^^nt'.on  It  wanders. 

J, 


•  Within  thy  long-descending  vales. 

And  on  the  lonely  mountain. 
How  many  wild  spontaneous  flowers 

Hang  o'er  each  nood  and  fountain  I 
The  glowing  furze,  the  '  bonny  broom,* 

The  thistle,  and  the  heather; 
The  blue-bell,  and  the  go  wan  fair. 

Which  childhood  likes  to  gather. 

'  Oh !  for  that  pipe  of  sHver  sound. 

On  which  the  shepherd  lover, 
In  ancient  days,  breathed  out  his  soul, 

Beneath  the  mountain's  cover  1 
Oh !  for  that  Great  Lost  Power  of  Song, 

Bo  soft  and  melancholy. 
To  make  thy  every  hill  and  dale 

Poetically  holy  1 

*And  not  alone  each  hill  and  dale, 

Fah"  as  they  are  by  nature, 
But  every  town  and  tower  of  thine, 

And  every  lesser  feature ; 
For  where  is  there  the  spot  of  earth 

Within  my  contemplation. 
But  from  some  noble  deed  or  thing 

Has  taken  consecration  I 

'  Scotland  I  the  land  of  all  I  love. 

The  land  of  all  that  love  me ; 
Land,  whose  green  sod  my  youth  has  trod, 

Whose  sod  shall  He  above  me. 
Hail,  country  of  the  brave  and  good ; 

Hail,  land  of  song  and  story ; 
Land  of  the  uncorrupted  heaot, 

Of  ancient  fkith  and  glory  1  * 


"We  were  sorry  not  to  meet,  in  the  selections  from  Motherwell,  his  ex- 
quisite *  Mary  Morrison/  which  we  never  yet  could  read  without  tears ;  and 
almost  equally  regretted  not  to  find  among  Tannaiiill's  pieces  that  beautiful 
poem  in  which  he  bids  farewell,  on  leaving  Scotland,  to  *  bonny  Teviotdale, 
and  Cheviot  mountains  blue,*^  and  in  which  occur  these  expressive  stanzas : 

'  Farewell  I  ye  hills  of  glorious  deeds, 

And  streams  renowned  in  song ; 
Farewell,  ye  bonny  braes  and  meads, 
And  fields  I  've  loved  so  long ! 

*"Home  of  our  hearts !  —  our  fathers'  home  I 

Land  of  the  brave  and  free ! 
The  sail  is  flapping  on  the  foam. 

That  bears  us  far  from  thee  I ' 

In  the  absence  of  this  exquisite  specimen  of  his  verse,  wo  present  ^The 
Braes  of  Gleniffer^^  by  the  same  author,  which  is  replete  with  simple  beauty, 
both  of  sentiment  and  natural  description : 

*  Keen  blaws  the  wind  o*er  the  Braes  o*  Gleniffer ; 

Jhe  auld  castle's  turrets  are  covered  wi*  snaw ; 
How  changed  frae  the  time  when  I  met  wi'  my  lover 

Amang  the  broom  bushes  by  Stanley  green  shaw ; 
The  wild  flowers  o'  simmer  were  spread  a*  sae  bonnie, 

The  mavis  sang  sweet  frae  the  green  birken  tree : 
But  far  to  the  camp  they  hae  marched  my  dear  Johnnib» 

And  now  it  is  wmter  wi*  nature  and  me. 
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*  Then  ilk  thin^  around  U8  was  blithesome  and  cheery. 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  bonny  and  braw ; 
Now  naething  is  heard  but  the  wind  whistling  dreary. 

And  naethmc^  is  seen  but  the  wide-spreading  snaw. 
The  trees  are  a  bare,  and  the  birds  mute  and  Bowie, 

Thcv  shake  the  cauld  drift  frae  their  wings  as  they  flee. 
And  chirp  out  their  plaints,  seeming  wae  for  my  Jonxxix  — 

'T  is  wmter  wi'  them,  and  't  's  winter  wi*  me. 

'  Yon  cauld  sleety  cloud  skifid  alang  the  bleak  mountaia, 

And  shakes  the  dark  firs  on  the  stey  rockv  brae ; 
While  down  the  deep  glon  bawls  the  snaw-nooded  fountain. 

That  murmured  sae  sweet  to  my  laddie  and  me. 
'T  is  no  its  loud  roar  on  the  wintry  wind  swellin', 

'T  is  no  the  cauld  blast  brings  the  tears  i'  my  e^e. 
For,  0  gin  I  saw  but  my  bonny  Scotch  collan, 

The  ^rk  days  o*  winter  were  simmer  to  me!  ' 

Many  a  thought  like  this  filled  tho  hearts  of  the  weeping  women  who 
lately  stood  in  tears  upon  the  quay  at  Liverpool,  and  saw  their  lovers  and 
friends,  marching  amidst  tho  cheers  of  the  populace,  to  the  steamers  which 
were  to  convey  them  to  unknown  dangers  in  the  approaching  war  with  Rus- 
sia. But  we  must  pause ;  simply  adding,  that  if  wo  have  any  Scottish  read- 
ers who  have  Scottish  friends — and  we  know  wo  hate  both  among  both — let 
them  purchase,  either  for  their  own  or  their  gratification  tho  beautifUl  vo- 
lume to  which  we  have  scarcely  awarded  justice. 


•*NocTE3  AxBitosiAXii; '  OP  Blackwood's  Magazine.    With  Portraits,  Fao-Similes  of* 
Autographs,  and  Personal  Memoirs.    Edited  by  Dr.  R.  Suelton  Mackkkzis.    In  five 
volumes.    New- York :  J.  S.  Rkdfikld. 

The  ^N'octes  Amlrosiamv^^  which  were  the  great  fciiture  in  'Blackwood's 
Magazine,'  for  nearly  twenty  years,  have  never  been  collected  in  England. 
An  edition,  in  four  volumes,  was  published  in  Philadelphia  several  years 
since,  and  has  long  been  out  of  print.  That  edition,  however,  had  no  notes 
or  illustrations.  We  perceive  that  J.  S.  Redpield,  one  of  our  most  popular 
and  successful  publishers,  has  announced  a  new  edition  of  the  'Noctes,' 
under  the  supervision  of,  and  annotated  by,  Dr.  R  Suelton  Mackenzie,  of 
whoso  valuable  labors  in  Siieil's  *  Sketches  of  the  Irish  Bar*  we  had  occasion 
to  speak  favorably  in  our  last  number.  This  edition  will  be  in  five  volumes ; 
and  beside  fac-similcs  of  autographs,  and  memoirs  and  portraits  of  the 
principal  writers,  (including  Wilson,  Lockiiart,  Hoor,,  and  Maginn,)  it  will 
be  prefaced  by  a  history  of  the  rise  and  progress  of  *  Blackwood^s  Magazine,' 
notices  of  the  leading  contributors,  a  great  number  of  notes,  (biographical, 
anecdotal,  literary,  and  political,)  and  tho  celebrated  articles  called  *'The  Ckm^ 
tributors  in  tJie  Tent,^  in  which  the  leading  interlocutors  in  *The  Noctcs' 
were  introduced,  two  years  before  the  *  Noctcs '  were  commenced,  and  which 
have  never  before  been  published  in  this  country.  For  richness  and  va- 
riety of  matter,  and  for  the  wonderful  naturalness  and  poetry  of  its  style, 
the  *  Noctcs  Ambrosianso  *  have  rarely  been  excelled ;  and  we  shall  look  with 
*  great  expectations'  for  the  editor's  notes. 
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SouTHEY  ON  THE  AuTHORsnip  OP  *  The  Doctor.* — We  have  received  the 
ensuing  interesting  communication  from  our  old  friend  and  correspondent, 
Dr.  R.  Shelton  Mackenzie,  editor  of  Shields  ^Sketches  of  the  Irish  Bar^ 
noticed  at  length  in  our  last  number.  Few  men  of  the  present  day  can  boast 
of  so  intimate  an  acquaintance  with  eminent  men  of  letters  in  Europe  as  Dr. 
Mackenzie.  His  collection  of  autographs  (including  one  of  Dr.  Samuel 
Johnson,  in  perfect  preservation)  is  very  rare  and  extensive : 

*  My  personal  acquaintance  with  the  late  Robert  Southey  commenced  in 
1836,  and  was  closely  and  familiarly  continued  during  the  following  four 
years,  or  until  ho  was  visited  with  the  mental  darkness  which  was  only  dis- 
sipated by  his  death,  in  1843.  At  the  request  of  the  Rev.  C.  C.  Southey, 
his  son  and  biographer,  I  have  already  recorded  my  recollections  of  the  poet- 
laureate,  which  are  inserted  in  the  Memoir,  published  by  Longmans,  of 
London,  in  1849-50,  and  re-published  by  the  Harpers,  of  New- York.  A 
great  many  letters  passed  between  Southey  and  myself.  A  few  of  them  I 
allowed  to  be  published  in  the  Memoir,  by  his  son,  but  the  greater  portion 
have  not  yet  been  printed.  Turning  them  over  a  few  days  ago,  I  came  across 
one  which  appears  likely  to  interest  the  readers  of  the  Knickerbocker,  inas- 
much as  it  touches  upon  a  curious  point  in  literary  history,  and  was  elicited 
by  a  critical  article  in  that  periodical. 

*  Southey  took  a  great  interest  in  American  literature,  and  very  strongly 
expressed  his  regret,  when  first  I  met  him,  (which  was  in  company  with 
Wordsworth  and  Dr.  Lingard,  the  historian,)  that  he  had  been  unable  to 
persuade  Gifford  to  adopt  a  more  just  and  gentle  tone  of  criticism  in  the 
Quarterly  Review  toward  American  writers.  In  a  letter,  dated  October  thir- 
teen, 1837,  Southey  wrote  to  me  as  follows : 

' '  The  state  of  American  literature  is  indeed  singularly  curious.  I  could  hare  had  no 
notion  of  it  but  for  jour  letters,  and  the  samples  which  jou  have  so  kindly  supplied  me 
with.  They  interest  me  much,  as  the  products  of  a  state  of  society  unlike  that  of  any 
former  age,  or  of  any  other  country ;  and  when  you  have  more  to  spare  I  shall  be  thank- 
ful for  them. 
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some  and  ansatisfoctory  dinners.  The  temperance  of  the  French  is  almost  prorerbiftL 
Still  prcater  are  the  social  benefits  resultinjir  from  our  art.  For  how  much  ill-temper, 
hatred,  envy,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness  are  the  cooks  of  the  Qreat  Republic  ac- 
countable !  I  am  sure  that  the  good  folks  who  like  to  rent  their  spite  upon  us  absentees 
would  be  in  better  humor  if  ther  had  better  dinners.  What  has  increased  the  profusion 
and  waste  of  our  entertainments  till  fashionable  society  has  deg^eneratcd  into  a  mere 
round  of  showy  restaurant  dinners  and  suppers  ?  what  more  than  the  impossibility  of 
givinjr  quiot  little  dinners  and  suppers  from  one's  own  kitchen?  How  many  (}otham- 
ites  would  dare  ask  a  friend  to  take  iK>t-luck  with  them  at  an  hour's  notice,  and  how 
many  friends  would  dare  to  accept  such  an  inritatiim?  Here  it  is  nothing  uncommon, 
which  is  enough  to  account  for  »OiUttt/  f'<'hi(7  more  socmMv, 

*  *  What,'  says  some  indignant  moralist,  '  do  you  mean  to  hold  up  French  society  as  a 
pattern  to  us  virtuous  republicans  ? ' 

*By  no  means,  my  friend,  not  as  a  general  rule;  only  in  this  particular.  But  if  any 
man  seriously  thinks  that  the  immorality  of  the  French  is  owing  to  their  knowing  how 
to  cook  good  dinners,  and  eat  them  when  cooked,  why  then,  in  the  words  of  TnucT- 
DiDCS,  '  1  felicitate  him  on  his  simplicity,  but  do  not  commend  his  cleverness.'  Yon 
might  with  as  much  reason  attribute  it  to  their  temperance.  A  certain  amount  of  phy- 
siological case  might  be  made  out  for  that  paradox.  A  more  ])lausible  objection  maj 
be  started.  I  may  be  reminded  that  the  English,  who  are  the  greatest  people  in  the 
world,  excepting,  of  course,  the  Americans,  and  the  finest  and  healthiest-looking  people 
in  the  world,  not  excepting  even  the  Americans,  arc  far  b<.'hind  several  European 
nations  in  all  arts  pertaining  to  cookery.  The  objection  looks  formidable.  But  let  ua 
'discriminate  thedifTerence,'  as  a  logical  friend  of  mineusetl  to  say  before  entering  into 
any  discussion.  Let  us  look  at  the  question  from  all  its  points  of  view.  The  English 
are  gross  and  careless  feeders  just  as  they  are  capacious  and  indiscriminate  drinkm. 
Their  moist  climate  and  t^f  (/nnf  qwintltyof  o^nn-dir  rnvv/Vt'  thct/  /aZv,  enable  them  to 
cimsume,  without  injury,  a  great  amount  of  heavy  viands  and  strong  potables.  Bat 
the  diet  that  an  Englishman  can  thrive  on  in  his  own  country,  would  be  ruinous  loan 
American,  or  CA'en  to  an  Englishman  in  America.  The  liquids  which  the  former  can 
imbibe  like  water  would  set  the  latter  on  tire;  the  solids  which  nourish  the  one  would 
indlmH  Cto  coin  a  (2allicism)  tlie  other.  It  is  very  doubtful  if  our  climate  alfowa  aa 
much  exercise  as  that  of  England,  and  quite  certain  that  it  does  not  tncoura{f€  as  much* 
Our  pe<»ple,  therefore,  require  a  better  system  of  cookery  than  the  English.  All  the 
refinements  of  the  table,  it  is  said,  are  mere  creatures  of  an  artificial  state  of  sociefy. 
Very  true ;  so  are  all  refinements  and  improvements  in  dress,  in  domestic  architecture, 
in  all  the  comforts  of  nmteriul  civilization  as  distinguished  from  intellectual  cultiration. 
Is  that  a  reastm  for  despising  them?  A  celebrated  novelist  ha.s drawn  an  amusing  pic- 
ture of  Adam  and  Evl's  peq>lexity  and  discomfort  when  transported  to  a  well-spread 
modern  dinner-table ;  btit  would  they  not  be  c<iually  peri)lexed  at  any  tailor*8  or  dresa- 
maker's,  or,  for  that  matter,  inside  of  any  modern  house?  If  the  example  of  our  flrat 
parents  is  a  precedent  for  gt)ing  back  to  a  fniit  and  cold-water  diet,  it  will  equally  justify 
us  in  adopting  their  very  primitive  toilette,  or  in  *  camping  out'  instead  of  sleeping  on 
comfortable  beds  under  a  weather-tight  roof. 

'  No  doubt  there  is  a  certain  amotmt'of  fashion  and  custom  in  tablc-icsthetics,  as  there 
is  in  almost  every  thing,  from  crime  to  mathematics ;  and  these  fashions  and  customs 
change  from  time  to  time.  In  Dean  Savi ft's  day  (as  we  leorn  from  his  PoUU  Oonvtr- 
tatUm)  the  English  used  to  eat  soup  in  the  middle  of  the  dinner,  which  mores  Tbacis- 
r.\t's  wonder  exceedingly.  *What  sort  of  society  could  it  have  been?*  he  asks  with 
natural  astonishment  And  yet  fish,  which,  according  to  Thackeray's  countrymen  and 
ours,  comes  the  very  next  to  soup,  has  not  yet  had  its  place  perfectly  defined  on  conti- 
nental tables.  The  French  used  to  eat  it  after  the  entiu'f/t  and  just  before  the  roast, 
although  most  of  them  have  now  adopted  the  Anglo-Saxon  order.  But  perhaps  Thack- 
BRAT  would  be  somewhat  surprised  if  he  were  told  that  in  a  part  of  his  own  connty,  at 
the  present  day,  soup  is  eaten  after  meat,  namely,  at  the  Pensioner's  table  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  where  probobly  Toackerat  ate  it  so  himself  in  his  undcrgradnato 


1854.]  Editor's  Table.  425 

days.  The  reason  assigned  to  me  for  this  practice  was,  that  the  meat  being  put  upon 
the  table  at  the  beginning  of  dinner  would  grow  cold  if  not  eaten  first,  while  the  soup, 
being  an  extra,  might  be  ordered  hot  from  the  kitchen  at  any  stage  of  the  repast.  It  is 
not  every  custom  that  can  give  so  good  a  reason  for  itself. 

*But  Thackeray  was  right  in  his  question.  It  is  strictly  philosophical  to  begin  a 
dinner  with  soup,  as  it  obviates  the  necessity  for  drinking,  which  many,  perhaps  most 
persons,  feel  at  the  commencement  of  a  meal.  The  preliminary  whet  of  oysters,  like 
the  cliasse  after  the  coffee,  must  be  considered  an  over-refinement  of  luxury  only  suited 
to  great  occasions,  and  not  to  the  dinner  of  every-day  life. 

'And  similarly,  I  believe  that  most  of  the  rules  of  a  scientific  and  aesthetic  dinner 
may  be  explained  and  defended  as  lona  in  se,  and  not  arising  from  any  caprice  of  fashion. 
Thus,  to  take  a  fundamental  principle  —  the  division  into  courses  —  eating  one  thing  at 
a  time  instead  of  every  thing  in  a  heap  —  does  it  not  commend  itself  to  the  educated 
man's  finer  feelings  instinctively  ?  There  is  much  barbarism  anent  this  matter  in  our 
country ;  not  merely  in  the  frontier  regions  of  it,  either.  One  of  my  first  experiences  in 
New-England,  when  a  lad  of  sixteen,  was  dining  out,  and  having  seven  kinds  of  meat 
and  vegetables  clapped  upon  my  plate  at  once.  Probably  my  hosts  thought  it  rather  a 
proof  of  their  civilization.  I  recollect  once  talking  to  the  'gentleman '  who  interpreted 
for  some  travelling  Indian  chiefs.  He  said  that  these  sons  of  the  forest  had  many 
habits  different  from  those  of  civilized  people ;  for  instance,  they  only  took  one  kind  of 
food  on  their  plate  at  once  when  dining.  Poor  man  I  he  little  guessed  that  his  barbar- 
ous charges  resembled,  in  this  respect,  the  most  refined  inhabitants  of  the  French  capi- 
tal, who  would  have  put  him  down  for  any  thing  but  a  civilized  man  if  they  had  seen 
him  eat. 

*  For  my  part,  I  thoroughly  believe  that  the  dinner-cooking  and  dinner-giving  arts 
have  arrived  at  a  state  much  nearer  the  perfection  of  reason  and  common-sense  than 
many  other  arts  of  modem  society ;  much  nearer  than  that  of  dress,  for  instance. 
What,  I  wonder,  will  some  future  and  wiser  generation  think  of  our  ladies'  low-necked 
ball-dresses,  whether  as  regards  decency,  comfort,  or  symmetry  ?  What  of  the  street- 
sweeping  skirts?  What  will  it  think  of  that  acme  of  inaptitudes,  the  common,  domes- 
tic masculine  hat  ?  You  may  hear  men  wishing  to  live  to  or  through  some  great  epoch 
till  the  next  French  Revolution  but  three;  or  till  Macaulat  has  finished  his  history,  or 
till  the  conversion  of  the  South-Sea  Islanders.  I  should  like  to  live  to  see  the  conversion 
of  the  civilized  world  —  from  the  absurdity  of  the  present  civilized  hat. 

*Some  of  the  varietiesjn  the  table-aisthetics  of  different  countries  may  be  easily  ac- 
counted for  by  the  different  capacities  and  temperaments  of  nations.  Thus,  the  genial 
Anglo-Saxon  custom  of  postprandial  sederunts  would  be  perilous  to  the  Gaul,  who  is  so 
light-headed  as  to  be  unequal  to  combining  the  usual  consumption  of  wine  on  such 
occasions  with  the  equilibrium  necessary  for  the  drawing-room  afterward.  So,  too,  in 
the  distribution  of  wines  during  dinner.  Anglo-Saxons  begin  with  champagne  after 
the  soup,  or  at  latest  after  the  fish,  reserving  the  claret  for  the  close  of  the  banquet ;  in 
France  it  is  not  uncommon  to  drink  the  best  Bordeaux  in  the  earlier  stages  of  the  din- 
ner, and  only  open  a  bottle  of  champagne  just  before  the  dessert.  Each  custom  is  in 
accordance  with  the  character  of  the  people  that  follows  it.  The  Anglo-Saxon,  grave 
and  phlegmatic,  is  ex/^ted  to  a  proper  spirit  and  liveliness  by  the  early  introduction  of 
the  champagne,  which  would  make  the  Frenchman  too  gay  before  the  close  of  the  din- 
ner; lie  goes  on  upcn  his  own  natural  spirits  and  the  quieter  red  wines,  till,  when  tired 
of  talking  and  eating,  a  glass  or  two  of  the  sparkling  beverage  winds  him  up  and  sets 
him  going  again. 

'  One  thing  I  never  could  account  for —  the  German  babit  of  eating  sweet  puddings 
before  the  roast.  Most  dietetic  barbarisms  can  be  explained.  When  the  Down-Easter 
or  Backwoods-man  heaps  from  six  to  sixteen  different  viands  on  his  plate  at  once,  it  ex- 
emplifies his  promiscuous  acquisitiveness  and^indiscriminating  haste.  But  the  German 
mind  is  orderly  and  logical;  how  could  it  have'admitted  the  solecism  of  the  misplaced 
puddings  ? 

'  Although  self -debarred  at  the  outset  from  dwelling  on  the  economic  side  of  the  sub- 
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Theoo,  • 

• 

TlTEODORB  nOOK. 

Hknxoov 

HsHBT  Nkuboic  Goleridok 

TuOJAHAf 

Thomas  James  Mattuiab. 

JOUOFBK, 

John  Hookham  Fbebb. 

Wala, 

Walteb  Lamdob. 

VlJfABCnLT,      • 

Yenkbable  ABcnDEACO!T  Ltell. 

Yebeypbawba, 

Vbby  Bet.  Fbancis  Wbangilam^  etc.* 

' '  I  am  much  gratified  by  your  praise  of  the  lines  which  I  wrote  on  the  death  of  mj 
daughter.  They  literally  were  composed  because  I  was  compelled  to  give  vent  to  mj 
feelings  in  some  manner,  and  song  was  the  most  natural  to  me. 

* '  Faithfully  yours,  R.  Shsltox  Mackexzik.^ 

*  In  this  letter,  it  will  be  seen,  I  by  no  means  Jitihed  for  any  opinion  from 
SocTHEy,  on  the  authorship  of  *The  Doctor.'  If  it  pleased  him  to  keep  it 
concealed,  it  would  have  been  impertinent  and  improper  for  any  friend  of 
his  to  have  endeavored,  directly  or  indirectly,  to  get  into  the  heart  of  his 
secret.  My  communication,  therefore,  went  no  farther  than  to  say  that  such 
an  article  would  reach  him,  and  that  it  took  a  particular  lino  of  argument. 
SouTiiEV^s  reply  was  as  follows :  ,     ^     ^  ,      -«— 

*  *  Mv  Dear  Sir  :  Your  letter  of  the  eighteenth  has  found  roe  here  on  my  way  back 
from  the  Land's  End  in  Cornwall.  Here,  too,  the  newspaper  was  forwarded  to  me^ 
that,  I  mean,  which  contains  your  lively  account  of  the  scenes  at  Lancaster.*  The 
other  hud  not  reached  Keswick. 

*  *  The  books  may  best  be  sent  by  the  steamer  to  Whitehaven,  and  the  Keswick  carrier 
will  inquire  for  them  there :  in  this  way  my  packages  are  commonly  conveyed.  In 
little  more  than  three  weeks  I  hope  to  be  once^more  at  home ;  and  it  will  be  an  addi- 
tional pleasure  to  find  them  there. 

*  *  You  do  well  to  write  poetry,  and  will  do  well  to  collect  your  poems ;  for  you  have 
the  means  of  making  them  known  through  the  periodical  press,  without  which  assist' 
ance  the  best  poems  have  little  chance  of  success.  Authors,  and  especially  poets,  are 
either  the  better  or  the  worse  for  their  own  works,  according  to  the  subjects  on  which 
they  employ  themselves,  the  spirit  in  which  they  write,  and  the  end  at  which  they  aim. 
That '  The  Doctor '  should  be  ascribed  to  me,  I  look  upon  as  the  greatest  compliment 
that  could  be  paid  to  any  living  author ;  but  I  shall  not  take  credit  for  it,  as  PoRSOX  did 
for  *  The  Devil's  Thoughts.'!  The  argument  which  you  tell  me  has  been  pursued  in  the 
Kn-ickerbocker,  proves  only  what  is  apparent  from  other  circumstances;  that  the 
writer  wishes  it  (for  the  present)  to  pass  for  mine,  and  that  ho  is  a  skilful  imitator.  It 
is  evident  that  he  is  very  well  acquainted  with  my  writings,  and  I  hare  reason  to  think 
that,  directly  or  indirectly,  ho  knows  something  of  my  UibU4dll\  There  are  indeed 
some  parts,  which  I  should,  without  hesitation,  filiate  upon  some  of  my  fHends,  if  it 
were  not  for  a  persuasion  that  they  would  not  have  kept  the  secret  from  me. 

*  *  Believe  me,  dear  Sir, 

*  *  Yours  very  truly,  Robert  Southit.* 

*If  this  be  not  tantamount  to  a  volunteered  denial,  I  am  ignorant  of  the 
meaning  of  plain  English.  Yet,  that  Soutiiey  actually  did  write  *^The  Doc- 
tor,* is  a  fact  as  well  ascertained  now,  as  that  he  wrote  *  The  Curse  of  Kc- 
hama,'  or  the  *  Life  of  John  Wesley.'  Independent  of  his  own  manuscript 
of  *The  Doctor*  being  in  existence,  (at  liONCJiAxs*,  the  London  publishers,) 


*  '  TiiK  Xt'w-York  Evening  Star^  contalnlnp  a  Ion;;  account  of  ray  meeting  Southkt,  Wobm- 
woKTii,  and  LiNOARD,  at  Lancaster  Assizes  to  which  all  of  us  had  hcon  summoned  to  give  ovldenee 
as  wUncNJ.oJs  in  what  wa"*  callctl  the  Great  Will  Cause,  (Tatuam  r«.  "WBionx,)  in  which  tbe  helrBU|> 
to  imiiicnse  hmdod  and  personal  property  was  Involved.* 

t  'The  poem  is  called  *Tho  Dc^il■s  Walk,'  and  not  'The  Devil's  Thoughts.' 
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we  have  the  unanswerable  evidence  of  his  widow  in  confirmation  of  the  fact. 
Indeed,  she  was  in  the  secret,  both  as  Cakoline  Bowles,  and  aflcrward  as 
his  wife. 

*  Why,  then,  it  may  be  asked,  should  Soutiiey  have  taken  the  trouble  of 
volunteering  a  denial,  and  that  in  a  private  letter  ?  My  impression  is,  that 
seeing  the  secret  actually  discovered  by  the  writer  in  the  Knickerbocker, 
and  knowing  that,  at  the  time,  I  also  was  a  contributor  to  that  Magazine,  and 
was  in  correspondence  with  the  Edftor,  Southey  endeavored  to  leave  an  im- 
pression on  my  mind  such  as,  in  all  probability,  I  might  communicate  to  my 
friend  in  New- York,  to  the  effect  of  saying:  *Southev  cannot  bo  author  of 
*Tho  Doctor,'  because  he  has  himself  written  to  me  that  ho  is  not.'  In  a 
word,  I  believe  he  wrote  to  tlirow  the  critic  off  the  scent.  At  this  time,  too, 
only  two  volumes  of  *  The  Doctor '  had  been  published :  had  Mr.  Wallace 
seen  the  whole,  he  would  have  accumulated  farther  proof. 

*As  to  the  disingenuousncss  of  this  denial,  I  say  nothing.  As  in  Scott's 
case,  with  reference  to  the  Waverley  Novels,  perhaps  Southey  thought  that 
he  was  justified  in  preserving  his  secret,  without  being  very  scrupulous  as  to 
the  manner  of  doing  so ;  and  if  the  construction  be  well  considered,  it  will 
be  seen  that,  after  all,  Soutuey  does  not  say,  *  I  did  not  write  it,'  but  adroitly 
leaves  me  to  draw  that  deduction,  if  I  pleased.  It  certainly  is  most  in- 
geniously expressed.' 


^Doton  1h6  River y  Mdrchj  1858. 

*  Again  the  spring  opens,  nor  are  its  symptoms  without  encouragement  even 
in  this  great  city.  A  few  balmy  days,  like  those  which  have  just  elapsed, 
bring  out  of  doors  many  who  have  been  securely  housed  for  a  month  or 
two,  until  they  have  become  tender  by  the  artificial  heat  of  furnaces,  and 
who  would  perish  if  they  encountered  a  blast  which  would  nip  a  hot-house 
violet.  The  side-walks  are  thronged  with  cheerful  pedestrians,  who  trip 
lightly  over  the  dry  walks^  and  the  spring-bonnets  and  gay  spring  dresses, 
the  selection  of  which  has  been  a  matter  of  so  much  moment,  are  displayed 
for  the  first  time.  The  parks  and  open  places  are  full  of  children  trundling 
their  hoops,  and  nurses  with  infants  in  their  arms,  sent  out  to  feel  the  influ- 
ence of  the  blessed  sun.  In  the  streets  there  is  great  depth  of  mud,  but  a 
deficiency  of  bull-frogs ;  on  the  trees  the  buds  are  pouting,  but  the  blue- 
bird is  not  heard.  These  welcome  signs  I  miss ;  nor  do  I  hear  the  murmur- 
ing of  the  rills  released  from  ices,  nor  see  the  first  delicious  greenness  which 
delights  the  eye.  But  here  the  tide  of  life  is  never  frozen ;  it  ebbs  at  night- 
fall, but  it  rolls  and  thunders  on  through  all  the  day.  Strong,  and  hot,  and 
throbbing  is  the  heart  of  a  great  city,  which  throws  its  prosperous  blood  to 
every  part,  and  roars  through  every  channel. 

*  As  it  behooves  every  man  to  adapt  himself  to  what  he  finds,  and  accord- 
ing to  a  cheerful  philosophy,  to  have  a  sort  of  enthusiasm  for  the  time,  place 
and  circumstance  in  which  he  is,  in  my  recent  letters  I  have  endeavored  to 
say  a  good  word  for  the  Great  Metropolis,  and  to  find  some  pleasure  in  streets 
as  well  as  in  fields.     It  is  true  that  *man  made  the  town ;'  but  as  I  do  not 
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hold  to  the  doctrine  of  total  depravity,  I  think  tliat  there  is  much  good  in 
the  town,  although  it  embraces  more  evil,  and  is  perhaps  the  most  corrupt 
work,  on  the  whole,  which  man  ever  made.  In  this  the  *  old  fogy  '  would 
not  agree  with  me ;  but  I  shall  have  no  more  discussion  with  that  old  gen- 
tleman, as  I  am  going  *  beyond  the  walls'  as  soon  as  the  crocuses  get  strong 
enough  to  bloom  in  the  open  air. 

*  lias  in  urbc  was  never  so  illustrated  in  any  thick-set  metropolis  as  in 
the  good  city  of  Gotham  during  the  present  winter.  This  has  no  reference 
to  the  number  of  gardens  which  may  be  found.  From  the  Battery  up  to 
where  the  Crystal  Palace  rises  with  its  superb  dome,  no  such  thing  as  a 
pleasant  garden  can  any  longer  be  found.  The  very  name  of  Garden-street 
has  been  changed  for  one  more  appropriate.  "Walton  House  is  burned  down, 
and  the  beautiful  walks  and  shrubberies,  which  once  extended  in  the  rear  to 
the  river*s  brink,  have  been  shut  from  the  view  by  Babylonian  bricks.  RuT- 
GEiis*  Place  and  that  vicinity  exhibit  no  rustic  features  any  more.  A  sombre 
Egyptian  prison  occupies  the  spot  where  the  merry  skaters  cut  their  names 
upon  the  ice  in  days  of  yore.  Peach  and  plum-trees,  and  strawberry-beds 
have  ceased  to  be  planted  behind  the  mansions  in  Bleecker  street.  The 
great  Stuyvesant  pear-tree  is  still  alive,  and  its  sap  is  now  moving  upward 
from  the  root ;  but  Country  House  has  become  town-house.  Many  years 
ago,  every  inhabitant  might  glory  in  a  plot  of  ground  about  twenty  feet  square, 
where  a  few  grape-vines  might  be  trained  against  the  walls,  and  the  eye  be 
fed  with  a  very  sparse  meal  of  greens.  But  it  has  become  the  fashion  to 
build  the  houses  three  rooms  deep,  of  which  the  centre  room  is  as  dark  as 
pitch ;  and  the  luxurious  little  yards  have  also  been  bricked  up.  Scarce  a 
grape-vine,  scarce  a  rose-bush  is  to  be  seen  within  the  precincts.  As  to 
what  are  called  Parks,  there  are  none  of  any  extent.  They  are  but  nurse- 
ries on  a  larger  scale,  to  which  the  children  remove  their  toys  on  a  sun-shinj 
day.  They  are  little  square  patches  of  Goo-made  earth,  surrounded  north, 
east,  south,  and  west  by  the  domains  of  Mammon.  Nor  has  rus  in  urbe  any 
reference  to  the  show  of  flowers  which  are  exhibited  in  windows,  or  in  ball- 
rooms, or  dispensed  in  divers  places  by  those  peculiar  genii  called  "bouquet- 
men  ;  nor  to  any  bad  and  obvious  pun  about  the  Buss  pavement  which  is 
laid  between  two  beds  of  mortar.  Nor  can  it  be  said  that  a  simplici^  of 
manners  which  belongs  to  the  Green-Mountains,  or  to  the  eastern  end  of 
Long-Island,  or  to  Sqiiam  Beach,  has  lately  been  transferred  to  this  exorbi- 
tant place,  so  as  to  make  one  realize  that  he  is  among  the  children  of  nature. 
Far  from  it  From  the  bhizc  boy  up  to  the  big  buck,  who  swells  out  and 
walks  in  striped  breeches,  of  which  it  takes  two  men  to  complete  the  pattern, 
and  whose  whiskers  are  dyed,  they  have  altogether  strayed  away  from  the 
right  path.  It  is  next  to  impossible,  without  an  accomplished  knack  of  pidc- 
ing  and  stealing,  to  satisfy  the  voracious  demands  of  living  in  this  corrupt 
place.  You  must  not  look  here  for  ululating  doves  or  skipping  lamb-kins,  or 
or  the  pastoral  heart.     Here  are  no  chickens. 

^Chickens/  I  must  correct  that  Tt  is  the  very  point  to  which  I  am  com- 
ing. Never  were  so  many  collected  together  in  the  most  extensive  fivm- 
yard  in  the  whole  globe  as  lately  in  the  very  heart  of  this  great  city.  It  was 
the  strangest  anomaly  which  the  eye  ever  looked  on.    You  could  scarcdy 
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believe  your  creditable  cars  to  beai*  so  many  thousand  strong-lunged  roosters 
crowing  with  one  consent  on  Broadway !  The  Cock-and-Hen  convention, 
(to  which,  of  course,  you  know  that  I  now  refer,)  lately  convened,  really  beai 
every  thing  which  the  ingenuity  of  man  has  yet  contrived  in  this  conven- 
tion-loving age,  and  was  a  triumph  which  might  well  be  crowed  over  with 
the  utmost  lustiness. 

*  After  the  improvement  of  the  breed  of  men,  which  has  been  attempted 
with  indifferent  success  for  several  thousand  years,  the  next  experiment 
(which  succeeded  better)  was  made  upon  horses,  who,  by  means  of  racing, 
curry-combing,  oats,  and  one  thing  or  other  of  that  kind,  were  brought  to  a 
high  pitch  of  perfection ;  afterward  on  cows  and  horned  cattle,  who  increased 
in  form,  in  sleekness,  and  in  milk- giving  properties,  till,  finally,  the  attention 
of  Christian  farmer-gentlemen  settled  down  on  fowls  and  feathered  crea- 
tures.    (Fishes  are  to  come  next.) 

'  The  common  barn-yard  cock  has  not  degenerated,  it  is  supposed ;  but, 
nevertheless,  not  advanced  at  all  in  generous  quality  for  the  last  two  thou- 
sand years,  from  the  time  when  he  signalized  the  denial  of  Petek^  or  rather 
from  when  the  solitary  couple  of  the  species  took  a  sea-voyage  in  Noah's 
ark.  In  comb,  spurs,  top-knot,  and  strength  of  crowing,  he  has  been  about 
the  same,  standing  erect  in  a  sort  of  pride  and  nobility  which  have  not  de- 
cayed, and  casting  about  the  same  shadow  on  his  throne  — th&  dunghill. 
Excelsior  was  the  word. 

*  The  first  emigration,  as  usual,  began  from  the  East.  The  Orientals  are 
magnificent  and  showy ;  they  are  proud  and  stately,  indolent  and  exclusive. 
The  law  of  their  country  has  hitherto  been  to  stay  at  home.  But  great  com- 
motion has  been  lately  excited  at  Shanghai.  The  inroads  of  barbarians  have 
shown  the  latter  to  have  better  pluck,  and  have  destroyed  the  prestige  of 
the  old  dynasties.  For  the  first  time  since  the  great  deluge  in  China,  trow- 
sers  begin  to  travel  Eastward,  and  fowls  in  pantalettes  appear  in  these  parts. 
It  is  a  good  thing  both  for  East  and  "West. 

*  It  was  a  novel  idea,  certainly,  to  bring  the  cackolds  from  every  part  of 
creation  into  amicable  convention.  The  effect  of  it  was  sublimely  ludicrous 
to  the  unfeathered  bipeds,  while  the  excitement  among  the  downy  people 
reached  the  most  intense  pitch.  The  Shanghai,  and 'Cochin-China,  Brama- 
Pootra,  and  Chittagong,  Black  Spanish  and  Dorking,  Buck's  County  and 
Earl  Derby,  Mexican,  Guinea,  Sea-Bright,  and  Common  Bantam,  and  last, 
not  least,  the  ordinary  barn-yard  fowl,  forgot  all  sectional  differences,  and 
sang  a  chorus  unparalleled  since  the  round  world  was  made.  Barnum's 
Curiosity  Shop  became  the  scene  of  a  still  greater  curiosity.  The  bearded 
lady  and  the  petrified  man.  Queen  Adelaide's  carriage  and  the  Sea-Tiger, 
Thomas  Thumb  and  the  Happy  Family,  the  Giraffes  and  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, the  living  skeleton  and  the  woolly  horse,  and  other  things  too  nume- 
rous to  mention,  which  are  to  bo  seen  in  that  wonderful  depository,  sank  into 
utter  insignificance  from  the  great  attraction  of  this  immense  family  of  barn- 
yard fowls.  Many  examined  the  points  of  a  fine  rooster  with  the  same  inter- 
est as  they  would  those  of  a  Durham  bull,  and  admired  a  beautiful  hen  as 
they  would  an  Ayrshire  cow.  The  birds  appeared  under  many  disadvan- 
tages.    The  accommodations  were  limited,  and,  for  the  most  part,  already 
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appropriated.  The  mr  was  heated,  and  the  crowd  drawn  together  from  city 
and  country  immense.  The  roosters  could  not  strut  in  their  narrow  cages. 
It  was  a  bad  place  both  to  cackle  and  to  crow  in ;  yet  these  vocal  exorcises 
were  performed  from  morning  to  night  with  the  most  astounding  clTect 

*In  the  course  of  the  exhibition  many  excellent  speeches  were  made, 
which  were  Tociferously  responded  to  by  all  the  bipeds.  Among  other 
things,  it  was  proposed  that  the  Orientals  of  every  kind  should  be  hereafter 
known  under  the  designation  of  Shanghais,  which  resolution  was  carried,  & 
few  bantams  voting  feebly  in  the  negative ;  but  the  Shanghais,  led  on  by  the 
noble  cocks  Melville  and  Beneventaxo,  spoke  out  with  a  tremendous  cock-a- 
doodle-doo  !  which  was  enough  to  wake  up  the  dead  in  St.  Paul's  Church- 
yard. At  last  tlie  meeting  adjourned,  after  voting  that  all  the  eggs  which 
had  been  laid  during  the  week  should  be  given  to  the  poor.     Good  I 

*  Wlien  the  next  Cock-and-llen  Convention  shall  be  convened,  we  shall 
look  for  still  farther  development  of  the  breeds.  In  the  mean  time,  let  the 
owners  of  henneries  be  of  good  cheer.  Have  a  sharp  look  out  for  the 
chicken-stealers ;  keep  j'our  fowls  clean,  feed  them  well,  make  their  nests 
of  moss,  give  them  unslaked  lime,  airy  habitations,  pure  water ;  read  the 
volume  of  Mr.  Abijau  Cock,  and  see  what  can  be  done  during  the  coming 
year,  in  this  important  branch,  for  the  enrichment  of  the  nation,  and  the 
common  weal. 


Brillat-Savakix:  *JEsTnEncs  of  the  Table.' — With  a  loud  voice  we  de- 
sire to  utter  the  cry,  ^Peccavif  That  we  should  have  forgotten  our  friend 
*  Caiu/s'  article  entitled  ^ Table  JKathetics'^  —  say  rather  that  wo  should  not 
have  rcmcmhcrcd  it — while  writing  the  notice  of  Savakin's  book;  that  wo 
should  not  have  recollected  that  the  great  gourmet  liad  been  among  us,  as 
recorded  in  the  very  elaborate  and  well-digested  paper  in  question,  is,  to  say 
the  least,  surprising :  wherefore,  for  this  *  short  coming '  of  our  memory  we 
cry  ^Mt'ii  maxima  culpa  ! '  and  *  throw  ourselves  upon  the  mercy  of  the  court' 
But  read  our  friend's  letter : 

'  20,  Rue  JJarbet-de-Jouy,  ParU,  February  2S,  IfAL 

*  Deak  Kxick.  : 

*  I.ra  abscDs  ont  toujoura  tort.' 

*  TuE  proverb  may  be  truer  in  French  than  in  some  other  languages,  but  it  is  tolerably 
pertinent  in  all.  Frequently  of  late  has  it  recurred  to  me,  owing  to  the  non-appearanoe 
of  the  KxicKERitocKEK  in  these  parts;  and  when,  at  last,  the  January  number  turned 
up,  it  ajipeared  tliat  you  had  been  forgetting  old  friends  in  more  ways  than  one.  For 
there,  in  black  and  white,  was  to  be  found  this  confession :  '  It  is  a  curious  circnmstsnce, 
of  which  until  now  we  were  ignorant,  that  Savaiun  was  a  political  exile  in  America,' 
etc.  '  L  'ntil  noir  tec  were  igjwrunt !  *  0  Knick.,  it 's  too  bad  of  you  I  Ifate  you  forgot- 
ten that  article  I  wrote  you  in  1848  about  Brillat>Savarik,  wherein  was  pointed  ont^ 
with  becoming  emphasis,  the  extreme  modesty  of  the  distinguished  exile,  wherel^y  as 
ho  says,  he  made  himself  so  popular  among  us,  namely,  pretending  not  to  be  detent 
than  the  America ns^  {n^ avoir  plus  (Tettpi'it  qiCeuxt) 

*  Perhaps  you  liave  forgotten  it ;  and  i>erhaps  you  may  say  to  me,  or  some  of  your  read- 
ers fur  yuu :  '  Here  is  Knick.  receiving  barrels  of  mss.  every  week  from  aJl  parts  of 
the  civilized  world ;  publishing  thirty  articles  a  month,  to  say  nothing  of  the  unpnb- 
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lished  and  unpublishable  ones;  do  you  think  he  recollects  what  you  or  any  one  else 
wrote  him  six  years  ago  ?  *  To  which  I  must  answer  as  Lord  Londonderry  did  to  the 
British  Ambassador  at  Constantinople.  Lord  Londonderry  (his  name  is  Van«  Lon- 
donderry, a  name  phuseij  and  not  theseif  as  the  Greeks  used  to  say)  being  at  Constan- 
tinople, wanted  to  see  all  the  lions  there,  and  among  other  things  to  be  presented  to 
the  Sultan  ;  and  asked  the  British  Ambassador  accordingly : 

*  *  My  dear  Lord  Londonderry,'  said  the  Ambassador,  *  the  operation  is  both  difficult 
and  dangerous,  beside  being  unusual ;  it  is  customary  to  make  presents  to  the  SnLTAN, 
but  not  presentations :  as  a  general  rule,  I  do  n't  introduce  any  body.* 

*  *  My  dear  Lord,*  (whatever-his-name-was,)  said  Londonderry,  *  I  am  not  any  body, 
and  am  not  subject  to  general  rules.* 

'  So  I  say  fearlessly  that  I  am  not  subject  to  general  rules,  and  still  less  was  the  sub- 
ject of  that  article.  For  were  we  not  both  interested  therein,  with  the  interest  that  comes 
from  knowledge  and  appreciation  ?  Were  not  the  observations  of  Brillat-Savarin 
TesWy phonanta  synetoisin  in  our  cose?  Was  it  not  almost  the  very  last  thing  I  did  in 
America  to  partake  of  your  hospitality,  in  company,  I  recollect,  with  that  illustrious 
man,  the  editor  of  the  Bunkum  Flag-Staffs  when  we  discussed  various  ways  of  cooking 
oysters,  and  oysters  cooked  in  various  ways  ? 

*  Well,  I  remember  the  article,  at  any  rate,  if  you  do  n*t ;  and  all  the  origin  and  get- 
ting-up  of  it ;  how  I  was  reading  Brillat-Savarin  in  the  library  of  Henry  Brevoort, 
{sit  ei  t^rra  Uvis  !)  and  casually  observed  to  him  that  it  would  be  a  good  theme  for  a 
magazine  paper;  how  he  happened  to  meet  you  next  day,  and  made  the  same  observa- 
tion ;  and  how  the  day  after  came  to  me  a  little  note  from  your  *  sanctum,* 

*  *  Dear  B :  Wlien  will  that  article  of  yours  on  Brillat-Savarin  be  ready  ? ' 

which  sudden  taking  me  up  on  a  barely  expressed  opinion  without  any  intention  involved, 
did  not,  nevertheless,  surprise  me  in  the  least ;  for  we  were  used  to  that  sort  of  thing. 
Did  n*t  DuYCKiNCK  —  peace  to  the  manes  of  the  Literary  World  !  how  much  of  ours 
and  our  friends  lies  buried  with  it !  that  *s  always  the  way ;  *  I  never  had  a  dear  gazelle,' 
etc.,  but  it  was  sure  not  to  pay  expenses  and  stop  publication,  as  Dick  Swivelleb 
might  say  —  didn't  Duyckinck  use  to  stop  me  in  the  street  and  order  an  article  on  Me- 
NANDER,  for  instance,  without  waiting  to  ascertain  whether  I  had  ever  read  the  classic 
in  question?  Then  he  would  add,  by  way x)f  irresistible  clincher,  'You  know  you're 
the  only  man  that  can  do  it,'  a  sort  of  panegyrical  ellipsis  for  *you  know  you  're  the 
only  man  that  will  do  it  without  a  con-side-ra-tion.'  So  being  nstdi  to  that  sort  of  thing, 
we  went  to  work  with  a  will,  and  were  a  full  week  polishing  up  the  article  to  the  best 
of  our  small  ability.  And  when  it  came  out  in  the  full  glory  of  Knick.'s  best  tvpe,  all 
our  aesthetic  friends  did  us  the  honor  to  —  say  they  would  look  at  it;  and  the  fame  of 
it  spread  so  far  in  a  certain  circle  that  old  Bacchus,  who  had  never  been  known  to  go 
to  any  great  expense  for  literature,  actually  offered  to  —  read  the  magazine  if  I  would 
send  him  a  copy;  whereupon  I  incontinently  told  him  that  he  might  go  to  the  —  club, 
and  read  it  there. 

'But  aft43r  all,  it  is  as  well  that  periodical  literature  should  be  forgotten  from  season 
to  season ;  it  gives  the  same  things  a  chance  of  being  said  more  than  once.  Not  that 
I  have  any  intention  of  so  doing,  or  of  inflicting  any  r(/a<?i«i«n/o  of  that  article  on  you; 
but  the  mention  of  Brillat-Savarin  naturally  suggests  some  reflections  on  his  speci- 
ality to  one  dwelling  in  the  scene  of  his  most  brilliant  labors ;  where,  indeed,  you  are 
continually  reminded  of  him  by  the  sight  or  other  experience  of  a  cake  that  bears  his 
name  — just  as  Chateaubriand,  another  great  celebrity  in  his  way,  is  immortsdized  in 
a  particular  description  of  beef-steak,  one  of  twice  the  usual  thickness. 

*  It  is  very  easy  to  sneer  at  the  art  of  table-ssthetics,  and  not  difficult  to  sermonize 
against  it,  which  does  not  in  the  least  prevent  its  being  a  valuable  product  and  adjunct 
of  civilization.  Having  on  the  already-referred-to  former  occasion  fully  set  forth  the 
economical  advantages  derived  from  a  knowledge  of  the  art,  I  shall  now  pass  over  that 
head  alcco  pede.  As  to  the  physical,  it  is  obvious  that  well-cooked  dishes  are  more 
digestible  and  nourishing  than  imperfectly  cooked  ones,  not  to  speak  of  the  fearful 
stimulus  given  to  intemperance  in  liquor  and  immoderate  use  of  tobacco  by  unwhole- 
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some  and  unsatisfactory  dinners.  The  temperance  of  the  French  is  almost  prorerbU. 
Still  greater  are  the  social  benefits  resultinpf  from  our  art  For  how  much  ill-temper, 
hatred,  envy,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness  are  the  cooks  of  the  Great  Republic  ac* 
countable !  I  am  sure  that  the  good  folks  who  like  to  vent  their  spite  upon  us  absentees 
would  be  in  better  humor  if  they  had  better  dinners.  What  has  increased  the  profusion 
and  waste  of  our  entertainments  till  fashionable  society  has  degenerated  into  a  mere 
round  of  showy  restaurant  dinners  and  suppers  ?  what  more  than  the  impossibility  of 
giving  quiet  little  dinners  and  suppers  from  one's  own  kitchen?  How  many  Gotham- 
ites  would  dare  ask  a  friend  to  take  pot-luck  with  them  at  an  hour's  notice,  and  how 
many  friends  would  dare  to  accept  such  an  invitation?  Here  it  is  nothing  uncomnum, 
which  is  enough  to  account  for  ttochti/  In^iug  more  sociahU, 

*  *  AVhut/ says  some  indignant  moralist,  'do  you  meau  to  hold  up  French  societj  ■■  a 
pattern  to  us  virtuous  republicans  ?  * 

*By  no  means,  my  friend,  not  as  a  general  rule;  only  in  this  particular.  But  if  any 
man  seriously  thinks  that  the  immorality  of  the  French  is  owing  to  their  knowin^if  how 
to  cook  good  dinners,  and  cat  them  when  cooked,  why  then,  in  the  words  of  Thuct- 
DiDES,  '  1  felicitate  him  ou  his  simplicity,  but  do  not  commend  his  cleverness.'  Too 
might  with  as  much  reason  attribute  it  to  their  temperance.  A  certain  amount  of  phy- 
siological c:ise  might  be  made  out  for  that  paradox.  A  more  plausible  objection  may 
be  started.  I  may  be  reminded  that  the  English,  who  are  the  greatest  people  in  the 
world,  excepting,  of  course,  the  Americans,  and  the  finest  and  healthiest-lookinj( people 
in  the  world,  not  excepting  even  the  Americans,  are  far  behind  several  European 
nations  in  all  arts  pertaining  to  cookery.  The  objection  looks  formidable.  But  let  oa 
*  discriminate  the  difference,'  as  a  logical  friend  of  mine  used  to  say  before  entering^into 
any  discussion.  Let  us  look  at  the  question  from  all  its  points  of  view.  The  English 
are  gross  and  careless  feeders  just  as  they  are  aipacious  and  indiscriminate  drinkan^ 
Their  moist  climate  and  tlic  <jratt  quantity  nf  optn-air  €Jrer<'ii<c  tJiet/  talf,  enable  them  to 
consume,  without  injury,  a  great  amount  of  heavy  viands  and  strong  potables.  Bat 
the  diet  that  an  Knglishumn  can  thrive  on  in  his  own  country,  would  be  ruinous  to 
American,  or  even  to  an  Englishman  in  America.  The  liquids  which  the  former 
imbibe  like  water  would  set  the  latter  on  fire;  the  solids  which  nourish  the  one  wonld 
indUjitt  (to  coin  a  Gallicism.)  the  other.  It  is  ver^'  doubtful  if  our  climate  aUotrs  as 
much  exercise  as  that  of  England,  and  quite  certain  that  it  does  not  tuctwratje  as  mudi. 
Our  people,  therefore,  require  abutter  system  of  cookery  than  the  English.  All  the 
rofmemeuls  of  the  table,  it  is  snid,  are  mere  creatures  of  an  artificial  state  of  sodety. 
Very  true ;  so  are  all  rotinemouts  and  improvements  in  dress,  in  domestic  architecture^ 
in  ail  the  comforts  of  nuiterial  civilization  as  distinguished  from  intellectual  cultivation. 
Is  that  a  reason  for  despising  them?  A  celebrated  novelist  has  drawn  an  amnsing  pi(y 
ture  of  Adam  and  Evu's  pen)lexity  and  discomfort  when  transported  to  a  well-spread 
modern  dinner-table ;  but  would  they  not  bo  eriually  peri>lexed  at  any  tailor's  or  dreM- 
maker's,  or,  for  that  matter,  inside  of  any  modem  house?  If  the  example  of  our  first 
parents  is  a  precedent  for  going  back  to  a  fruit  and  cold-water  diet,  it  will  equally  justify 
us  in  adopting  their  very  primitive  toilette,  or  in  *  camping  out'  instead  of  sleeping  on 
comfortable  beds  under  a  weather-tight  roof. 

'  No  doubt  there  is  a  certain  amountjof  fashion  and  custom  in  table-aesthetics,  as  there 
is  in  almost  every  thing,  from  crime  to  mathematics ;  and  these  fashions  and  customs 
change  from  time  to  time.  In  Dean  Swift's  day  (as  we  learn  from  his  PoiiU  (3mMr- 
tation)  the  English  used  to  cat  soup  in  the  middle  of  the  dinner,  which  mores  Thackb- 
rat's  wonder  exceedingly.  *  What  sort  of  society  could  it  have  been  ?  *  he  asks  with 
natural  astonishment  And  yet  fish,  which,  according  to  Tdackbrat's  countrymen  and 
ours,  comes  the  very  next  to  soup,  has  not  yet  hod  its  place  perfectly  defined  on  conti- 
nental tables.  The  French  used  to  eat  it  after  the  cntrcf*  and  just  before  the  roast, 
although  most  of  them  have  now  adopted  the  Angli>-Saxon  onler.  But  perhaps  Thacx- 
ERAT  would  be  somewhat  surprised  if  he  were  told  that  in  a  part  of  his  own  county,  at 
the  present  day,  soup  is  eaten  after  meat,  namely,  at  the  Pensioner's  table  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  where  probably'  TnACKERAY  ate  it  so  himself  in  his  undergraduate 
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dajrs.  The  reason  assigned  to  me  for  this  practice  was,  that  the  meat  being  put  upon 
the  table  at  the  beginning  of  dinner  would  grow  cold  if  not  eaten  first,  while  the  soup, 
being  an  extra,  might  be  ordered  hot  from  the  kitchen  at  any  stage  of  the  repast.  It  is 
not  every  custom  that  can  give  so  good  a  reason  for  itself. 

*But  TnACKERAY  was  right  in  his  question.  It  is  strictly  philosophical  to  begin  a 
dinner  with  soup,  as  it  obviates  the  necessity  for  drinking,  which  many,  perhaps  most 
persons,  feel  at  the  commencement  of  a  meal.  The  preliminary  whet  of  oysters,  like 
the  cTiasse  after  the  coffee,  must  be  considered  an  over-refinement  of  luxury  only  suited 
to  great  occasions,  and  not  to  the  dinner  of  every-day  life. 

'And  similarly,  I  believe  that  most  of  the  rules  of  a  scientific  and  aesthetic  dinner 
may  be  explained  and  defended  as  bona  in  se,  and  not  arising  from  any  caprice  of  fashion. 
Thus,  to  take  a  fundamental  principle  —  the  division  into  courses  —  eating  one  thing  at 
a  time  instead  of  every  thing  in  a  heap  —  does  it  not  commend  itself  to  the  educated 
man's  finer  feelings  instinctively?  There  is  much  barbarism  anent  this  matter  in  our 
country ;  not  merely  in  the  frontier  regions  of  it,  either.  One  of  my  first  experiences  in 
New-England,  when  a  lad  of  sixteen,  was  dining  out,  and  having  seven  kinds  of  meat 
and  vegetables  clapped  upon  my  plate  at  once.  Probably  my  hosts  thought  it  rather  a 
proof  of  their  civilization.  I  recollect  once  talking  to  the  'gentleman '  who  interpreted 
for  some  travelling  Indian  chiefs.  He  said  that  these  sons  of  the  forest  had  many 
habits  diiTcrent  from  those  of  civilized  people ;  for  instance,  they  only  took  one  kind  of 
food  on  their  plate  at  once  when  dining.  Poor  man !  he  little  guessed  that  his  barbar- 
ous charges  resembled,  in  this  respect,  the  most  refined  inhabitants  of  the  French  capi- 
tal, who  would  have  put  him  down  for  any  thing  but  a  civilized  man  if  they  had  seen 
him  eat. 

'  For  my  part,  I  thoroughly  believe  that  the  dinner-cooking  and  dinner-giving  arts 
have  arrived  at  a  state  much  nearer  the  perfection  of  reason  and  common-sense  than 
many  other  arts  of  modem  society ;  much  nearer  than  that  of  dress,  for  instance. 
What,  I  wonder,  will  some  future  and  wiser  generation  think  of  our  ladies'  low-necked 
ball-dresses,  whether  as  regards  decency,  comfort,  or  symmetry  ?  What  of  the  street- 
sweeping  skirts?  What  will  it  think  of  that  acme  of  inaptitudes,  the  common,  domes- 
tic masculine  hat?  You  may  hear  men  wishing  to  live  to  or  through  some  great  epoch 
till  the  next  French  Revolution  but  three;  or  till  Macaulat  has  finished  his  history,  or 
till  the  conversion  of  the  South-Sea  Islanders.  I  should  like  to  live  to  see  the  conversion 
of  the  civilized  world  —  from  the  absurdity  of  the  present  civilized  hat. 

*Some  of  the  varieties^in  the  table-ajsthetics  of  different  countries  may  be  easily  ac- 
counted for  by  the  different  capacities  and  temperaments  of  nations.  Thus,  the  genial 
Anglo-Saxon  custom  of  post-prandial  sedenints  would  be  perilous  to  the  Gaul,  who  is  so 
light-headed  as  to  be  unequal  to  combining  the  usual  consumption  of  wine  on  such 
occasions  with  the  equilibrium  necessary  for  the  drawing-room  afterward.  So,  too,  in 
the  distribution  of  wines  during  dinner.  Anglo-Saxons  begin  with  champagne  after 
the  soup,  or  at  latest  after  the  fish,  reserving  the  claret  for  the  close  of  the  banquet ;  in 
France  it  is  not  uncommon  to  drink  the  best  Bordeaux  in  the  earlier  stages  of  the  din- 
ner, and  only  open  a  bottle  of  champagne  just  before  the  dessert.  Each  custom  is  in 
accordance  with  the  character  of  the  people  that  follows  it.  The  Anglo-Saxon,  grave 
and  phlegmatic,  is  ex/ated  to  a  proper  spirit  and  liveliness  by  the  early  introduction  of 
the  champagne,  which  would  make  the  Frenchman  too  gay  before  the  close  of  the  din- 
ner; lie  goes  on  upcn  his  own  natural  spirits  and  the  quieter  red  wines,  till,  when  tired 
of  talking  and  eating,  a  glass  or  two  of  the  sparkling  beverage  winds  him  up  and  sets 
him  going  again. 

*  One  thing  I  never  could  account  for —  the  German  habit  of  eating  sweet  puddings 
before  the  roast  Most  dietetic  barbarisms  can  be  explained.  When  the  Down-Easter 
or  Backwoods-man  heaps  from  six  to  sixteen  different  viands  on  his  plate  at  once,  it  ex- 
emplifies his  promiscuous  acquisitiveness  and^indiscriminating haste.  But  the  German 
mind  is  orderly  and  logical ;  how  could  it  have^admitted  the  solecism  of  the  misplaced 
puddings  ? 

*  Although  self-debarred  at  the  outset  from  dwelling  on  the  economic  side  of  the  sub- 
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jccty  I  cannot  help  remarking  bow  much  of  the  animal  and  r^petable  world  is  wasted  in 
various  countries  through  culinary  ignorance.  The  English  use  buckwheat  onlj  to  feed 
pheasants,  being  utterly  unaware  what  excellent  pan-cakes  it  affords.  Some  European 
nations  arc  equally  ignorant  of  the  pumpkin's  utility  for  human  sustenance.  We 
Americans  make  a  very  inferior  pie  of  it,  tasting  something  like  wet  ginger-bread  — a 
dish  the  oflfapring  of  necessity  in  the  infancy  of  New-England  when  the  unfortunate 
inhabitants  had  nothing  else  to  moke  pies  of,  and  which,  with  their  usual  cyenan9er{f^ 
imj  proi)enrtity  —  that  is  to  say,  their  hubit  of  making  swans  out  of  geese — they  hare 
imposed  u|H)n  the  Union  at  large,  as  something  not  only  eatable,  but  palatable.  The 
French  buve  put  the  vegetable  to  its  right  use :  they  make  a  most  delicious  soup  of  it* 

'  I  fancy,  too,  that  many  ripe  iigs  must  be  wasted  in  our  Southern  States.  Now  the 
Southern  French  have  a  way  of  preserving  theirs.  Dismiss  from  your  mind,  I  b^  of 
you,  uU  ideas  of  the  Eastern,  drum-packed,  flat-pressed,  mitc-nourishing  commodity. 
Ni>,  these  figs  (they  arc  large  green  ones,  like  the  best  Italian)  are  round  and  swelling 
slighlly  candied  on  the  outside,  yet  not  so  as  to  disguise  entirely  their  native  emerald 
hue ;  all  fresh  and  luscious  inside  with  oil  their  original  juices  —  a  delight  of  children, 
and  not  to  be  despised  by  parents.  The  sellers  of  comestibles  call  thorn  golden  Jigs 
(Ji'Jifo*  tVorj)  and  they  well  merit  the  appellation. 

Terhaps  some  of  your  unsophisticated  country  readers  may  imagine  that  I  am  going 
to  enlarge  on  the  value  of  Xhefnuj  as  an  article  of  food,  for  it  is  one  of  our  popular  ddn- 
eioiis  (derived  from  the  English,  who  have  long  since  outgrown  it)  that  this  amphibious 
animal  is  a  usual  and  favorite  Parisian  pint.  I  fancy  you  would  be  as  likely  to  see  a 
i-'jl-au-cuit  de  (jrcnouille  at  a  French  restuunint  as  a  colt-steak  or  rattlesnake  firicanee 
at  (juc  of  our  hotels.  Yet  truth  compels  me  to  say  that  I  once  heard  a  Frenchman  (he 
was  an  oflicer  and  a  gentleman,  and  belonged  to  the  aristocratic  faubourg  aSC.  Gemunut) 
boast  of  having  eaten  a  dish  which  throws  all  possible  frogs  into  the  shade ;  to  wit,  a 
fox  !  lie  said  it  tasted  like  ijame^  only  mort  no  !  I  suspect,  however,  that  he  was  joking. 
AVe  had  been  talking  of  unusual  meats,  and  I  mentioned  having  eaten  J9f<z<»c2;  andMsmk 
lie  probably  thought  I  was  quizzing  hiui,  and  wanted  to  cap  my  story. 

'And  now  this  indefinite  letter  has  rambled  on  far  enough.  Vale  vivt  que  Kxicsc, 
which  means,  may  you  live  a  thousand  years,  and  always  have  a  good  cook. 

*  Cakl  Beksos.* 


The  Late  Senator  Ciiaultox.  —  We  have  mentioned  the  death  of  Hon. 
RoiiKHT  M.  Charlton,  of  Georgia.  He  was  for  very  many  yearS|  and  almost 
up  to  the  time  of  his  death,  a  frequent  and  always  welcome  correspondent  of 
this  Magazine.  His  were  the  ^Papers  from  the  Port-Folio  of  a  Georgia 
lAiinjcr^  which  were  so  widely  copied  all  over  the  United  States.  Numerous 
poems  from  his  pen,  of  great  beauty  and  feeling,  also  appeared  in  these 
pages.  He  was  an  eminent  man  in  his  native  State.  At  the  ago  of  twenty- 
one  he  was  a  member  of  the  State  legislature ;  then  United  States  District 
Attorney;  and  at  twenty-seven.  Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  Georgia. 
He  was  twice  chosen  Mayor  of  Savannah,  and  was  at  last  a  Senator  of  the 
United  States.  All  these  trusts  he  discharged  with  the  strictest  fidelity* 
He  was  honored  and  beloved  while  living,  and  he  is  deeply  lamented,  now 
that  his  loss  is  seen  to  be  irreparable.  *  His  gentleness,  his  modesty,  his 
simplicity,  his  love  for  the  good,  the  beautiful,  and  the  true,  his  native  gen- 


*  SoMK  months  ago,  I  bad  the  i>1easure  (through  Colonel  Pobtse'S colmnns)  of  csDlogtbsIJnav 
('i.i'  11*8  attention  to  this  jnttage  ;  but  I  committed  a  slight  error  in  raying  that  it  was  to  be  prepwad 
like  any  other  vegetable  purU  aux  croutonit,    A  slight  additional  Inftudon  of  cream  is 
to  give  It  the  proper  richness  and  delicacy. 
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tility  and  refinement  of  thought,  his  belief  in  God  and  religion,  and  his  ven- 
eration for  all  things  sacred — all  these  beautiful  attributes  of  his  character 
shine  in  the  pages  he  has  left  behind  him ;'  but  it  is  only  his  family  who  can 
truly  feel  how  good  and  how  affectionate  a  spirit  has  passed  from  among 
us  to  return  *  nevermore.' 


Gossip  with  Headers  and  Correspondents. —  ^The  Last  Serenade,^  from 
our  friend,  Henry  P.  Leland,  Esq.,  is  a  capital  sketch ;  and  will  remind  the 
reader  of  the  old  Quaker,  who  addressed  the  leader  of  a  party  that  had  been 
long  serenading  his  handsome  daughter,  one  pleasant  night,  without  the 
slightest  response  from  the  dwelling,  in  these  words:  *  Friend,  thee  has  been 
singing  of  thy  *home,'  thy  ^ sweet  home*;  now,  if  thee  has  so  desirable  a 
[)lace,  why  does  n't  thee  go  to  thy  home? '  This  *  argument'  was  a  *  clincher,' 
and  the  serenading  party  departed : 

*  Tancred  Tubs  was  twenty-three  years  old,  possessed  of  a  fine  figure,  expressive  eyes, 
and  well-turned  legs,  the  contour  of  which  owed  their  development  to  bis  constant  zeal, 
ijis  undivided  attention,  his  love  for  the  polka.  We  speak  now  of  things  past.  When 
he  danced,  anatomists  gazed;  his  heart  was  completely  absorbed  in  his  legs;  they  were 
bewildered ;  they  proclaimed  it  a  disease,  the  diagnosis  of  which  they  took  down  to 
music. 

*But  our  hero  sung.  When  we  say  sung,  wo  don*t  mean  he  always  hummed  tunes 
to  wretched  accompaniments  on  bachelor  banjos  or  guitars:  not  He  sang  to  pianos 
played  by  light  or  dark-haired,  or  eyed,  ladies.  He  bad,  they  said,  a  great  volume  to 
his  voice;  and  they  all  read  in  it  and  found,  as  they  did  in  Alexander  Smith's  poems, 
much  sweetness.  So  the  reputation  of  our  Orpheus  was  as  wide  in  *  the  world '  around 
him,  as  his  of  Mythology,  only  it  wasnH  so  deep,  stopping  short  of  the  'Inferno.' 

*  Now  there  tarried  —  do  n*t  find  fault  with  this  word;  it 's  of  the  pure  Saxon  order 
of  verbal  architecture,  ecclesiastical  school  —  in  the  same  city,  and  at  the  same  time,  a 
street-singer,  who  was  bom  just  twelve  months  before  he  was  a  year  old,  in  a  town  with 
houses  in  it ;  and  this  was  all  he  knew  of  his  pedigree  or  parentage ;  when  asked  where 
his  home  was,  he  described  a  circle  round  him  with  his  right  arm,  and  said,  briefly, 

*  Ze-a-whirl,*  which  being  translated  means  *  the  world :  *  a  fine  house,  but  too  many 
occupied  rooms  in  it.  So  Ercole  —  for  he  was  an  every-day  character  enough  to  have 
a  name  hanging  to  him  like  a  bell-rope,  the  better  to  call  him  when  wanted  —  sang  night 
and  day  in  the  streets,  accompanied  by  a  female  page  who  bore  his  guitar;  for  he  told 
mo  once  in  lingua  franca f  *  that  it  was  all  he  could  do  to  carry  his  woes,  so  he  handed 
the  musical  instrument  over  to  one  whose  heart  was  not  so  heavy.'  Ercole  sang;  his 
jwngs  were  those  of  many  lands ;  and  he  had  learned  them  on  the  spot ;  so  his  memory 
was  like  a  musical  leopard-skin.  Most  of  all  languages  he  favored  the  Italian;  and  it 
favored  him,  bringing  in  money  to  his  pockets  as  fast  as  he  pushed  it  out  in  songs.  He 
sung  airs  from  all  the  operas,  except  the  *  Opera  Horatii ; '  it  had  n't  been  set  to  music 
then !  Often  on  a  summer  evening  I  've  heard  his  organ  (vocal)  squaures  off,  singing  in 
sonorous  voice  and  full,  some  favorite  air  perhaps  from  '  La  Favorita,'  or  an  extract  from 

*  The  Elixir  of  Love,*  vulgarly  called  *  L'Elisiro  d'Amore.* 

'But  where  is  Tubs?  He's  standing,  as  every  Tub  should,  on  his  —  dignity;  Music 
and  Dancing  acting  as  supporters  to  bear  him  on  in  'the  world.'  Tancrbd  has  met^ 
as  he  confidently  told  her  intimate  friend,  *  the  idol  of  his  soul ' —  he  did  n't  know  how 
idle  she  really  was  —  *  one  whom  he  could  love  with  all  the  fervor  of  his  heart ;  a  heart 
that  beats  for  her  alone,'  (regarding  her  fortune  and  herself  in  strict  combination ;)  and 
quite  a  number  of  other  epithets  equally  strange,  to  be  found  in  every  truly  romantic 
heart,  ditto  novel. 
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'  The  temple  of  Tub's  idol  was  in  one  of  the  third-storj  front-rooms  of  a  fashionable 
house,  at  the  west-end  —  the  idol  being  short  and  stout,  resembled  the  Chinese  Joss — so 
we  find  Tancrbd  worshipping  like  a  Pagan,  and  at  last  forgetting  all  Mow-flung'  me- 
thods, such  as  pens,  ink,  paper,  post-offices,  dispatches,  etc.,  he  determines  to  breathe 
his  lore  upon  the  air;  to  tell  her  how  much  he  suffered,  that  he  would  die  —  if  he  had 
added,  his  whiskers,  for  her,  he  M  hare  told  the  truth  —  in  plain  English,  he  intended  to 
serenade  her,  in  Italian  words  —  and  I  don't  know  what  kind  of  pronunciation. 

*  The  night  came.  Eleven,  twelve  o'clock  sounded,  and  Taxcrbd  beat  —  a  retreat 
from  his  chambers,  and  sail  led  ?  No !  let 's  say  '  tancreded '  out,  (he  had  a  walk  of  his 
own,)  with  his  guitar,  bent  on  'smashing'  his  idol  —  by  music. 

*Tink,  tink,  tingle-ingle-rungitty  dingle  boom!  Tung,  tung,  tung,  tung,  toooingl 
And  the  strings  were  screwed  up,  and  run  over. 

*  *  All  right,*  soliloquized  Tens ;  *  now  for  it !  * 

' '  Move  on,  there !  no  more  of  that  noise.    Did  n't  I  tell  you  last  night  '-^— 

*  *  Who  are  you  speaking  to ? '  said  Tibs. 

' '  Oh !  pardon.  Sir ;  thought  you  were  that  'ere  Dutchman  as  was  howling  'round 
here  last  night ;  so  dark  did  n't  see  \  was  a  gentleman.* 

*  And  on  moved  the  *  star.' 

'Tinkle,  inkle,  ing.    Once  more  Tibs  touched  the  guitar,  and  this  time  oommeiioed 

altusimo  voce, 

♦  * '  Vr  ran  oh  to  tca-sc  olo  L^auea. 
He  may  so  spear  a  lament  oh !  * 

and  had  advanced  thus  far  into  that  beautiful  air  from  Lucia,  and  was  just  out  of  air  in 
his  lungs,  when  he  heard  the  window  above  him  open.  lie  sang  with  renewed  anima- 
tion, 

* '  Yon  'd  ratha  mark  a  murmurcr !  * 

' '  So  I  had !  so  I  had ! '  said  a  voice  proeeeding  from  a  lady  of  undoubted  age,  in  an 
unmistakable  head-gear.  *So  I  had.  There's  three  cents  for  you,  good  man;  do  go 
.away  now ! ' 

•^  Tavcred  Tubs  was  found  next  morning  with  a  bloody  nose,  broken  guitar,  and  a 
"black  eye ;  also  a  gold  eagle  out  of  pocket. 

■'And  it  all  happened  thus:  Our  young  rebuffed  by  being  mistaken  for  a 'Dutch' street 
singer,  Itad  left  kis  idol's  house,  using  all  sorts  of  reversed  blessings,  when  who  shoolp 
he  hear  in  the  next  street,  but  that  identical  individual  singing,  if  he  could  bdicTe  his' 
ears,  the  identical  air  he  had  so  auspiciously  commenced,  by  being  told  'to  moTe  on- 
in  it!  Tubs  felt  like  a  Malay  about  to  run  a  'muck;'  he  gave  a  yell  and  pitched  into 
the  '  Dutchman  *  as  if  forty  centuries  were  looking  down  on  him.  That  Tulgarly-caned 
'  Dutchman '  was  Ercolb  ;  and  thirty  years  spent  among  all  sorts  of  loafers,  in  every 
cotmtry  of  Europe,  had  taught  him  the  art  of  self-defence  to  perfection.  He  polished 
down  Tubs  in  a  few  minutes,  and  lefl  him  in  charge  of  a  'star,'  who  politely  offered  to 
escort  him  home ;  which  Taxcred  refused,  saying  ho  '  was  n't  at  all  intoxicated,  bat 
proposed  getting  so  at  once.'  So  the  '  star '  went  to  light  the  way  to  an  oyster-cellar, 
and  they  made  a  time  of  it.  Tancred  Tubs  that  night  lost  his  voice,  and  has  nerer  been 
able  to  find  it  since.    REQUiEacAT  ix  Pace.* 

*  Colonel  Pipes'  has  sent  us  from  California  An  amusing  Icttcr-presg  sheet, 
centaininp;  ^ The  Miners^  Ten  Commandments^  surmounted  by  a  capital  en- 
graving, representing  an  elephant  pointing,  with  his  tusks  and  trank,  to  a 
copy  of  them,  affixed  to  a  tree.  The  commandments  arc  thus  introdaced : 
*  I  am  a  miner,  who  wandered  *  from  away  down-east,'  and  came  to  sojourn 
in  a  strange  land  and  *  see  the  elephant.'    And  behold,  I  saw  him,  and  bear 

♦  Vkbrano  a  te  snll  'aura 

'    1  mlt»l  soflpiri  ardontl 

\^lIdRii  nel  mar  che  mormora,  etc.,  etc. 
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witness  that  from  the  key  of  his  trunk  to  the  end  of  his  tail,  his  whole  body 

has  passed  before  me ;  and  I  followed  him  till  his  huge  feet  stood  still  before 

a  rusty  clap-board  shanty ;  then,  with  his  trunk  extended,  he  pointed  to  a 

candle-card  tacked  upon  a  shingle,  as  though  he  would  say,  'Read,*  and  I  read.' 

AYe  quote  the  third,  fourth,  eighth,  and  ninth  commandments,  as  indicated 

by  *  the  elephant :  * 

'  Tiiou  shalt  not  go  prospecting  before  thy  claim  gives  out.  Thou  sbalt  not  take  thy 
inonej,  nor  ihy  gold  dust,  nor  thy  good  name,  to  the  gambling-table  in  vain ;  for  monte, 
twenty-one,  roulette,  faro,  lansquenet  and  poker,  will  prove  to  thee  that  the  more  thou 
puttest  down,  the  less  thou  shalt  take  up;  and  when  thou  thinkest  of  thy  wile  and 
children,  thou  shalt  not  bold  thyself  guiltless,  but  insane. 

'  Tnou  shalt  not  remember  what  thy  friends  do  at  home  on  the  Sabbath  day,  lest  the 
remembrance  may  not  compare  favorably  with  what  thou  doest.  Six  davs  thou  mayest 
dig  or  pick  all  that  thy  body  can  stand  under,  but  the  ofher  day  is  Sunday,  when  thou 
shalt  wash  all  thy  dirty  shirts,  dam  all  thy  stockings,  tap  all  thy  boots,  mend  all  thy  cloth- 
ing, chop  all  thy  whole  week's  fire-wood,  make  up  and  bake  thy  bread  and  boil  thv  pork 
and  beans,  that  thou  wait  not  when  thou  returnest  from  thy  long  tour,  weary,  ^'ot  in 
six  days*  labor  only  thou  canst  not  work  enough  to  wear  out  thy  body  in  two  years  : 
but  if  thou  workest  hard  on  Sunday  also,  thou  canst  do  it  in  six  months,  and  thou,  and 
thy  son,  and  thy  daughter,  thy  male  friend,  and  thy  female  friend,  thy  morals  and  thy 
conscience  be  none  the  better  for  it;  but  reproach  thee,  shouldst  thou  ever  return  with 
thy  worn-out  body^  to  thy  mother's  fire-side,  and  thou  strive  to  justify  thyself,  because 
the  trader  and  the  black-smith,  the  carpenter  and  the  merchant,  the  tailors,  Jews,  and 
buccaneers  defy  God  and  civilization  by  keeping  not  the  Sabbath  day,  and  wish  not  for 
a  day  of  rest,  such  as  memory,  youth,  and  home  made  hallowed. 

*  Tiiou  shalt  not  ^ick  out  specimens  from  the  companv  pan  and  put  them  in  thy  mouth 
or  in  thy  purse.  Neither  shalt  thou  take  from  thy  ca6in-mate  his  gold-dust  to  add  to 
thine,  lest  he  find  thee  out,  and  straightway  call  his  fellow-miners  together,  and  they 
hang  thee,  or  give  thee  fifty  lashes  and  two  hours  to  leave  the  country,  or  brand  thee 
like  a  horse-thief,  with  R  upon  thy  cheek,  to  be  '  known  and  read  of  all — Californiaus 
in  particular.  And  if  thou  steal  a  shovel,  or  a  pick  or  a  pan  from  thy  toiling  fellow- 
miner,  han^^ing  will  be  too  good  for  thee,  and  thou  wilt  be  Kicked  and  cowhided  for  thy 
pains,  and  lor  ever  hang  down  thy  head. 

*Tnou  shalt  not  tell  any  false  tales  about  *good  diggings  in  the  mountains '  to  thy 
neighbor,  that  thou  mayest  benefit  thy  friend  who  hath  mules  and  provisions  and  tools 
andbhinkets  he  cannot  sell ;  lest,  in  deceiving  thy  neighbor,  when  he  returneth  through 
the  snow,  with  naught  save  his  rifle,  he  preseuteth  thee  with  the  contents  thereof,  and 
like  a  dog  thou  shalt  fall  down  and  die.'  • 

Apropos  of  *  Colonel  Pipes  : '  our  musical  readers  must  purchase  of  Hall 
AND  Son  two  beautiful  songs  of  hisVhich  have  recently  been  published,  viz. : 
*  Come^  Sing  that  Song  Again^'  and  '  You  ^re  all  the  World  to  J/<?,'  both  charm- 
ing melodies,  with  graceful  and  appropriate  words.  *  The  Colonel '  poetizes 
with  much  skill.  Here  is  a  short  parody  of  his,  one  of  the  clever  *  Pipe- 
stems,'  which  he  is  in  the  habit  of  contributing  to  a  San  Francisco  daily 
journal.     It  *  illustrates '  the  attractions  of  the  *  Florence's  '  of  that  capital : 

'  I  'm  sitting  in  good  style.  Mart, 

With  the  hot  toast  by  my  side, 
A'  waitin'  for  a  pot  of  tea, 

And  a  couple  of  fresh  eggs  fried ; 
And  probably  some  batter-cakes, 

Some  roast  duck  and  some  corn, 
I  '11  call  for  ere  1  leave,  Mary, 

As  sure  as  you  are  born ! 

This  place  is  a  good  deal  changed.  Mart, 

For  in  Florence's  saloon 
You  can  now  get  what  you  call  for 

From  a  snipe  to  a  raccoon  I 
Mutton  chops,  fried  tripe,  dipped  toast  and  dry, 

A  sardine  or  a  hen. 
You  only  have  to  *  sing  out'  for. 

Then  cut — and  come  again ! ' 
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There  is  something  wicrd  and  solemn  in  the  following,  from  an  unknown 
correspondent.    At  first  it  seems  like  a  *  rush  of  blood  to  the  head :  * 

'BaouGHT  to  a  sick  bed,  a  few  weeks  ago,  by  exposure  to  cold  and  storm  in  attendin;; 
to  the  duties  of  my  profession,  I  was  disturbed,  one  night  in  particular,  bv  the  almoS' 
constant  attendance  in  my  room  of  the  most  diabolical,  as  well  as  the  most  uncouth  an 
ludicrous  shapes  and  figures,  that  ever  lent  disquiet  to  the  long  and  wakeful  hours  c! 
night,  to  which  the  sick  are  so  often  subjected.  Grim  giants,  tall  and  muscular,  marcbod 
to  and  fro  with  solemn  tread ;  distorted  countenances  laughed  and  leered  in  my  Terr 
face ;  the  '  sable  sons  of  Africa '  grinned  horribly  around  comers,  showing  long  rowii 
of  pearly  teeth,  in  contrast  with  faces  black  as  Erebus ;  well-known  companions  aod 
dear  friends  were  disfigured  by  bleeding  wounds,  or  with  eyes  hanging  like  great  red 
ulcers  upon  checks  white  as  marble ;  huge  bats  and  owls,  such  as  are  pictured  forth  in 
the  Knickerbocker,  perched  themselves  upon  the  coverlid,  or  flapped  their  wings 
mournfully  above  the  dim  taper  that  burned  in  my  chamber,  and  anon  were  changed 
into  demons  with  forked  tongues,  and  faces  that  chilled  the  blood  and  sent  terror  to  the 
heart ;  children  with  heads  vastly  disproportioned  to  their  limbs,  swung  to  and  fro  upon 
lines  stretched  across  the  room,  threw  somersets  in  the  air,  and,  alighting  upon  the 
floor,  were  metamorphosed  into  shapes  grotesque,  so  differing  from  any  thing  animate 
or  inanimate,  that  I  ever  saw,  read  of,  or  imagined,  that  description  would  be  impossible, 
or  entirely  fail  of  its  purpose ;  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  7«x>/>-jtw7-<'#,  bound  together  at  the 
top,  marched  en  (\'1irlor»y  with  all  the  stateliness  and  discipline  of  a  regiment  of  regulars; 
men,  hugely  tall,  stood  upon  elevated  platforms,  dressed  in  Quaker  coats  and  hats, 
motionless  as  death,  immovable  as  statues.  And  lost,  not  Ua«tf  came  the  great  Mack 
traveller,  with  his  cloven  foot  and  breath  of  flume,  who  flitted  across  my  vision  for  a 
moment,  and  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 

'  Of  a  sudden,  the  scene  changed.  As  by  the  wand  of  enchantment,  demons  and 
sprites,  and  things  horrible  and  di!«gnsting  departed,  and  close  by  my  bed-side,  so  that 
I  might  reucli  them  with  my  hand,  stood,  in  a  circle,  a  score  or  more  of  beings  dressed 
in  garments  '  whiter  than  snow,'  with  faces  beaming  with  love  and  beauty.  As  I  raised 
myself  in  bed,  the  circle  was  broken,  and  there  in  the  midst,  upon  a  little  couch,  lay  the 
dead  body  of  an  infant,  dressed  in  the  nibes  of  the  grave;  a  sweet  &ce,  smiling  in 
death,  and  lit  up  by  the  radiance  that  seemed  to  beam  forth  from  the  forms  of  the  sis- 
terhood of  angels  that  bent  over  the  sleeper.  Soon,  two  of  these  placed  their  arms 
beneath  the  dead  babe,  and  calmly  as  summer  zephyrs,  winged  their  way  upward,  fiir, 
fur  into  the  blue  vault,  followed  by  their  heavenly  companions,  in  their  ascent  forming 
a  cone  of  light,  and  purity,  and  loveliness,  enchanting  to  the  eye,  and  never  to  be 
forgotten. 

'A  few  nighfs  after,  our  own  babe,  ju?t  beginning  to  lisp  the  name  of  Mother,  and  to 
whom  our  hearts  were  bound  by  ties  such  as  a  parent  alone  can  feel  and  know,  was 
brought  to  me  sufTerinfr  from  sudden  illness.  A  few  days  of  intense  solicitude,  and  care, 
and  watchfulness,  durinp^  which  our  little  treasure  was  racked  with  spasms,  and  all 
was  over.  Just  as  the  morning  da^nied,  her  sad  moanings  were  hushed  in  that  sleep 
that  knows  no  waking;  and  we  hoped  thut  the  same  angelic  band  that  to  my  eye  hod 
Seemed  real  and  tangible,  had  borne  her  pure  spirit  to  the  presence  and  arms  of  lint 
who  said :  '  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  heaven.' 


1 1 


How  different  the  two  visions  I  -  -  -  *Did  you  ever  spend  a  March  in 
central  Jersey  ? '  writes  an  unknown  friend.  *  If  you  did  n*t,  you  can*t 
appreciate  what  is  meant  by  *  red  mud  —  Jersey  mud/  The  weather  is  dark, 
<lull,  damp,  drear}'-,  dripping,  and  dolorously  dreadful !  Up  the  street  and 
down  the  street^  *as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,'  *  mud — mud  —  mud  I '  BUt 
*  there 's  a  silver  lining;  to  every  cloud.'    Just  you  come  out  hero  in  June 
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and  such  a  Paradise  you  wonH  find  this  side  of  the  Euphrates.  Or,  wail  till 
August  Then  come  to  *  the  land  of  peaches,'  and  if  the  sights  you  shall 
sec  don't  make  your  mouth  water  and  your  eyes  laugh,  I  am  no  Jerseyman.' 
Thanks !  —  but,  not  to  anticipate,  we  fear  we  must  rely  upon  the  banks  of 
the  Hudson  for  our  summer  scenery,  and  upon  our  friend  Captain  HAGOERTy, 
of  the  Red-Bank  steamer,  for  our  annual  basket  of  the  sans-pareil  dainties 
of  the  Jersey  soil.  -  -  -  *  Mr.  Julius  Caesar  Hj^nnibal,'  the  colored 
*  Dow,  Jr.,'  of  the  New- York  ^Picayune^  continues  his  weekly  discourses. 
They  grow  more  and  more  quaint  and  characteristic.  He  chooses  his  themes 
with  a  general  regard  for  their  timeliness.  Thus,  the  *  Hen-Convention,'  at 
the  American  Museum,  suggested  to  his  comprehensive  and  original  mind 
a  consideration  of  ^De  Rooster,'*  Here  ensues  a  part  of  his  *  treatment '  of 
that  chivalric  bird : 

'Yon  will  find  de  subjick  on  which  I  spect  to  substract  m^r  cxaspcrashucs  discbenin, 
a  runnin'  round  cnny  ob  de  barn-yards  in  de  kedentry,  and  in  de  Koops  round  de  map- 
ket.  He  am  sumtimes  called  de  '  cock  *  by  pepil  wiio  call  tings  by  der  rite  names,  but 
dose  who  pride  demseflfs  on  bein'  extra  perhte,  call  him  db  RoosterI  De  reason,  I 
speck,  why  dey  call  him  dat,  am  bekase  he  will  roost  wid  de  hens  nites. 

'  De  Rooster  am  de  be  hen ;  and  aldo  he  lays  no  eggs,  nor  hatches  no  chickens,  enny 
boddy  wood  tiuk,  by  seeiu*  him  strut  round  de  barn-yard,  dat  he  laid  all  de  eggs,  and 
brought  up  all  de  chickens.  He  does  he  best  to  make  you  t'ink  dat  he  does  it  all ;  fur 
no  sooner  does  a  hen  drop  an  egg,  dan  he  sets  up  as  loud  a  cacklin*  as  de  hen  herseS^ 
in  order  to  pull  de  wool  ober  de  eves  ob  us  sitty  fellers,  and  make  us  beleve  he  done  it, 
when  he  am  no  more  capable  ob  doin*  de  same  dan  I  am.  How  much  like  sum  lazy 
husbands  in  dis  kongregashun,  I  cood  menshun,  who  let  der  wifes  do  all  de  work,  and 
take  car*  ob  de  family,  while  dey  do  all  de  cacklin'  1 


'  I  hab  seen  a  Brig-a-dig  (General  reviewin'  his  sogers  fur  de  fust  time.  I  hab  seea 
de  pollytishun  de  day  arter  he  was  'lected  alderman.  I  hab  seen  him,  ac^^in,  de  fuss 
day  he  entered  Congress.  I  hab  seen  de  new  recrute  on  he  fuss  parade  in  de  malishus; 
I  hab  seen  a  darkey  in  a  new  brass-buttoned  green  coat,  and  a  cullard  lady  in  a  new 
yeller  calico  frock ;  but  I  never  seed  enny  ting  nor  enny  body  so  killin*  pomptious  and 
prowd  as  de  old  Dunghill  Rooster,  when  he  wakes  he  brood  at  day-light  in  de  moruin" 
Avid  his  shrill  trump,  and  marches  dem  off  to  de  scratchin'  grounds ;  and  wo  be  to  de 
trange  rooster  dat  chances  to  make  a  call  on  he  nabor/  Talk  ob  'fuss  and  fedders  M 
•(iut  's  de  time  to  see  him  in  all  he  glory,  as  he  walks  sideways,  wid  one  wing  down  so  as 
to  hide  he  long  spurs,  and  he  hed  strate  out  afore  him,  up  to  de  stranger,  and  gibs  him 
XI  crack  side  hed  fur  he  imperence.  Take  de  Rooster  in  ue  marriage  relashon,  or  in  he 
single  blessedness,  and  he  am  about  as  sefi-satisfied  and  pomptious  as  a  monkey  in  a 
red  frock,  wid  he  mouf  full  ob  chessnuts,  and  a  box  ob  sugar-crackers  widin  he  reach. 
Wid  dese  reflecshuns,  we  luff  him  slide  dis  ebenin\' 

In  his  discourse  upon  ^ Polly- Tuhum^^  Mr.  Hannibal  is  very  'plain-spoken.' 
He  handles  the  subject  *  without  gloves,'  if  his  hands  are  black : 

'A  roLLT-TiSHUN  hab  no  opinions  ob  his  own ;  he  am  like  a  straw:  hold  him  up,  an' 
he  '11  p'int  w'ich  ebber  wiw  ae  wind  ob  pop'lar  'pinion  blows  him.  Ef  a  platform  breaks 
down,  it  don't  hurt  him^  for  he  am  like  a  cat  dat  allers  lites  on  its  feet ;  sr*  he  runs  rite 
up  on  anudder  wun,  an*  hoorays  as  ef  he  allers  belonc^  dere.  'Tween  'lecshun  times,  he 
is  quiet  'nnff,  like  an  ole  coon  asleep  in  de  top  ob  a  holler  tree,  libin'  on  his  fat;  but, 
wen  Mccshun  kums,  he  gets  livel>',  like  frogs  in  sprinff.    Den  he  gits  a  bank-note 


lie  'H  look  an'  talk  like  a  minister  in  a  camp-meetin' ;  meet  him  haf  an  'our  after,  talk- 
in'  to  sum  wild  feller,  an'  you  '11  hear  wurds  dat,  ef  dey  aio't  sweario*,  soun'  wery  much 
like  cussiu*. 

*His  nateral  home  am  de  top  ob  a  stump,  an*  he  keeps  to  it  so  long  sumtimes,  dat  he 
looks  as  ef  he  CTOwed  dar :  and  no  doubt  it  would  be  a  good  t'ing  ef  he  did.  But  he 
hates  to  get  off  it,  'kase  w  en  he  cums  doun,  he  's  no  bifftrer  dan  odder  pepil,  and  not  a 
bit  better,  nuther.  On  it,  he  gits  as  noisy  as  a  wind-mill,  an'  he 's  dnv'  by  the  same 
power — wind.    Wen  he  tauks  an^  ^rites^  he  idlers  picks  de  longest  words  out  ob  de 
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dick-shun-aiy,  to  kiver  up  his  idccs  like  wid  a  blanket ;  an'  it  'peers  as  dough  be  wa6 


contrary  tMnjET- 

*'Iiuut  religion  he  never  sez  much,  'ceptin' dat  'men  should  be  liberal  in  der& 
'pinions,*  which  he  is  hissc*f,  for  he  goes  to  ebbery  church  in  his  neighborhood  regulmr, 
and  beliebcs  in  'em  alt  alike. 

'  Wen  'lecshun  *8  ober,  he  grows  smarter  in  his  'pearance,  don't  ware  ole  bats  epnr 
more,  an*  puts  on  whole  trowserloons.  He  berrj  offen  gets  uncommon  short-sited 
aflor  dis  ei^'cnt,  and  can't  sec  dc  frens  dut  was  most* useful  in  getting  him  office.  To  be 
sure,  dey  deserve  it,  for  'sociatin'  wid  polly-tishuns,  an*  I  don't  pity  'em  cf  dey  m  ftwr- 
got.  SumtimcJi,  he  can't  el>en  *meniber  d*e  i)r(>mi8es  he  made  'fore  lecshun,  an*  ef  he 
do,  why  '  suckumstances  makes  it  unpossible  to  kumply.'^ ' 


r  » 


This  is  *  poetical  justice  I'  -  -  -  Thanks  to  * Pbilos' for  his  gratifying 
^Poetical  EpUtle  to  the  Editor,''  Such  tributes  cheer  us  onward^  and  give 
new  impulse  to  our  endeavors  to  (haerve  the  cordial  commendations  of  our 
friends.  -  -  -  Once  in  a  while  we  receive  a  letter  from  an  old  fiicnd, 
whiih  reminds  us  what  manner  of  a  boy  we  must  have  been  in  *  days  that 
were.'  A  young  lady,  whom  we  never  saw,  to  our  knowledge,  in  a  recent 
letter  inclosing  some  verses  for  the  Knickerbocker,  says :  *  You,  of  course, 

do  not  remember  the  timid  child  who,  while  visiting  at  Uncle  Y *s, 

through  iM^r  aunt  made  a  request  that  you  would  fly  your  kite  for  her  grati- 
fication; to  which  you  replied  that  *you  would  raise  the  kite  if  she  would 
*  raise  the  wind,'  the  lack  of  which  at  live  time  had  not  been  thought  of. 
You  won't  remember  this,  perhaps,  but  I  have  never  forgotten  it'  Also  an 
oM  and  esteemed  friend,  residing  near  *  the  spot  where  we  were  bom,*  in  a 
pk'a>nnt  epistle  accompanying  a  grateful  gift  of  a  barrel  of  choice  apples, 
(the  flavor  of  the  different  varieties  of  which  took  us  back  to  the  very  trees 

o!i  which  they  grew,)  records  this  reminiscence :  '  L ,  do  you  remember 

breaking  an  ear  of  corn,  one  night  at  a  husking-bee,  over  the  old  *  cocoa-nut* 

of  that  *  cross-patch,'   old  J ?     Ho  had  been  charging  you  with  not 

husking  your  stack  *  clean ;'  and  upon  your  replying  that  you  'husked  as 
(•lean  as  Jie  did,'  he  said,  *  if  you  could  find  an  ear  of  com  in  any  of  his 
husked  stacks,  you  might  l)reak  it  over  his  head.'  Soon  after  you  found  a 
sliort,  tough,  *  stubbed'  ear,  put  it  in  your  pocket,  crawled  into  his  stack, 
cjinic  out  with  it  trhnnphantly,  stripped  off"  the  husks,  while  the  old  man 
pulled  off*  his  hat,  and  you  *  payed  on'  with  the  butt  of  the  earl  I  remem- 
ber it  took  you  a  long  time  to  break  it !  I  suspect  you  must  have  had  some 
iu<iuc  against  him.'  We  did^  and  *fbr  cause.'  lie  deserved  all  he  got> 
and  more  too !  -  -  -  We  have  received  from  our  old  friend  James  Grakt, 
now  the  *  County  Register'  of  San  Francisco,  an  admirable  specimen  of  the 
pure  gold-quartz  of  California,  chastely  set  in  a  ring  of  the  finest  native  gold. 
Tt  is  very  beautiful,  and  greatly  admired  by  all  who  see  it.  -  -  -  A  kew 
work  is  in  the  press  of  Mr.  Charles  Scribner,  by  the  popular  author  of  the 
'  Up-Iiiter  Letters^  bearing  the  title  of  ^Crystaline^  or  the  Heireu  of  Fall- 
Do\rn  Castle,"*  We  have  read  a  portion  of  the  sheets,  and  can  assure  our  read- 
ers that  they  have  a  rich  and  pleasant  intellectual  repast  before  them.  It  will 
prove  a  very  popular  work.  -  -  -  *  One  day  last  fall,  a  mddy  Hibernian 
dame  was  seen  rushing  at  full  speed  to  the  Jersey  ferry,  crying  in  wild 
aecents  on  her  mother:  '0'  hone  !  my  inoiher  !  my  mother!^  arrested  the 
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attention  and  excited  the  lively  sympathy  of  the  passengers  about  to  embark 
on  the  boat ;  but  what  was  their  consternation,  when  they  beheld  the  dis- 
consolate woman  dash  forward  to  the  end  of  the  steamer,  and  leap  into  the 
flood !  Cries  for  assistance  immediately  arose :  *  A  plank ! '  *A  rope  I  *  *A 
boat ! '  met  a  ready  response.  Two  deck-hands  speedily  launched  a^oat, 
and  hastened  to  the  rescue  of  the  hapless  female,  who,  instead  of  sinking, 
according  to  the  usual  law  of  gravitation  on  such  occasions,  was  seen  buoyed 
bravely  up  by  her  expanded  garments,  and  floating  off  leisurely  with  the 
tide.  She  was  soon  drawn  on  board  the  small  boat,  and  the  eager  crowd 
bent  over  each  other's  shoulders  to  learn  the  denouement  of  this  unsuccessful 
attempt  to  secure  a  watery  grave ;  while  one  of  the  men,  who  had  been  ad- 
justing the  unhappy  woman's  garments,  drew  from  her  side-pocket  and  held 
aloft,  without  a  word  of  comment,  a  —  Mack  junk  bottle^  carefully  corked 
with  a  rag !  The  secret  was  out ;  and  the  painful  feelings  of  the  crowd 
speedily  assumed  a  mirthful  channel :  the  fair  unfortunate  was  drawn  up 
the  bow  of  the  steam-boat,  amid  a  loud  guffaw.'  Thus  writes  that  learned 
Theban,  'P.  J.  F.,'  whose  eyes  and  ears  are  always  open  to  any  'good 
thing.'  -  -  -  At  Wescott's  Dagucrrcan-Rooms,  at  Watertown,  in  this 
State,  an  old  man  and  two  little  boys  were  *  being  taken'  on  the  same  plate. 
When  they  were  got  under  *  successful  headway,'  the  artist  spoke  to  one 
of  the  little  boys,  telling  him  to  sit  still,  upon  which  the  *  old  gentleman ' 
turns  around,  and  patting  the  boy  on  the  head,  repeats  the  injunction :  *  Yes, 
sit  still,  my  son!'  Of  course,  the  plate  was  spoilt.  -  -  -  *  When  in  the 
country  some  time  since,  on  ray  way  to  Pittsfield,  I  met  a  drunkard  reeling 
along  the  road  I  was  travelling.  Seeing  me,  he  stopped :  *  Hallo,  stranger ! ' 
he  called  out.  *Well! '  said  I.  *I  say,  stranger,'  said  he,  (hie)  *ef  you'll 
(hir)  find  any  feller  {hie)  that  has  a  worse  opinion  of  me  than  I  havp  of  my- 
self, (hie)  I'll  adopt  his  opinion,  and  forego  my  own!'  Volumes  couldn't 
have  spoken  more.'  This  comes  in  a  note  to  the  Editor.  -  -  -  We  are 
indebted  to  our  old  friend  *H.  T.  B.,'  (whom  we  regret  not  to  have  seen 
when  in  town,)  for  the  following  anecdote,  in  an  entertaining  letter  from  a 
friend  in  a  flourishing  village  in  northern  New- York : 

'  Oi  R  S (Jim)  ought  to  go  abroad  and  set  up  '  Vitin*  ecooV    One  day,  Jim  sent 

the  teamster  to  0 ,  with  an  order  for  loading  for  bis  team,  and  directed  him  to 

return  home  the  same  day.  Tlie  teamster  was  back  in  half  the  time  allotted  for  the 
journey,  and  bolting  into  Jim^s  store,  pushed  the  order  in  his  face,  and  bawled  out: 

'  'What  the  devil's /to/' 

•S :  (Taking  the  order,  and  trying  to  read.)    'What'sMw/    Why,  that 's  your 

order.'    (Holding  it  toward  the  teamster.) 

'  *  Wall,  what  on  airth  do's 't  sa?/? ' 

'S :  (Reads,  and  spells,  and  studies,  but  'tis*  no  go.')    *  Henry,  (the  clerk  in 

the  store,)  what  was 'I  I  sent  for? ' 

*  Hexry  :  *  Why,  you  sent  for  salt.* 

*  Yea ;  there  it  is,  as  plain  ^s  day :  *  (spells,)  *C-o-l-t — salt ! ' 

*  The  teamster,  being  an  vneducai^d  man,  sloped.' 

'  In  one  of  the  neighboring  villages  in  the  Hoosier  State,'  as  wo  gather 
from  a  note  to  the  Editor,  *  not  many  miles  from  the  banks  of  the  Ohio, 
lives  Judge  B ,  an  eccelitric  character,  who  is  ever  ready  to  accommo* 
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date  himself  or  others  as  occasion  may  offer.  Being  invited  by  a  party  of 
friends,  whom  he  chanced  to  meet  while  passing  a  grocery,  (one  of  those 
establishnicnts  peculiar  to  small  towns,  where  *  tar,  treacle,  and  testaments,* 
and  other  creature-comforts  arc  *sold  by  the  small/)  to  step  in  and  take  a 

*  little  Homcthing  ^  for  his  stomach^s  sake,  he  readily  consented ;  and  although 
the  variety  of  liquors  was  by  no  means  as  extensive  as  may  be  found  in  the 
more  fashionable  resorts  of  your  great  metropolis,  yet  the  freedom  of  choice 

was  as  readily  p;rantcd ;  and  the  question  was  proposed :  *  Judge  B ,  what 

will  you  take  V  *  The  Judge,  after  carefully  surveying  the  stock  in  trade,  for 
a  few  minutes,  replied:  ^Ihelieve  I  will  take  a  mnclcerely  which,  receiving, 
he  politely  wished  his  friends  a  pleasant  time  over  their  *rcd-eyc,'  and  re- 
tired.   I  Ic  was  n't  asked  to  *  take '  any  thing  after  that ! '    -    -    -    In  a  ccrtidn 

*  dry-goods'  establishment,  not  a  thousand  miles  (*say  1000,')  from  Cincin- 
nati, Ohio,  a  worthy  young  Irishman  was  waiting  upon  one  of  his  country- 
women, to  whom  he  was  exhibiting  a  piece  of  Merrimack  calico.  *  That, 
IMadam,'  said  he,  *  is  the  very  latest  thing  out ;  it  is  called  ^The  Star-Spangled 
Banner''  pattern.  Ma'am,  and  will  be  much  worn  this  season.'  The  proprie- 
tor, overhearing  the  remark,  walked  up  to  his  clerk,  and  very  politely  ob- 
served :  *  Let  me  request  that,  in  future,  you  refrain  from  putting  on  such 
Kational  Airs  ;  for  it  ill  becomes  a  native  of  your  soil  1 '  The  clerk  seemed 
not  a  little  dumb-foundered.  It  was  evident  that  he  did  not  *  take '  the  *pith ' 
of  the  remark.  -  -  -  Orii  *  Jersey'  correspondent  U  mistaken.  The 
beautiful  lines  commencing  *  I  see  thee  still,'  etc.,  are  from  the  pen  of  Mr. 
CiiAKLEs  Spracuk,  liostou.  -  -  -  A  Sincixg-Master,  in  an  adjoining  State, 
recently  made  the  following  apology  to  his  afternoon  class.  Ho  spoke  with 
great  deliberation,  not  to  say  hesitancy:  *  I  have  scarcely  been — able — this 
afternoon  —  to  Qian  !)  to  do  justice  to  the  subject.  A  feeble  and — afflict- 
ed— sister — lias  required  all  my — attention,  for  some — time:  but,  I  hope 

I  shall  be  refreshed  {hem  !)  when  the — shades  of  evening come  t4>  hand  I  ^ 

If  this  be  veritable,  as  we  are  assured  it  is,  it  is  certainly  to  be  hoped  that  the 
singing-master's  voice  is  less  *  broken '  in  singing  than  in  speaking !  -  -  -  *It 
was  on  the  morning  of  the  *  Twenty-Second,'  at  Buena  Vista,'  writes  a  Ken- 
tucky friend,  who  cannot  write  too  often,  *  that  our  regiment  was  lying  upon 
a  little  hill  that  the  men  subsequently  christened  ^Mount  Dadge^  waiting 
for  the  ball  to  open.  Santa  Anna's  morning  compliments  soon  came  in  tlie 
form  of  a  thirteen-inch  shell,  which  passed  a  few  yards  over  our  heads  and 
buried  itself  in  the  earth   behind  us.     *  Ilowly  MotuerI'  exclaimed  old 

MiKK  S ,  *if  the  born  divil  isn't  sliootin^  hU  dinner-pots  at  vsf^    On 

the  twenty-fifth,  after  the  battle  was  over,  and  while  Santa  Anka  was  still 
lingering  at  Agua  Nueva,  twelve  miles  distant,  with  his  shattered  forces,  divers 
were  the  nunors  of  another  battle,  and  many  were  the  discussions  of  its 
pro))a))ility  among  the  men.     I  happened  to  overhear  one  of  these  debates 

in  which  this  same  Mike  S had,  as  lawyers  say,  *  the  conclusion.'    Some 

half-dozen  of  the  men  had  expressed  their  *  views'  and  wishes;  some  were 
very  anxious  for  another  fight;  others,  and  they,  too,  the  men  who  had 
behaved  best  under  fire,  expressed  themselves  perfectly  satisfied  with  such 
glimpses  of  the  'elephant'  as  they  had  been  able  to  obtain  on  the  twenty- 
second  and  twenty-third.    At  last  Mike  spoke:  *  Well  sure,  boys,'  said  ho, 
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*  I  'U  tell  you  my  sintimints  about  the  auld  wooden-legged  divil :  if  I  had 
but  a  quart  of  whiskey  in  the  wurruld,  and  no  money  to  buy  more,  and  no 
more  in  the  counthry  to  sell,  sure  I  'd  ghe  him  half  of  it^  if  he  ^d  stay 
away  / '  -  -  -  The  following  account  of  Th€  First  and  Last  Duel  in  Illi- 
nois^ is  from  Ford's  history  of  that  State,  just  published  by  S.  C.  Gkiggs 
AND  Company,  Chicago:  *The  year  1820  was  signalized  by  the  first  and  last 
duel  which  was  ever  fought  in  Illinois.  This  took  place  in  Belleville,  St 
Clair  county,  between  Alphonso  Stewart  and  William  Bennett,  two  ob- 
scure men.  The  seconds  had  made  it  up  to  be  a  sham-duel,  to  throw  ridi- 
cule upon  Bennett,  the  challenging  party.  Stewart  was  in  the  secret,  but 
Bennett,  his  adversary,  was  left  to  believe  it  a  reality.  They  were  to  fight 
with  rifles ;  the  guns  were  loaded  with  blank  cartridges ;  and  Bennett,  some- 
what suspecting  a  trick,  rolled  a  ball  into  his  gun,  without  the  knowledge 
of  the  seconds,  or  of  the  other  party.  The  word  to  fire  was  given,  and 
Stewart  fell,  mortally  wounded.  Bennett  made  his  escape ;  but  two  years 
afterward  he  was  arrested  in  Arkansas,  brought  back  to  the  State,  indicted, 
tried,  and  convicted  of  murder.  A  great  effort  was  made  to  procure  his  par- 
don, but  Governor  Bond  would  yield  to  no  entreaties  in  his  favor,  and  Ben- 
nett suffered  the  penalty  of  the  law  by  hanging  in  the  presence  of  a  great 
multitude  of  people.  This  was  the  first  and  last  duel  ever  fought  in  the 
State  by  any  of  its  citizens.  The  hanging  of  Bennett  made  duelling  discre- 
ditable and  unpopular,  and  laid  the  foundation  for  that  abhorrence  of  the 
practice  which  has  ever  since  been  felt  and  expressed  by  the  people  of  Illi- 
nois.' -  -  -  A  WAGGISH  correspondent  in  Detroit  sends  us  the  follow- 
ing contribution  to  one  of  the  journals  of  that  flourishing  and  beautiful 
city.  It  was  read,  *  by  a  gifted  member,'  before  the  *  Young  Ladies'  *  Phsy- 
conolological '  Society : '  , 


'Musing  near  the  class  Mammalia, 

Feelings  pure  as  albumen, 
Antisceptic  in  their  nature, 
Wake  to  my  organic  ken. 

*  Ah  I  Love's  amphibolic  instincts, 

Faithful  to  their  shoding  keep, 
But  with  Spiritual  Faunas, 
Hopes  azoic,  slumber  deep. 

*  Breccial  fragments  of  emotion, 

Shower  wuh  sentimental  tufif: 
Change  the  bright  aortal  blossoms 
Into  petrifactions  rough. 


'  Melancholy  lachrjmotals 

Drop  in  arborescent  forms, 
And  I  see  the  human  globules, 
Seated  on  the  boughs  in  swarms. 

'  Soon  detritals  of  affection 

Change  the  delta  of  my  thought, 
Until  I,  to  this  subsidium 
Fossiliferous,  am  brought. 

'Take  it — as  an  equisetum 

From  an  intellectual  trap. 
Where  the  kingdoms  of  the  senses. 
And  the  mentals  overlap.* 


IIow  charmingly  science  and  true  poetry  are  blended  in  these  *  lovely 
lines!'     -    -    -     *TnE  following  droll    incident,'  writes  our  friend  *  Bob 

B ,'  *  lately  occurred  to  a  lady  of  high  respectability,  residing  in  one  of 

the  avenues  of  Brooklyn.  The  lady  has  a  charming  little  boy,  very  observ- 
ant, imitative,  and  active.  The  child  had  noticed  the  postmen  constantly 
leaving  letters,  and  moving  off  quick;  and  he  thought  it  would  be  a  very 
nice  thing  to  become  a  postman.  So  he  one  day  went  to  his  mamma's  escri- 
toire and  took  out  some  twenty -five  or  thirty  letters,  tied  them  up  and  sallied 
forth,  leaving  one  at  every  house,  and  moving  off  quick.  The  lady  was 
rather  surprised  when  her  next  neighbor  brought  her  an  open  letter,  which 
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j  she  said  some  body  had  left  at  the  door ;  but  what  was  her  astonish mentf 

I  wlien  visiting  hour  arrived,  for  another,  and  another,  and  another  hidy  com- 

■  ing  in,  all  bringing  open  letters,  until  her  ample  parlor  was  completely 

rramiued.  *  You  need  not  doubt  the  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious,  as 
each  lady  entered  with  the  same  tale ;  and  the  little  postman  was  elated  be- 

[  yond  measure  to  find  what  a  capital  postman  he  was ;  but  the  best  of  the 

fun  was,  that  every  lady,  one  and  all,  asserted  she  had  not  unfolded  or  retd 

I  one  word,  oh !  no,  not  they ;  ladies  are  far,  far  above  prj'ing  into  other  ladies* 

letters.     The  fair  lady  to  whom  the  lettei*s  were  addressed,  is  fortunately  the 

\  mother  of  a  large  and  lovel}'  family,  and  the  letters  were  from  early  friends, 

school-mates,  etc.,  etc.  But  only  think,  my  dear  Knick.,  suppose,  instead 
of  a  mother's  letters,  they  had  been  billet-doux,  addressed  to  some  lovely 
boUc,  from  her  numerous  admirers,  with  all  the  soft  sighs  and  soft  sawder 

\  administered  to  her  eyes,  and  all  the  charms  which  love-sick  swains  know  so 

well  how  to  plaster  and  blarney,  would  she,  the  belle,  have  believed  her 
neighbors  had  not  peeped  in  or  read  one  word  ?  The  circumstance  put  me 
in  mind  of  a  passage  in  an  autograph  letter  in  m}"  possession,  written  by  a 
once  lovely  and  celebrated  comic  actress  of  Covent  Garden  Theatre.  I  Was 
very  anxious  to  obtaii.  a  letter  written  b}'  this  celebrated  lady,  and  applied 
1o  her  physician  to  try  and  wheedle  her  out  of  a  note.  Ho  complied,  and, 
among  other  things,  asked  that  question  which  no  woman  icill  answer^  be 
she  who  she  may  ;  but  you  shall  hear  the  response  which  this  dear,  kind, 
lioncst  darling  made : 

*  '  With  rcgiinl  to  my  a^'^o,  it  is  a  question  on  wliich  I  feel  particuiarly  .  TtT. ,  bat  if 
you  will  kindly  promise  me  not  to  toll  it  to  mokk  than  a  (/<o/i  ladies  of  your  acquaiiilr 
ance,  [  ^hall  be  satisfied  it  will  remain  a  perfect  secret,  and  therefore  I  blushinglj  ao" 
kudwled^e,  I  shall  be  seventy-seven  next  May;  but  1  would  not,  for  ihe  world,  hare  it 
talkc'il  aljt)ut,  as  I  have  ftrious  thoughts  of  soon  changing  my  conditioa.' 

^Xo\\-,  after  this,  who  shall  dare  to  libel  the  sweet  darlings  with  curioatj, 
or  that  they  cannot  keep  a  secret,  when  one  of  themselves  admits  she  wH 
be  fully  siitisiied  that  a  round  dozen  can ;  or  had  she  said  a  baker*8  dozen, 
I  would  have  believed.  Now  if  twelve  can,  so  can  two  hundred.  Bah! 
men  are  a  set  of  abominable  libellers  :  the  ladies,  bless  them,  are  less  curi- 
ous, and  better  able  to  keep  a  secret  than  all  the  long  heads  or  round-heads 
in  all  creation.'  -  -  -  Oik  esteemed  friend,  *  Colonel  Jasuss  Pipes,  of 
Pipesville,'  from  whom  we  always  hear  with  pleasure,  sends  us  the  annexed 
descrijition  of  ^Cancawimjjor  old  Jvuich  in  Calijornia  ;' 

'Stin  FrancUcoy  Jan.  25^  1851 

'Mr  Dear  Kxick. :  It  wos  on  a  britc,  barmy,  bewtiful,  ch)udish,  luvly  momin'  to- 
words  the  lattur  end  of  Jancvery,  that  won  Travellur  ^nol  'Boston*)  mite  hare  beu 
scan,  with  a  nakid  eye,  wending  his  weigh  to  tlie  Lor  ofliss  of  Janes,  Dotlb,  axd  Bab- 
BER  of  this  Citty,  wen  the  followin'  konversation  insued : 

'  '  (Jood  momin',  gents.' 

*  'JCiood  morning,  Col.  Pn»Es:  what  can  we  do  for  you? ' 

'  Col.  1* :  *  Nothin'  in  partickular,  only  I  want  yer  supcrskription  for  one  ear  to 

•  Old  KxicK. '  —  price  ^5  —  rtW/ .' ' 
'Answku:  '  'Old  KxH'K.'  can  gi^i  five  dollars  of  my  money,  sure.' 
'  From  this  colobrati-d  firm  —  all  Xew-Yorkors,  and  glorious  fellers  at  that  —  I  tmdged 
along — coniin'  akrus.s  Bankers,  Notorious  Publikans,  Clothiers,  Express  men.  Cigar 
merchants,  Cashiers,  Keal,  Mind,  Body  and  Kstate  men,  Orxioaccrs,  Musick  Deelart, 
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U.  S.  Assay  Bullion  Silver  ore  inspecktors,  Provision  Warehousemen,  Piano-Forte 
Agents,  Custom  Uouse  Collectors,  Fisishions,  Tooth-dentists,  Judges,  Kernals,  Majors, 
Captains,  Masonic  Embroiderers,  Claim  Soldiers  agents,  Recorders,  Furniture  Dealers,  et 
at  gen  iu8  omnibus  ;  and  they  all  *  ponied  up  *  like  trumps,  until  abel  to  go  on  ng  further,  for 
the  munney  nearly  broke  my  back,  I  rushed  to  Bdrgoyxe  and  Company's,  the  big  bankers, 
and  got  a  Sirtiffikate  of  Disposit  for  Two  hundred  and  thirteen  dollars,  ($213,)  which  1 
send  by  this  male  —  Cash.    So  much  for  *  Old  Knick.' 

'  Times  have  grately  changed  here.  Bildings,  magnanimous  piles  thereoff,  grace  the 
streets;  Theatres  crammed  every  night,  with  the  alight  and  fashion;  Bathing  houses 
in  proffusion  at  $1  a  barth,  kept  by  your  old  frend,  John  Short,  late  of  the  New-York 
I\  O.J  (near  Italy!)  Rich  men  keeping  their  Karrages ;  Hackmen  $5  and  |10  an  hour ; 
Boys  selling  apples  at  $3  apiece  ;  Eggs  50  cents  a  piece ;  Buckwheat  cakes  25  cents  a 
plate ;  Extra  'Ilerald '  and  ^Placer  TimeSy  25  cents ;  Steamer  newspapers,  25  cents ; 
Washing  $3  a  dozen  by  select  Chinamen ;  Seats  in  the  dress-circle  at  Mrs.  Sinclair's 
beautiful  Theatre,  on  Madame  Thillon's  nights,  $3  each;  $1500  paid  Madame  Tuillon 
and  Mr.  Hudson  River  as  their  share  the  first  night  of  the  '  Crown  Brilliants ; '  a  $700  dia- 
mond Broach  given  to  Miss  Herring,  the  Tragedy  aktress  on  her  first  Benefit ;  Clerk-hire 
$200  to  $250  a  month  ;  Chorus  singers  $50  a  week;  Cigars  25  cents  a  piece;  drinks  25 
cents  a  piece ;  Alexander  Smith's  *  Life  Drama '  $5  a  copy  —  hard  to  get  at  that ;  Bunns' 
'  Old  England  and  New-England  '  $2  ;  ^Ilome  JournaV  25  .cents  a  copy;  ^Sunday  Mer- 
kury  *  25  cents  a  copy  —  very  hard  to  get,  and  greatly  sought  after.  Cleaning  Watches 
$8  each ;  Winter  Boots  $25  a  pair;  Boot  Blacking  25  cents  a  liead ;  actors  and  actresses 
all  making  money,  and  investing  it  in  '  Clark's  Point  *  Lots.  *  Light  Comedians,' '  first 
old  men,'  'walking  gentlemen'  owning  horses,  and  living  on  *  Ranches  ;^  'Chamber- 
maids' owning  'Real  Estate;'  call-boys  buying  Lots;  some  men  making  fortunes  by 
simply  'looking  on'  and  *  watching  the  markets'  by  a  first-rate  cronometer.  For  the 
ballance  I  prefer  you  to  my  next  Kommunication,  first  asking  you  if  you  have  received 

The  *J    ,  .      '  m.^^ffazine! 

*  Trooly  yours,  *  James  Pipes,  of  Pipesville.' 

To  our  friend's  last  query,  we  answer  that  we  have  received  ^Ths  Pioneer^'' 
a  monthly  magazine  of  sixty  well-printed  and  well-filled  pages,  avowedl}"- 
modelled  after  the  Knickerbocker,  both  as  to  matter  and  manner.  The 
typographical  imitation  is  very  close.  Success  to  our  young  contemporary 
on  the  far-distant  Pacific'  shore  I  May  its  days  be  long  in  the  land  that  chej  - 
ishes  its  goings-forth !  -  -  -  A  friend  in  Washington  has  sent  us  a  very 
curious  Thanksgiving  Sermon^  delivered  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Smith,  on  last 
Thanksgiving-day,  in  the  Federal  City.  It  is  a  most  singular  medley.  Sucli 
platitudes  it  is  rare  to  find  in  a  public  discourse.     Listen : 

'A  rendering  of  thanks  is  the  act  of  an  intelligent  man,  who  receives  a  benefit,  nj.- 
prcciates  the  kindness  of  the  giver,  and  sees  the  propriety  of  an  acknowledgement  of 
that  benefit,  as  well  as  of  giving  a  corresponding  expression  of  thanks.  This  is  nevei* 
done  but  by  intelligent  bemgs,  and  to  none  but  mtelligent  beings.  It  is  never  done  t<» 
any  of  the  inferior  animals.  We  never  think  of  returning  thanks  to  animals  for  w  hai 
they  have  done.  The  President's  Mounted  Guard,  who  are  here  in  splendid  uniform, 
seated  among  vou,  know  the  value  of  a  good  horse,  but  none  of  them  ever  thinks  cf 
returning  thanks  to  his  horse.  The  words  of  the  third  chapter  of  the  third  epistle  of 
James  might  be  quoted  on  this  occasion.  It  would  be  a  ludicrous  sight  for  a  man  to 
lake  off  his  hat  to  his  horse  and  to  thank  it,  although  the  same  act  would  be  proper 
toward  a  gentleman  or  a  lady;  and  the  reason  of  this  is,  because  a  horse  is  a  horse,  Sind 
cannot  appreciate  any  service,  however  splendidly  performed!  A  thousand  blessings 
be  upon  our  worthy  Mayor  for  affording  us  this  opportunity  of  offering  up  our  thanks.' 

To  be  sure.  Dr.  Smith;  a  *  horse  is  a  horse ; '  that  is  an  incontrovertible 
fact.  Also,  Boston  is  not  in  Bengal,  nor  are  flannel  drawers  made  of  tripe. 
Moreover,  an  ass  is  an  ass,  for  that  matter ;  but  what  have  all  these  things 
to  do  with  a  Thanksgiving  sermon  ?    In  immediate  proximity  with  such  stuff 
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OS  this,  wc  find  a  passage  or  two  of  more  than  common  force  and  significance. 
Take  the  following,  for  example ; 

*  Why  are  we  here  in  our  right  mind  to-day  ?  Why  are  we  not  in  a  mad-house  ? 
A  gentleman  was  once  visiting  an  insane  asylum,  and  entered  into  conversation  with  a 
person,  one  of  the  inmates,  who  talked  so  reasonably  upon  every  subject  that  the  jren- 
tleman  had  no  idea  that  the  person  with  whom  he  was  talking  was  a  madman.  Sud- 
denly the  latter  struck  the  gentleman  a  violent  blow  on  the  shoulder,  and  lookin^^  him 
earnestly  in  the  face,  but  in  such  a  manner  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  hia  insanity,  asked 
him  : 

*  *  Did  you  ever  thank  Gon  for  your  reason  ?  —  mine  ^as  gone !  * 

*  Well,  we  are  here  assembled  to-day  for  that  purpose,  to  thank  God  for  continuing 
to  us  the  exercise  of  our  reason.  I  remember  once  an  instance  of  a  blind  man  preach- 
ing in  this  church,  and  was  so  struck  with  the  deprivation  which  he  labored  und^r,  that 
at  the  end  of  his  discourse  I  proposed  that  all  those  who  had  never  thanked  God  for 
their  eye-sight,  should  now  kueel  down  and  thank  Him  for  it.  There  was  not  a  single 
person  present,  I  believe,  who  did  not  kneel  down  on  that  occasion  and  do  so.* 

The  *  President's  Mounted  Guard*  seems  to  have  formed  a  subject  of  es- 
pecial 'thanksgiving.'  Doubtless  they  compose  an  admirable  corps,  and  do 
honor  to  their  'training;'  but  what  kind  of  a  place  is  a  pulpit  to  puflf  a 
military  company  ?     But  voild  : 

*Ix  a  country  and  government  like  ours,  we  may  fight  for  our  existence,  but  fighting 
is  not  our  duty.  The  principle  upon  which  our  government  rests  is  that  of  the  Bible, 
of  individual  VcsponsiDility.  Among  us  there  are  no  titles,  no  hereditary  aristocracy 
to  bow  down  our  necks ;  heneo  we  have  no  crowned  monarch,  for  the  people  are  sove- 
reigns. It  is  said  that  these  three  boxes  rule  everywhere  —  the  cartridge-box,  the 
band-box,  and  the  ballot-box.  We  believe  in  all  three,  but  we  choose  the  latter.  Our 
citizen  soldiery,  of  whom  we  have  a  specimen  here  in  the  President's  Mounted  Guard, 
know  how  to  use  nil  three  boxes,  and  bv  them  we  are  protected.  Our  citizen  soldiery 
are  our  life-guard  for  every  emergency. 

One  of  the  rarest  treats  we  have  lately  enjoyed,  was  the  examination,  at 
Williams,  Stevens  and  Williams,  Broadway,  of  Herring's  ^Olimp$e  at  an 
English  Hojncstead,^  certainly  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  comprehensive 
works  of  art  in  its  kind  that  we  remember  ever  to  have  seen.  This  synop- 
sis of  the  composition,  from  the  ^Liverpool  C<nirier^^  will  afford  some  idea 
of  its  characteristics.  Its  execution  is  perfect :  *  The  symmetry  of  the  h(»'scs 
which  form  the  centre-piece  is  admirable;  and  it  is  questionable  if  Herring 
has  ever  painted  any  thing  finer  than  the  white  horse  in  this  picture  His 
fowls,  also — the  hen  busy  with  her  brood — are  life-like  in  tho  extreme, 
while  the  ducks  and  the  solitary  goose  attest,  by  their  plumpness  and  the 
fineness  of  their  plumage,  that  the  good  housewife's  care  has  not  been  thrown 
away  on  this  portion  of  the  establishment  The  pigeons,  resting  on  the 
water-bucket,  form  quite  a  feature,  and  arrest  the  attention  of  the  spectator 
by  their  fidelity  of  delineation.  Seated  in  conscious  security  on  the  saddle, 
reposes  a  sleek,  demure  cat ;  and,  on  the  opposite  side,  a  comely  maiden 
fondles  one  of  a  group  of  rabbits  in  her  arms.  Judging  from  the  side-glances 
of  a  stout  young  farm-servant,  who  is  occupied  close  by,  one  is  led  to  the 
conclusion  that  if  she  were  to  transfer  some  of  her  attentions  from  the  rab- 
bits, it  might  be  done  with  his  full  permission.'  The  picture  of  *  Christ 
Teaching  Humility ^^  by  Lander,  the  artist  who  painted  the  ^ Trial  of  Effit 
Deam^  attracts  numerous  admirers.  Both  pictures  are  to  be  eng;raYed  in 
tho  highest  style  of  mezzo-tint,  and  subscriptions  for  both  works  will  be 
leceived  at  Messrs.  Williams,  Stevens  and  Williams.    -    -    -    'Thebb 
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must  be  some  truth,'  writes  a  Tarry  town  correspondent,  *  in  the  phrase,  *  It 
is  all  the  same  in  Dutch,*  The  other  day  I  heard  a  practical  illustration  of 
it.  Last  summer,  on  a  sultry  afternoon,  a  Dutchman  entered  my  brother's- 
store,  and  asked  him  if  *  he  knew  where  a  man  named  Stephen  Moshes  Hved?' 
To  which  he  replied,  *  that  he  knew  a  man  named  Moses  Stephen.'  *^Vell,  vell,'^ 
said  the  Dutchman,  *  it  ish  all  te  same  in  mine  countries,'  -  -  -  There's 
a  man,  across  the  way,  taking,  with  his  long  iron  nippers,  from  out  the  tail 
of  his  waggon  a  solid  block  of  the  crystal  ice  of  Rockland.  Not  a  very  sug- 
gestive thing  is  a  piece  of  ice,  perhaps,  but  it  has  recalled  vividly  to  us  the 
visit  which  we  paid,  with  a  pleasant  and  genial  pic-nic  party,  to^  Rockland 
Lake  last  summer,  and  of  which  an  imperfect  record  was  made  at  the  time 
in  this  department  of  our  Magazine.  Alas!  of  that  pleasant  party  two  have 
gone  hence  to  be  here  no  more ;  one,  a  fair  and  fragile  flower,  whose  sweet 
smile  and  winning  grace  and  tenderness  can  never  bo  forgotten ;  the  other 
a  cordial,  generous,  loving  husband,  father,  friend : 

'  The  church-yard  shows  an  added  stone. 
The  fire-fiide  shows  a  yaeant  chair.' 

The  bereaved  mother,  the  disconsolate  widow,  the  fetherless  boy — ahf 
who  shall  tell  their  thoughts  as  Spring  comes  on,  bringing  all  things  else  to 
life  but  their  beloved  ones!  They  may  hide  their  grief  from  the  world,  and 
endeavor,  through  a  love  for  others,  to  suppress  their  sorrow ;  to  check  the 
•grief  that  passeth  show;  '^  but  there,  in  their  heart  of  hearts,  it  broods  and 
rankles.    The  thought  of  Percival  comes  this  moment  to  mind  ^ 

*  I  SAW,  on  the  top  of  a  mountain  higb^ 
A  gem  that  shone  like  fire  by  nient; 
It  seemed  a  star,  that  had  left  the  SKy, 
And  fallen  asleep  on  that  lonely  height 

'  I  climbed  the  peak,  and  found  it  soon, 
A  lump  of  ice^  in  the  clear  cold  moon : 


Would'st  thou  its  hidden  sense  impart? 
*Tu  a  cheerful  look,  and  a  broken  heart !  ' 


A  ^Flat-Footed  Candidate^  for  Justice  of  the  Peace  in  Palestine,  Texas, 
comes  out  in  the  journals  with  the  following  address  to  *the  sovereigns'; 
*  With  the  Issuance  of  this  sheet,  is  unfurled  to  the  breeze,  either  in  tempest 
or  calm,  my  name  before  you  as  a  candidate  for  the  office  of  Chief  Justice 
of  Anderson  county,  at  the  ensuing  August  election.  I  do  it  from  choice, 
not  from  solicitation.  I  do  it,  for  the  office  is  honorable  and  profitable.  I  feel 
myself  competent  to  discharge  the  duties  of  the  office.  I  claim  no  superior  merit 
or  qualification  over  any  one  else  who  may  choose  to  rim  against  me.  I  would 
like  to  run  the  race  solitary  and  alone ;  but,  if  any  are  desirous,  let  them 
pitch  in ;  it  is  n't  deep.  I  stand  flat-footed,  square-toed,  hump-shouldered, 
ui)on  the  platform  of  free  rights  and  true  republicanism.  If  you  elect  me 
your  Chief  Justice,  I  will  make  the  very  welkin  ring  with  loud  huzzas  for 
the  sovereigns  of  Anderson  county !  If  defeated,  I  will  retire  with  dignity 
and  perfect  good-humor,  remembering  a  most  beautiful  little  song,  which  I 
sing  remarkably  well,  called  *  I  'm  afloat,  I  'm  afloat' »  -  -  -  *At  a  trial 
or  murder  in  Waukesha,  Wisconsin,  a  witness  on  the  stand,  giving  in  his 
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testimony  as  to  when  and  where  his  line  of  boats  run,  and  at  what  times, 
between  Milwaukee,  Chicago,  Sheyboygan,  etc.,  one  of  the  Jury  asked  him 
what  time  the  boat  left  for  Sheyboygan;  when  the  Judge  asked  the  juryman 
Ids  object  for  asking  the  question.  He  replied  that  he  wanted  to  go  to  Shey- 
boygan in  a  few  days,  and  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  to  find  out ! ' 
27i€;'<?  was  a  *  model  juror*  for  you!  -  -  -  *Old  Tom  Youno'  writes  to 
ask  us  if  we  ever  saw  a  dead  live-oak,  or  a  green  black-berry  ?  Certainly ; 
and  what  is  more,  we  heard  a  man  say,  the  other  day,  pointing  to  another 
over  the  way,  who  exhibited  symptoms  of  having  indulged  in  'strong  waters,' 
*  Black,  Brown  is  *bluel' *  -  -  .  Tue  following  letter  was  recently  ad- 
dressed to  Mr.  Fkedeuick  S.  Cozzens,  author  of  that  charming  volume, 
^PrismaticH'* : 

'  Fred'k  S.  Cozzens,  Esq. :  '^^^"^  ^"^'•^'^  February  14, 1S54. 

'  Dear  Sir  :  If  it  should  be  convenient  for  yon,  will  you  repeat  in  this  city,  the  ledarc 
upon  'Aniericftn  Poetry,'  recently  delivered  by  you  before  the  Lyceum  at  Yonkers,  in 
Westchester? 

*Thc  subject  and  its  treatment,  in  your  most  entertaining  and  instructive  Icctarc, 
have  induced  the  present  request,  and,  in  common  with  your  many  friends  and  asso- 
ciate?, we  shall  be  most  happy  to  receive  an  affirmative  answer  to  this  proposition. 

*An  early  answer  will  oblipo  your  friends, 

'  a.  C.  VER PLANCK,  JAS.  C.  PARKER. 

J.  11.  COURLIK  JXO.  PRIESTLEY, 

F.  F.  MAKBURY.  GEO.  G.  8MIT1I, 

WILLL\M  KEMBLE,  G.  M.  SPEIR. 

>: I )  W.  SL(  >>S(  >N,  DA  N"L  B.  APPLETON, 

J.  V.  KKXSKTT,  L.  GAYI/>RD  CLAltK, 

II.  L.  PIKRSON.  .TAS.  A.  Sl'YDAM, 

CHAS.  U  LEUPP,  K  M.  YOUNG.*. 

The  invitation  wa.-<  accepted,  and  the  lecture  was  delivered  at  Hope  Chapel, 
before  a  large  and  highly  discriminative  audience.  Mr.  Cozzens  divided  his 
fiuhject  into  three  parts;  treating  ably  and  in  detail,  of  colonial,  revolution- 
ary, and  modem  American  poetry.  The  lecturer's  manner  was  composed 
and  clTective,  and  \\\&  performance  in  other  and  perhaps  more  important 
resjKicts,  won  the  frequent  applause  of  the  audience.  "NVc  arc  not  without 
the  hope  to  be  able  to  present  a  few  extracts  from  the  lecture  in  a  subsequent 
number  of  the  Kxickeubookkr.  -  -  -  A  supeiui  dinner-service  of  plate 
(consisting  of  thirty-five  pieces)  was  recently  presented  to  Abrax  M.  Coz- 
ZHNS,  Esq.,  by  a  number  of  his  friends  and  fellow-citizens.  The  letter  which 
accompanied  this  costly  and  beautiful  present  was  signed  by  William  C. 
Bkyant,  Giliax  C.  Veuplanck,  William  Kemble,  Charles  M.  Leupp,  and 
others.  The  compliment  is  highly"  honorable  to  Mr.  Cozzens,  being  *  well 
deserved  and  well  bestowed.'  -  -  -  *  Ox  making  an  ac<;urate  measurement 
of  all  the  matter  in  type,  T  find  that  wc  have  enough  of  copy  in  hand  to 
complete  the  number ;  so  that  I  shall  not  require  all  you  have  prepared ;  I 
return,  therefore,  what  wc  shall  not  want.'  So  writes  the  *  foreman'  of  the 
KxicKEKBocKER  from  thc  printing-ofiice  this  sixteenth  day  of  March,  in  a 
note  accompanying  a  parcel  of  copy,  embracing  several  pages  of  *  Gossip,' 
all  our  *  Little  People's  Side-Table,' and  *  Brief  Notices  of  New  Publicati.ms.' 
As  our  large  edition  for  California  must  go  by  thc  steamer  of  the  twentieth, 
we  can  only  submit,  *  with  such  grace  as  we  may,'  and  *  bide  our  time '  until 
next  month. 
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JARLT     ENGLISH      POETE 


The  faistoiical  ciicuniBtanceB  relative  to  the  lineage  and  place  ef 
birth  of  '  the  great  Father  of  English  Poetry,'  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  are 
wrapped  in  Eome  ohecurity.  Hie  biographers  have  been  very  absurdly 
drawn  into  controvetsiea  respecting  his  origin :  whether  he  was  the  son 
ofaknight,  a  vintner,  or  a  tradesman.  We  thinkifthepoethimself  could 
have  expreased  an  opinion,  he  would  have  replied  to  these  controvei- 
Eialists  as  did  Napoleon  to  tiie  obsequious  monarch,  who  deeired  to  prove 
him  of  royal  origin  :  '  I  want  no  ancefitry ;  I  am  the  Eodolph  of  my 
race.'  As  to  the  place  of  his  birth,  it  is  very  probable  that  London  had 
this  honor  ;  for  he  manifests  a  deep  interest  in  that  city,  and  hiuts  at 
having  beeiL  bom  there  in  one  of  his  letters,  where,  speaking  of  London, 
he  says: 

'TsE  cilrof  London,  irbicb  to  me  ieaodeare  and  Bweele,  io  nhich  I  was  forlbgrowne; 
and  more  kindl;  lore  have  I  to  (hat  place,  Ihaa  an<r  olber  ou  eaclb,  as  eveiy  kindly 
creature  bath  full  appetite  for  tbe  place  of  big  engender.' 

We  find  him  at  the  UniveiEity  of  Cambridge,  aa  early  as  his  fifleendi 
yeai ;  and  acaice  a  twelve-month  had  passed,  &om  his  entrance,  befoie 
we  have  evidence  of  the  dawning  of  that  poetic  talent  which  atlerwaid 
bnnt  upon  ths  world  in  all  its  brilliancy,  EUid  filled  it  with  his  fame. 

While  at  Cambridge,  Chancer  appears  to  have  devoted  himself  to 

4n  num  eUbor&te  (tndie«  of  his  age ;  and  his  knowledge  of  astronomy, 

philosophy,  and  divinity  may  be  traced  in  hie  earlier,  and  many  of  his 

later  poernB. 

L        lake  all  the  young  men  of  hia  day,  who  were  in  the  possesBion  of  a 

Mnnpetenoy,  Chaucer,  upon  leaving  the  University,  travelled  to  France, 

kod  the  Low-Countries,  that  he  might  see  the  world,  and  enlarge  the 

rnr  >~ii}dge  he  had  acquirei   in  tiie  ahades  of  the  aeademy.    He  spent 

*«ft  tMW  abroad,  a     vf  return  home  entered  himself  aa 

~  ^'^^'H^  the  I        e;  ana  slthon^,  afterward,  be  never 
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seems  to  have  manifested  any  predilection  for  its  practice,  the  know- 
ledge obtained  here  was  of  great  advantage  to  him  in  after-life. 

Tlie  court,  at  this  period,  was  considered  the  fittest  arena  for  a  man 
of  politeness  and  accomplishment ;  and  after  leaving  the  Temple,  we  soon 
find  our  jioet  in  the  capacity  of  King's  page,  at  the  brilliant  court  of 
the  reigning  sovereign,  Edward  III.  Although  Chaucer  must  then 
have  been  at  least  thirty  years  of  c.ge,  the  office  to  which  he  was  ap- 
pointed was  by  no  means  inconsistent  with  his  years :  at  this  time,  it 
was  a  highly  honorable  office,  as  it  gave  constant  access  to  the  royal 
presence,  and  the  opportunity  of  great  familiarity  With  the  monarch. 
Young  noblemen  of  the  first  rank  eagerly  sought  the  ix)sition,  and  looked 
upon  it  as  the  stepping-stone  to  honor  and  preferment.  Chaucer  seems 
to  have  been  indebted  for  this  post  to  Jolm  of  Gaunt,  aften^^ard  the 
famous  Duke  of  Lancaster,  with  whom  he  was*  intimate  in  his  youth, 
and  who  ever  after  proved  himself  a  powerful  and  munificent  patron. 
There  is  a  poem  to  be  found  in  some  of  the  earlier  editions  of  Chaucer, 
entitled,  '  Chaucer's  Dream.'  This  poem  is  nothing  more  than  an  alle- 
gorical history  of  the  loves  of  this  very  John  of  Gaunt  and  Blanche  of 
Lancaster,  daughter  of  Henry,  Duke  of  Lancaster,  which  clearly  mani- 
fests, by  its  revelations,  that  the  poet  was  very  deep  in  the  amorous 
secrets  of  tliis  prince.  This  amour  appears  to  have  been  managed  with 
the  greatest  secresy,  until  by  a  long  train  of  intrigues  and  solicitations, 
all  the  obstacles  in  the  way  of  the  match  were  removed,  and,  with  the 
help  of  the  king's  consent,  and  the  papal  dispensation,  they  were  mar- 
ried, about  the  year  1359,  which  connection,  as  it  was  the  first  com- 
mencement of  John  of  G  aunt's  subsequent  power,  so  it  was  the  begin- 
ning of  our  poet's  fortunes  at  r  nirt. 

^Shortly  alter  these  nuptials,  Chaucer  himself  married  a  sister  of 
Catharine  Sloyriford,  the  widow  of  Sir  Hugh  Sloynford  of  Lincoln. 
After  her  husband's  death,  this  lady  became  a  great  favorite  of  the 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  Gaunt,  and  resided  in  the  family.  Upon  the 
death  of  his  Duchess,  the  Duke  married  the  Lady  Sloynford,  who  had 
several  children  by  him.  C)ne  of  these  children  ascended  the  English 
throne,  under  the  title  of  Henry  IV. 

It  was  during  the  residence  of  the  court  at  Woodstock,  famed  for  its 
rural  beauty,  that  Chaucer  composed  some  of  his  sweetest  poems,  re- 
markable for  the  truthfulness  of  their  descriptions  of  nature.  The 
spring  sun  grows  warm  in  his  lines  :  the  balmy  air  blows  cool  in  his 
descriptions :  we  smell  the  fragrance  of  the  hawthorn  hedges,  and  hear 
the  music  of  the  feathered  choir,  whenever  we  take  a  forest-walk  with 
him.  The  hour  of  the  day  is  not  easier  to  be  discerned  by  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  sun  in  Titian's  paintings,  than  in  Chaucer's  morning  land- 
scapes. 

On  the  return  of  the  court  to  London,  from  the  secluded  retreats 
afforded  by  the  forest-glades  of  beautifid^  "Woodstock,  we  find  Chaucer 
receiving  more  constant  and  valuable  evidences  of  the  favor  of  his 
sovereign.  A  pension  of  twenty  marks  is  granted  to  him  out  of  the 
treasury,  and  immediately  after,  the  lucrative  and  responsible  office  of 
Gentleman  of  the  Eang's  Privy  Chamber  is  conferred  upon  him  ;  and, 
to  crown  the  magnificent  generosity  of  his  sovereign,  he  is  honored  with 
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the  duty  of  forming  part  of  an  embassy  to  tlic  tlien  splendid  court  at 
Genoa,  where  he  waa  present  at  the  nuptials  of  Violante,  daughter  of 
Galazzi,  Duke  of  Milan,  with  the  daughter  of  the  English  Duke  of 
Clarence.  This  was  a  moat  important  period  of  his  life,  aud  left  its 
impress  upon  many  of  his  poetic  produetions.  Here  it  was  that  he  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  celebrated  Italian  poet  Petrarch,  and  perhaps 
of  Bocaccio,  to  whose  Decameron  he  was  most  unquoslionably  indebted 
for  the  model  of  his  far-famed  Canterbury  Tales.  In  those  talcs,  allu- 
sion is  made  to  Petrarch,  from  whom  he  asserts  that  he  learned  the 
beautiful  and  pathetic  talc  of  the  patient  Griselda : 

'Lbjulvki;  nl  radiiu,  orn  wortliy  clcrkc: 
FtiANCid  rKTiLtncii,  llic  Imireul  |»ii.'l, 

Kulunime'il  nil  Iialieof  puesie.' 

It  was  while  travelling  in  Italy  and  France,  during  this  emhasiy,  that 
he  appli<^  himself  to  the  study  of  the  Italian  and  Provenf  al  poetry ; 
aud  this  enabled  him  after^^'aId  to  do  much  toward  Eoftcning  and  ren- 
dering more  melodious  his  native  tongue.  He  is  accused,  by  one  of  the 
writers  of  hia  time,  of  having  introduced  *  a  wagon-load  of  foreign  words 
into  the  tongue  ; '  and  it  is  certain  that  he  was  guilty  of  the  accusation, 
and,  by  so  doing,  made  our  language  more  musical. 

On  bis  return  from  the  embassy  lo  Genoa,  he  was  received  with  great 
and  deserved  favor  by  his  sovereign,  and  honored  with  more  substantial 
marks  of  his  favor,  for  he  was  shortly  after  appointed  to  the  highly- 
lucrative  post  of  Comptroller  of  the  Customs  of  London.  The  poet  waa 
soon  enriched  by  the  profits  of  this  office,  and  his  reputation  very  much 
incrcascil  by  the  satisfactory  manner  in  which  he  performed  its  dutiea. 

It  wa.'i  in  this  halcyon  season  of  liis  life,  that  Chaucer  composed  some 
of  tho.%  gay  and  sportive  cflusions  of  hia  muse,  so  well  suited  to  the 
liiunor  of  tlic  times,  and  so  happily  adapted  to  its  romantic  spirit. 
About  this  period,  he  comjioscd  the  Complaint  of  the  Black  Knight,  in 
honor  of  John  of  Gaunt's  courtahip  of  Lady  Blanche  ;  and  it  is  one  of 
the  most  elegant  and  humorous  of  hia  compositions.  '  The  House  of 
Fame '  also  made  ita  appearance  at  this  time.  In  the  construction  of  its 
fable  it  gives  evidence  of  great  ingenuity,  and  the  harmony  of  its  com- 
position is  remarkable  for  the  age  in  which  it  was  produced.  Pope 
afterward  unquestionably  took  it  for  his  model,  in  that  splendid  poem, 
•  The  Temple  of  Fame.' 

It  was  about  this  time  that  his  patron,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  cb- 
pouaed  the  cause  of  the  first  reformer.  Wycklifle,  who,  by  hia  tcachingB, 
TTBS  llien  creating  a  great  uproar  in  England. 

"Wyoklifiw  ■wftB  filling  the  chair  of  theology  at  Oxford,  when  the  bold- 
ness and  force  of  ihe  now  doctrines  taught  by  him 'in  the  very  halls  of 
|he  university,  Btartled  ail  Christendom,  He  was  publicly  charged  with 
Hjr,  and  cited  to  appear  before  an  ecclesiastical  tribunal.  The  Duke 
'""  Iter  and  Earl  Percy,  as  soon  aa  they  lieard  of  the  citation, 
illWifcklitle  to  ccinfront  his  enemies  with  a  bold  and  dauntless 
'^  W  Dr.  Vaugha  in  his  recent  monograph  upon  Wycklifle, 
AHuist  g      bio  pen  the  scene  of  tiiis  council,  and  the 
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'  Ox  the  morniiip:  of  the  nineteenth  of  February,  in  the  year  1337,  the  priests,  the 
dignitaries,  and  the  prelates,  who  were  to  constitute  the  two  houses  of  tnis  clerical 
parliament,  went  strcaminjr  in,  along  the  narn)\T  passes  that  led  to  St.  Paul's.  What  'c 
afoot  is  somewhat  noised  abroad,  and  you  see  the  dependents  of  these  (rreat  oncs^  and 
others  of  the  populace  of  London  crowding  into  the  sacred  building.  The  edifice  itself 
is  large  —  larger  than  the  structure  which  now  lifts  its  head  so  high  on  the  same  site, 
and  is  in  the  old  niaj^sive  style  of  Xorman  architecture.  The  space  open  around  it  is 
also  large,  if  we  bear  in  mind  that  it  stands  in  the  midst  of  a  city  within  whose  con- 
tracted walls  ingenuity  in  the  way  of  package  has  been  tasked  to  the  utmost.  Soon 
after  the  prelates  have  taken  their  seats,  a  noise  is  heard  at  the  entrance.  It  approaches 
nearer,  until,  in  the  midst  of  much  disorder  and  hubbub,  a  way  is  opened  through  the 
crowd ;  and  the  man,  Joiix  De  Wyckliffe,  of  whom  enoujfh  haa  been  heu^,  but  few  pre- 
sent had  seen,  stands  in  their  midst  with  a  presence  of  his  own,  which  bids  fair  to  be  a 
match  for  any  presence.  There  you  can  imap^ine  him,  a  man  rising  some  where  aboTe 
the  middle  stature.  His  right  hand  is  raised  m  the  clutch  of  his  tall,  white  staff.  His 
clothing  consists  of  a  dark,  simple  robe,  belted  about  the  waist,  and  dropping  its  folds 
from  the  shoulders  to  the  waist,  and  from  the  waist  to  the  feet;  while  above  that  gnj 
and  flowing  beard,  you  may  discover  a  set  of  features  which  speak  thnmsrhout  of  noble- 
ness, and  which  a  man  mi^ht  do  well  to  travel  far,  even  to  look  at.  Behind  him,  yoa 
.see  his  servant,  bearing  his  books  and  papers;  especially,  the  Book  above  all  books; 
ammunition  for  the  battle,  if  this  is  to  be  a  Held-day.  On  his  one  hand  is  Jobk  ot 
Gaunt,  (our  poet's  patn)n  ;)  on  the  other.  Lord  Pbrct,  Earl  Marshal  of  England.  These 
were  bold  men  all.  But  Coi&texat,  the  presiding  Bishop,  was  a  bold  man,  too.  He 
rose  in  high  displeasure,  and  was  the  first  to  spe:iK;  when  the  following  fierce  alterca- 
tion arose : 

*  Bishop  Courtkxay  :  *  Earl  Perot  !  had  I  known  what  masteries  you  would  hare  kept 
in  the  ('hurch,  I  would  have  stopped  you  from  coming  out  hither.' 

*  John*  of  Gafxt:  *My  Ix)rd  Bishop,  he  shall  keep  such  masteries,  though  you  lay 
him  nay.' 

*  Loiti)  Percy  :  *  Wyckliffe,  sit  down :  for  you  have  many  things  to  answer,  and  you 
nee<l  to  rej)ose  yourself  on  a  soft  seat.* 

'BrsiiMi' CorliTEXAY:  *  It  is  most  unreasonable  that  one  cited  before  his  ordinary, 
should  sit  down  during  his  answer.    lie  must  and  shall  stand.' 

*  Joiiv  OK  (rArxx:  'Lord  Percy's  motion  for  Wyckliffe  is  reasonable;  and  as  for 
you,  my  Lord  Bishop,  who  are  grown  so  proud  and  arrogant,  I  will  bring  down  not  only 
The  pride  of  you,  but  of  all  the  prelacy  of  England.' 

*  Bishop  CouRTEXAT :  *  I)o  your  worst,  Sir. 

*  Jonx  OF  Gaunt:  'Thou  bearest  thyself  so  long  upon  thy  parents,  which  shall  not 
be  able  to  keep  thee.    They  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  help  themselves.' 

*  Bishop  C.  :  *  My  help  is  not  in  my  parents,  nor  in  an  v  man  else :  but  in  God,  in  whom 
I  trust,  and  by  whose  assistance  I  will  speak  the  truth.^ 

Monx  OF  Gaixt:  *  Bather  than  bear  tnese  words,  I  will  pluck  this  insolent  Bishop  by 
the  hair  out  of  the  Church.' ' 

Thus  abruptly  closed  this  convocation  ;  and,  protected  by  his  power- 
ful patrons,  "Wyckliffe  escaped  the  fate  that,  twenty  years  after  his 
death,  did  its  work  with  fire  and  faggot  upon  those  who  sustained  bis 
noble  doctrines.  His  enemies,  then,  could  only  wreak  their  vengeance 
upon  his  bones ;  these  they  burnt  to  ashes,  and  the  ashes  they  gave  to 
the  rapid  current  of  the  River  Swift. 

Chaucer,  of  course,  could  not  dpscrt  his  patron ;  and  without  being, 
(as  has  been  asserted,)  a  follower  of  Wyckliffe,  he  went  heart  and  hand 
with  John  of  Gaunt,  in  shielding  the  Reformer  from  the  persecutionB 
of  the  clergy  and  the  monks.  His  hatred  to  this  last  class  had  been 
manifested  in  early  life,  having  been  fined  at  the  University  *  for  kicking 
and  beating  a  begging  pair ; '  and  he  always  seemed  to  delight  in  the 
opportunity  of  exposing  their  rascality  and  laziness.  There  is  not  any 
evidence  that  Chaucer  ever  became  a  follower  of  "Wyckliffe,  by  desert- 
ing the  Church  of  Rome. 

About  the  year  1377,  Edward  having  died,  the  young  Prince  of  Wales 
succeeded  his  grand-father  as  Richard  Second ;  and  being  but  eleven 
years  of  age,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  (the  poet's  patron)  was  intrusted 
witli  the  chief  share  of  the  administration. 
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The  Duke,  thus  elevated  to  the  very  zenith  of  power,  did  not  forget 
his  favorite.  He  offered  him  several  posts  of  honor  and  emolument. 
But  Chaucer,  satisfied  with  the  lucrative  post  of  Comptroller  of  the 
Customs  of  London,  did  not  aspire  to  any  other. 

It  was  not  long  after  Lancaster's  elevation,  before  his  power  and  in- 
fluence began  to  fail.  He  soon  became  equally  suspected  by  the  king 
and  by  the  people.  The  conduct  of  Wat  Tyler,  Jack  Straw,  and  other 
popular  leaders,  who  rose  against  the  imposition  of  taxes  in  this  reign, 
had  served  to  bring  the  doctrines  of  "VVycklifie  (as  their  resentment  was 
aimed  at  the  clergy)  into  great  disfavor.  The  enemies  of  Wycklifie, 
charged  him  and  his  abettors  with  being  the  plotters  of  this  rebellion. 
It  was  about  this  period  that  Chaucer  took  the  part  of  Sir  John  Cum- 
berton,  mayor  of  London,  in  his  endeavors  to  reform  the  city  govern- 
ment, upon  certain  advice  given  by  Wycklifie.  The  clergy  thereupon 
stirred  up  a  most  violent  opposition  to  the  election  of  Cumberton,  and 
excited  such  a  fierce  disturbance  that  a  rebellion  ensued.  The  King 
made  use  of  force,  for  the  purpose  of  quieting  it :  several  of  the 
ring-leaders  were  put  to  death,  and  Sir  John  Cumberton  imprisoned. 
Chaucer,  being  apprehensive  about  his  own  safety,  fled  to  France  ;  but 
returned  shortly  after  to  England,  and  was  inunediately  seized  and  im- 
prisoned. It  was  while  in  prison,  that  he  gave  vent  to  his  sorrows  in 
that  most  excellent  treatise  called  *  The  Testament  of  Love.' 

After  his  release  from  prison,  which  happened  after  a  few  months' 
confinement,  he  appears  to  have  been  restored  to  favor,  and  his  old 
official  position  as  Comptroller  of  the  Customs  of  London. 

The  loss  of  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  who  died  about  this  period, 
afTccled  our  poet  deeply  ;  and  he  retired  to  Duimington  Castle,  a  short 
distance  beyond  Newberry,  where  he  died  after  a  few  years'  residence, 
spent,  to  use  his  own  words,  '  in  indulging  grave  thoughts  in  the  solitude 
of  that  sweet  retreat.' 

He  was  at  this  castle  when  the  great  revolution  happened,  that  placed 
Henry  of  Lancaster  on  the  throne  of  England ;  the  son  of  the  Duke 
of  Lancaster,  (Chaucer's  patron,)  and  now  his  brother-in-law.  The 
new  king  seems  to  have  been  disposed  to  shower  honors  upon  the  old 
poet ;  but  he  staid  the  liberal  hand  of  his  prince,  preferring  to  devote 
the  few  remaining  years  of  life  to  the  settlement'of  his  private  affairs. 

He  died  about  the  year  1400,  and  was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
hi  the  grand  south  cross-aisle  ;  being  the  first  of  that  array  of  mighty 
poets  whose  bones  repose  Avith  generations  of  warriors  and  statesmen 
beneath  the  long-drawn  aisles  of  tliis  great  national  Walhalla. 

We  may  justly  affirm  of  this  great  poet,  that  in  whatever  light  he  is 
considered,  he  seems  always  to  merit  and  claim  our  admiration.  In  his 
public  character,  if  we  consider  the  time  in  which  he  lived,  he  mani- 
fested great  firmness  of  principle,  and  marked  consistency  of  character ; 
in  his  private,  he  won,  and  richly  deserved,  the  esteem  of  his  contem- 
poraries. If  we  regard  him  as  an  author,  he  may  be  well  styled  *  the 
Father  of  English  Poetry.'  His  works  abound  in  rare  and  unsurpassed 
beauties  of  thought  and  express^ion.  The  earUest  successors  of  Chaucer, 
John  the  Chaplain,  Occleve,  and  Lydgate,  in  celebrating  the  praises,  or 
lamenting  the  death  of  *  theire-  greate  maister,'   all  harp  upon  one 
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tli(jrn«  :  the  eloquence,  or  '  rhctoricke,'  as  lliey  usually  style  it,  of  the 
departed  poet.  And  t}ii.=.  iiideetl,  is  the  term  which  Chaucer  hirn^eli' 
fixes  uj)on  in  the  '  Clerk's  Prnloprue,'  while  praisinpr  Petrarch.  But.  if 
any  two  jKJcts  afford  a  contrast  to  eacli  otluT,  and  exhibit  qualities 
directly  opposite,  these  twf)  are  Chaucer  and  Petrarch.  The  latter  i& 
the  i)()et  of  lanjfuaire  and  of  style  :  the  former,  the  poet  of  vip;oroug 
thought,  and  of  matter. 

Thii;  term  '  rhetoricke,'  then,  althon£rh  not  unaptly  applied  to  Petrarch, 
will  not.  in  the  slisrhtest  dejrree.  portray  the  characteristic  excellencies 
of  the  first  "Treat  Enjrlish  poet.  Peril aps,  indeed,  the  moift  etrikiner 
quality  of  Chaucer's  works,  on  our  first  acquaintance  with  them,  will 
Ik*  the  heauty  and  vi^ror  whicli  many  of  his  descriptive  passajres  have 
attained,  notwith.standinir  the  rudeness  and  imperfection  of  his  metre 
and  laniruapre,  and  even  the  homeliness  of  his  style  and  diction.  Yet, 
rude  as  this  lan[rua;re.  and  unornamented  as  this  style  now  cippears  to 
us,  so  manifest  an  iinjjroveinrnt  was  it  n]»on  his  predecessors,  that,  from 
liis  own  dav  to  that  of  Leland  and  William  Thvnne  —  the  one  his  ear- 
liest  hiojrrapher,  the  other  the  first  editor  of  his  entire  works  —  this 
peculiar  excellence  of  (.^haucer,  triflinpr  as  it  is  in  comparison  with  his 
real  merits  a^  a  poet,  sreins  to  have  occnpii^l  the  attention  of  his 
admirers,  to  the  exelusion  of  even*  other.  Skeltou,  in  his  '  Crown  of 
Laurel,'  written  in  11  bO.  continues  in  the  same  strain  with  John  the 
Chaplain.  Oecleve.  and  Lydirate  :  and  extols  }>oth  Gower  and  Chaucer 
as  the  parni.<hers  and  refiners  of  the  nide  Enprlish  tonsruc:  and  liawes, 
in  his  '  Pastime  of  Pleasure.'  sjieaks  of  Cliaucer  much  in  the  same 
strain.  Tn  the  dedieation  of  Thynne  to  Htiiry  the  Eijrhth,  thi*  ]K)ct  is 
praisiul,  accordinjr  to  the  afl'ected  pedantry  of  the  day,  '  for  his  excellent 
learninjr  in  all  kiudes  of  dcK'triiies  and  seiene<».<,'  '  and  for  his  sluirpnesse 
and  qnickne.«se  in  conclusion,  in  a  time  when  either  by  the  disposition 
and  influence  of  the  heaveiilv  iKjdies,  or  hv  the  ordinance  of  God,  all 
pood  letters  were  laid  aslee]»e  ihrc-ufih  the  world.' 

U})  to  the  days  of  Thynne.  there  wa*  hut  one  o])inion  on  the  subject. 
Chaucer  was  '  the  floure  of  rlietorike.'  *  the  parnisher  of  English  rude.* 
Webl)e  first  ventures  to  hint,  that  '  the  manner  of  his  stvle  may  seem 
Munt  and  coarse  to  niany  line  Endish  earesat  these  days.'  In  the  time 
of  which  Webbe  speaks,  the  Enjrlish  tonjrue.  beside  the  natural  polish 
which  it  had  acquired  from  the  labors  of  successive  writers,  was  also 
affectedly  interlarded  with  artificial  (»niaments.  Irorrowed  chiefly  from 
the  Spanish  and  Italian  laiifruapes.  ThcrJe  *  ink-honi  tenns,'  as  they 
were  called,  form  a  frequent  theme  for  ridicule  in  the  comedies  of  Ben 
Jonson  and  Shakspeare.  Similar  affectations  and  innovations  were  en- 
couraired  and  extended  by  the  *  Euj»hues'  of  John  Lilye  :  and  Sixmser, 
findinir  the  ornate  style,  which  was  then  becoming  popular,  abhorrent, 
from  the  nature  and  subject  of  his  romantic  poem,  adopted  at  once  the 
lanpuape  of  Chaucer,  as 

•A  wi:m,  (if  Kn;rlish  iiiulcfiUMl.  * 

It  may  be  safely  said  of  Chaucer,  that  he  far  surpassed  those  of  his 
time,  in  all  tlie  different  stvlcs  of  verse  in  which  he  wrote.  In  his 
sonnets  or  love-sonjrs.  when  but  a  mere  boy,  we  discern  fire  and  judg- 
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mcnt,  great  elegance  of  thought,  and  harmony  of  expression.  Not  the 
least  testimony  in  praise  of  Chaucer,  is  that  borne  by  so  many  distin- 
guished poets,  who  in  after-times  so  closely  imitated  him.  Spenser,  in 
his  Shepherdess  Calender,  alludes  to,  and  professedly  imitates  him ; 
and  that  his  admiration  did  not  diminish  with  his  years,  we  have  sub- 
stantially proved,  by  the  numerous  images  and  descriptions  in  *  The 
Faery  Cilueene,'  based  upon  those  of  our  poet.  Many  of  the  allegorical 
descriptions  in  Chaucer's  '  Romaunt  of  the  Rose,'  remind  one  forcibly 
of  Spenser's  Faery  Clueene.  The  image  of  *  Hypocrisy '  in  particular, 
which  so  attracted  the  admiration  of  Barclay,  diat  in  his  translation  of 
'  The  Shippe  of  Fools,'  he  has  inserted  it  at  length,  seems  to  have  sug- 
gested to  Spenser  the  character  of  Archimago.  The  well-known 
description  of  trees  in  the  opening  of  Spenser's  great  work  is  taken 
almost  verbatim  from  that  of  Chaucer's  *  Parliament  of  Fowles.' 
'  Merlin's  Mirrour '  seems  borrowed  from  the  mirror  presented  to  Cam- 
buscan  by  the  Stranger  Knight,  in  the  *  Squier's  Tale ; '  and  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  cave  of  Morpheus  in  '  The  House  of  Fame,'  or,  rather,  in 
the  opening  line  of  the  Dutchesse,  evidently  formed  the  ground-work 
of  the  celebrated  description  of  Spenser.  The  original  description, 
from  whence  Chaucer  borrowed  his  idea,  is  to  be  found  in  Ovid  ;  but 
the  English  poet  has  not  followed  his  favorite  Latin  author  very  closely  ; 
and  Spenser  has  much  enriched  his  description,  by  the  introduction  of 
tlie  double  gates  of  Sleep,  from  the  sixth  book  of  Virgil's  JEneid.  If 
Chaucer  may  be  regarded  as  the  master  of  Spenser  in  allegorical  and 
picturesque  description,  it  must  be  confessed  that,  on  the  whole,  the 
pupil  excels  the  instructor :  although,  perhaps,  in  point  of  forcible 
painting  and  contrast,  it  would  be  difficult  to  produce  any  passages  from 
the  '  Faery  ftueen'  equal  to  the  portraits  of  the  rival  kings  Lycurgus 
and  Emetrius,  in  the  Knight's  tale.  The  simplicity  of  the  diction  in 
these  passages,  as  well  as  in  those  describing  suicide  and  madness,  is  so 
far  from  destroying  the  sublimity  of  the  poetry,  that  it  seems,  as  with 
Dante,  only  to  heighten  it. 

From  the  days  of  Shakspeare,  the  comic  powers  of  Chaucer  have 
been  the  constant  theme  of  admiration,  both  with  critics  and  poets. 
In  allegorical  description,  he  may  have  been  excelled  by  Spenser ;  in 
pathos,  by  Shalcspeare  ;  in  sublimity,  by  Milton :  but  in  true  comic 
humor,  and  more  especially  in  the  delineation  of  professional  character, 
he  has  few  equals,  no  superiors. 

Pope,  with  the  intention  of  selecting  a  favorable  specimen  of  his 
comic  power,  has  modernized  The  Merchant's  Talc,  and  the  Prologue 
of  The  Wife  of  Bath.  Dryden,  in  his  choice  of  The  Nonnes  Priest's 
Tale,  has  fixed  upon  one  of  our  poet's  works,  which,  while  it  equally 
abounds  in  wit,  with  the  selections  of  Pope,  is  less  objectionable  en  the 
More  of  indecency. 

No  ag<Q  is  so  ▼aiionsly  or  so  minutely  depicted  in  any  author,  either 
.    ib  pme  or  riiyine,  as  that  of  Edward  the  Third  and  his  successor,  in 
of  Chancer.     In  the  orations  of  Thucydides,  or  Demosthenes, 
the  knurhts  of  Athens ;  in  the  comedies  of  Aristophanes,  their 
[^Ak^tfSnvlB :  in  the  verses  of  Menander,  the  follies  and  vices 
the  gentry  :  in  Ben  Jonson,  every  possible  variety 
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of  the  black-guard  of  his  day :  but  it  was  reserved  for  the  -woadeiful 
pencil  of  Chaucer  to  group  all  these  upon  the  same  canras. 

As  |)ortraying  the  habits,  and  as  participating  in  the  sentiinents  of 
the  middle  classes  of  his  day,  Chaucer  aiibrds  a  marked  contrast  to  hie 
contemporary,  Froissart.  Froissart,  throughout  his  whole  life,  Tinote 
only  for  the  princes.  In  his  poems  and  romances,  he  treats  of  the  fa- 
vorite courtly  topic,  the  all-engrossing  subject  of  love.  In  his  Chroni- 
cles, as  in  the  Iliad,  we  have  but  a  variety  of  the  knight,  and  that 
rather  the  hero  of  poetical  chivalr}'  than  the  true  historical  knight  of 
Chaucer.  In  his  sentiments,  he  is  true  to  tlie  old  heroic  and  feudal 
principle  expressed  by  Horace,  when  speaking  of  the  Iliad  : 

*  De  lirant  rcgcs  plectimtur  achevi : ' 

and  he  accounts  the  blood  of  churls  as  of  no  value,  when  weighed  in 
the  scale  ^\'ith  the  honor  of  knighthood.  In  Chaucer,  we  find  depicted 
the  rural  dwelling  of  the  Reve,  and  the  lonely  cottage  *  of  the  'pouie 
widowe,'  who  is  described  as  '  a  mancr  dey,'  (the  lowest  class  of 
laborers  ;)  '  ful  sooty  was  here  hal,  and  eke  here  bower.'  But  Froissart 
never  condescends  to  smoky  rafters  ;  lie  dwells  always  in  the  tapestried 
halls  of  princes,  and  delights  to  describe  their  unlimited  power,  and 
their  costly  magnificence. 

Chaucer's  greatest  work  is  unquestionably  his  Canterbury  Tales  ;  and 
upon  this  his  fame  chiefly  rests :  the  tale  of  those  pilgrmis,  who,  to 
use  the  words  of  Shaw,  *  have  traversed  four  hundred  and  fifty  yeaiB, 
(like  the  Israelites  wandering  in  the  desert,)  amid  arid  periods  of  neg- 
lect and  ignorance,  sandy  flats  of  formal  mannerism,  unfertilized  by  any 
spring  of  beauty ;  and  yet  their  garments  have  not  decayed,  neither 
have  their  shoes  waxed  old.* 

I  have  before  alluded  to  these  tales,  and  intimated  that  Chaucer  evi- 
dently took  for  the  model  of  his  spirited  narrative,  the  Decameron  of 
the  Italian  poet,  Boccacio. 

After  Chaucer's  return  from  the  embassy  to  Genoa,  the  influence  of 
his  Italian  studies  goon  manifested  itself  in  his  writings.  And  that 
influence,  after  the  poet's  death,  continued  to  aflect  the  hterature  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  reaching  its  culminating  point  during  the  reign  of 
Elizabeth,  and  gradually  losing  its  authority  during  the  succeeding 
century. 

Beibre  the  age  of  Elizabeth,  all  the  light  of  learning  wliich  fell  upon 
the  world,  had  come  from  Italy  ;  and  our  English  literature,  like  a 
young  and  tender  plant,  insensibly  put  forth  its  roots  more  luxuriantly 
in  the  direction  whence  it  felt  its  invigorating  influences  ;  as  it  grew,  it 
sent  its  fibres  deeper  into  its  own  soil,  and  drew  thence,  from  that  time, 
the  nourishment  necessary  to  enable  it  to  assume  its  full  and  fair  pro- 
portions. 

The  Decameron  of  Boccacio,  who  was  a  student  of  the  famous 
Petrarch,  and  gifted  with  much  of  the  genius  of  liis  master,  was  a 
species  of  dramatic  novel  —  in  the  language  of  all  acute  critics  of  the 
last  century,  a  comedy  not  intended  for  the  stage. 

The  action  of  the  Decameron  is  supposed  to  happen  about  the  year 
1318,  when  a  fierce  pestilence  desolated  Florence.     We  are  first  intro- 
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duced  to  a  group  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  flying  from  the  infected  city, 
and  taking  refuge  in  a  deserted  palace  about  two  miles  from  its  walls. 
There,  in  the  midst  of  delightful  gardens,  murmuring  fountains,  and  all 
the  luxuries  that  well-stored  wine-vaults,  groaning  larders,  and  splen- 
didly-furnished apartments  could  aflbrd,  they  determined,  with  true 
Italian  levity,  to  forget  the  plague-stricken  city,  and  spend  the  next  ten 
days  in  pleasure.  They  appoint  a  queen  who  is  mistress  of  the  revels, 
and  on  each  day,  she  demands  of  one  of  the  company  a  story ;  and  the 
tales  of  ten  days  (hence  the  title  of  the  poet)  constitute  his  most  famous 
production. 

Boccacio  surpasses  Chaucer,  unquestionably,  in  the  musical  harmony 
of  his  periods,  and  the  perfect  finish  of  his  composition ;  but  he  falls 
far  behind  him  in  knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  the  keen  anatomy 
of  the  human  soul,  that  so  distinguishes  the  English  poet,  in  his  Can- 
terbury Tales.  The  Itahan  poet  does  not  pretend  to  sketch  the  differ- 
ent characters  who,  light  of  heart,  and  escaping  the  hideous  scenes  of 
death,  had  assembled  in  the  deserted  palace  :  while  the  prologue  to  the 
Canterbuiy  Tales  is  a  portrait-gallery  in  itself;  and  in  the  vigorous  and 
speaking  faces  that  look  down  upon  us  from  the  canvas,  all  a-glow  with 
the  genius  of  a  master's  pencil,  we  can  recognize  features  familiar  to 
us  at  this  day. 

The  action  of  the  poem,  if  action  it  may  be  called,  consists  in  the 
contest  of  the  pilgrims  for  the  supper  to  be  given  on  their  return,  at  the 
general  cost,  to  the  most  successful  teller  of  tales.  It  is  projected  by 
the  host,  that  each  pilgrim  shall  tell  one  tale  on  the  way  to  Canterbury, 
and  one  returning ;  but  the  work  of  Chaucer  breaks  off  before  the 
arrival  at  Canterbury,  and  when  not  the  first  tale  had  gone  its  entire 
round. 

The  characters  of  the  pilgrims  are  strongly  painted,  for  the  sake  of 
picturesque  contrast.  The  more  worthy  characters  are  raised  above 
the  ordinary  rank  and  condition  of  life  :  the  churls,  as  the  poet  himself 
terms  them,  are  lowered.  If  time  would  permit,  we  should  give  some 
illustrations  of  the  descriptive  power  of  the  poet,  as  evinced  in  this,  his 
greatest  work ;  but  we  can  only  refer  our  reader  to  the  work  itself, 
where,  if  he  possesses  the  least  share  of  literary  taste,  he  can  select  for 
himself,  from  the  rich  store-house  of  tlie  poet. 

Chaucer  imquestionably  stood  a  head  and  shoulders  above  all  his 
contemporaries.  None  can  be  found  who  could  stand  with  him  upon 
the  high  ground  he  occupied  ;  and,  we  make  bold  to  say,  for  more  than 
a  century  after  his  death  did  any  arise  who  could  be  classed  as  his 
equal.  He  caught  the  living  manners  of  the  age,  with  an  accuracy  of 
conception  and  a  perfection  of  finish,  that  none  but  Shakspeare  ever 
surpassed.  His  portraits  are  never  over-drawn ;  but,  instinct  with  life, 
and  true  to  nature,  they  live  again  in  every  age.  In  the  men  and 
women  of  your  own  day,  we  recognize  the  prominent  features  of  Chau- 
cer's living  portraits. 

In  some  of  his  smaller  effusions,  he  becomes  the  inspired  dreamer, 
sailing  away  upon  airy  pinions  into  the  golden  light  of  the  fairy  land 
of  romance. 
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Then,  a<rain,  his  riotous  spirit  rings  loud  in  his  quaint  verse  with  the 
turbulence  of  human  merriment  and  laughter. 

And  then  it  changes  into  a  subdued  tone,  like  the  low,  plaintiTS 
sighiiifr  of  some  autumn-breeze,  that  shakes  down  upon  your  path-way 
the  sober-tinted  leaves  oi  autumn. 

And  now  it  luxuriates  in  the  midst  of  the  tranquillizing  sights  and 
sounds  of  Nature,  with  whom  the  poet  often  holds  *  sweet  converse ; ' 
and  the  singing  of  the  choral  songsters  of  the  grove  are  in  your  ears  ; 
the  rustling  of  leaves  ;  the  plash  of  the  wood-land  water-fall : 

'  SoLXD  of  venial  showers 
On  the  twinkHng  grass; 
liain-awakened  mnvcrs ; 
All  that  ever  was 
Joyous,  clear,  and  fresh.' 

There  are  certain  books  militant  upon  the  earth  ;  that  is,  they  have 
to  fight  for  their  very  existence,  and  sometimes  are  lost  for  ever  in  the 
struggle ;  others,  such  as  the  Prometheus  of  ^schylus,  the  Iliad  of 
Horner,  the  iEneid  of  Virgil  —  are  triiunphant ;  they  can  never  be 
lost,  or  incorporated  into  other  creations.  A  good  steam-engine  may  be 
superseded  by  a  better ;  but  one  lovely  valley  can  never  be  supers^ed 
by  another  ;  a  statue  of  Pliidias  by  a  statue  of  Michael  Angelo : 

*A  THiXQ  of  beauty  is  a  ioy  for  ever; 
Its  loveliness  increase?. 

Human  works,  the  productions  of  the  highest  order  of  genius,  never 
can  repeat  themselves,  never  become  extinct.  At  this  hour,  five 
hundred  years  since  their  creation,  the  Canterbury  Talcs  of  Chaucer 
stand  unrivalled  ;  they  never  have  been  surpassed  for  tenderness,  pic- 
turesqueness,  and  life.  The  man  —  the  people  he  describes — even 
their  very  monuments  —  are  dust.  But  the  poet  lives  ;  his  soul  —  the 
soul  of  the  great  Chaucer  —  is  in  this,  his  greatest  work,  and  can  never 
die. 


LINES. 

A  Lixr.KRixo  snow-wreath  on  a  distant  height, 

In  yester-eve's  short  twili|jht  cauj^ht  ray  eye, 

Asuiusingly  1  scanned  the  landscape  seen 

From  my  lx)ys'  chamber-window ;  and  I  thought 

How  highest  things  are  ])urest,  nmst  enduring. 

And  least  affected  by  the  ^)owers  that  work 

In  lower  8i>heres.     The  rainy  flood  bears  down, 

And  mingles  with  the  mire,  snow  <mceas  pure 

As  that  my  eve  now  rests  on ;  but  the  sheen 

That  robeil  tlio  mountain  is  no  longer  white ; 

Nay,  it  no  longer  is !  't  was  soiled,  and  then, 

It  vanished  utterly.     It  will  be  thine. 

In  lion's  good  providence,  to  school  young  minds; 

Teach  them,  though  all  things  else  remain  untaught, 

The  pure  in  heart  shall  see  their  God  —  the  Eternal  ! 

Br iJ,j,  water,  March  C,  ISM. 
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THE       LONELY       GRAVE. 


BY     riERRK     VIVANT. 


Dowx  by  tho  sedgy  margin  of  the  river, 
Where  pendant  willows  in  its  waters  lave, 

Where,  with  each  breeze,  tho  trembling  aspens  quiver, 
And  the  long  grass  stoops  down  to  kiss  the  wave, 
There  is  a  lonely  grave. 

Tho  river,  glidmg  onward  to  tho  ocean. 

Washes,  with  peaceful  flow,  the  silvery  sands ; 

And  the  warm  south-wind  waves,  with  gentlest  motion, 
The  flowers  transplanted  there  by  loving  hands. 
At  Memory's  fond  command. 

There,  underneath  the  verdant  sod  reposing, 

Lieth  the  form  of  her  we  idolized ; 
Who,  when  beneath  Death's  seal  her  eyes  were  closing. 

And  tears  of  stricken  ones  her  brow  baptized. 
Still  earthly  joys  despised. 

There,  when  the  early  grass  and  flowers  were  springing, 

Wo  laid  her  gentle  head  in  lowly  rest, 
And  thither  garlands  fresh  and  fragrant  bringing. 

We  strewed  them  tenderly  above  her  breast  — 
Tho  flowers  she  loved  the  best. 


And  while  our  lives  are  spared,  and  recollection. 
We  '11  bring  these  floral  olferings  to  tliia  slirine, 

To  testify  to  our  unchanged  affection 
For  her  who  doth  in  heavenly  garments  shino 
Before  the  All-Divine. 


This  spot  to  us  is  holy,  though  the  spirit 
Abides  no  more  on  earth,  but,  clothed  in  white. 

Celestial  habitations  doth  inherit, 
And  walketh,  with  the  angels,  fields  of  light, 
Knowing  no  longer  night. 


And  when  our  earthly  pilgrimage  is  finished, 
To  Heaven  we  '11  turn  our  fondly-longing  eyes, 

And  with  affection  pure  and  undiminished. 
Renew  her  loved  acquaintance  in  tho  skies. 
Where  true  love  never  dies. 


And  though  wo  enter  through  tho  grave's  dim  portal, 
Though  laid,  like  her  before  us,  in  tho  dust. 

Our  mortal  shall  at  length  put  on  the  immortal. 
And  soar,  unfettered  by  earth's  moth  and  rust, 
To  God,  hi  whom  we  trust ! 

Ann-Arlor^  MarcJi,  16M 
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%\t  i'nbge  ^aptrs: 


PEINO    TilE    OHPF.r.VATIO*"     AT    ilO'^V,    AND    AF.ROAT)    O?    DIVBRS     U  EMBERS    07 

T  HE     r  r'  D  ■:>  F.     y  A  M  T  L  T 


RENDEKED    INTO   WBITIX(»    UT    TONY    FUDGX. 


CnAPTEB    TWEyTT-ElGnTtL 

A    T  R  T  r  I.  E  T    Or'     I,  E  T  i  E  R  P  ;     V.'  I  T  7:    A     :.:  O  T  T  O    FOR    EACH. 

I.  *Clt  cum  panportate  bene  convenit, dives  est;  noa  qui  parum  hubet,  scd  qui  plus 
cupit,  paiipor  est/  Luciax. 

ir.  *  TiiK  truth  she  loved  above  all  earthly  wight, 

Yet  could  not  toll  her  love;  but  what  she  saidc 
Was  certain  true,  nnd  she  a  perfect  muide.*  LonD  Brookes. 

III.  *  Wii.nK  ctmies  next,  who  with  the  fyraunv 

Of  sulfitle  rules,  distinctions,  terms,  anil  notions, 
C(>nfounds  of  real  truth  the  harmony. 
Distracts  the  jud*;ment.'  Old  Poet:  apud  Fid.  Toxr. 

My  uncle  ^^olomon,  under  the  circumstances  which  just  now  cast 
their  shadow  upon  the  Fidge  family,  is  dc])ressed.  I  observe  that  his 
white  cravat  is  frequently  tied  wrong.  I  ohservc  that  his  pold-bowed 
spectacles  repose  less  frequently  upon  his  serene  forehead  ;  and  far  oft- 
ener  with  a  discerninnr  look  upon  the  hridjre  of  his  nose.  Even  in  con- 
versation, I  notice  tliat  they  maintain  their  position  here  as  if  they 
interposed  a  shield  hotween  his  secret  anxieties  and  the  obtrusive  eye 
of  the  world.  There  are  times  when  we  all  like  to  set  a  screen  between 
us  and  the  penetratinjr  look  of  everybody  :  and  blessed  is  the  man  or 
the  woman  who  never  feels  this  likinj?,  or  the  want  which  creates  it. 

As  I  regard  my  uncle  Solomon  uow-a-days,  I  reflect  with  pliilosophic 
pleasure  upon  that  independence  and  high-spiritedness  which  belong 
to — nothing  :  and  regale  myself  with  the  thought  that  stocks  may  be 
high  or  low ;  rich  men's  sous  stultifying  themselves  in  Paris,  or  else- 
where ;  intnisive  Quids  starting  arrogant  claims  ;  large  women  grow- 
ing larger  and  more  red :  yet  I,  the  bachelor  Tony,  lively,  with  good 
digestion,  iiin)ulsive,  easy-tempered,  am  disturbed  by  none  of  these 
things  ;  but  look  all  the  world  straight  in  the  face — having  no  need  of 
spectacles,  or  of —  Absinthe. 

PiKEDE  nnd  Solomon  use  monosyllables  more  than  ever.  Solomon 
feels  that  Pikebe  spends  a  great  deal  of  money  ;  Phcebe  feels  that 
Solomon  does  not  make  an  eflectivc  use  of  money. 

'  "Wliat  is  the  use  of  burj'ing  it  in  coal-mines  ?  *  says  Piiosbe.  And 
Solomon  winces  ;  for  ho  thinks  of  the  Dauphin  and  the  Parker  vein, 

*  If  you  could  n*t  allord  it,  Mr.  Fudge,  why  did  you  over  come  into 
the  Avenue  ?  '  says  Phcebe. 

And  Solomon  thinks,  in  a  desolate  way,  of  the  Axminsters,  and  fres- 
coes, and  Louis  Quatorze  chairs.     I  do  not  know  but  he  begins  to  regret 


1854.]  The  Fudge  Papers,  453 

the  sums  which  have  been  lavished  upon  the  French  tutelage  and  harp- 
practice  of  Miss  AViLiiELMiNA.  They  may  perhaps  have  made  her  the 
envy  of  other  men's  daughters ;  but  he  does  not  clearly  perceive  how 
they  have  added  greatly  to  the  charms  of  his  fire-side,  or  brought  her 
nearer  to  him  in  the  way  of  comforting  his  old  heart. 

For  it  is  even  true  that  there  are  soft  places  in  the  hearts  of  nearly 
all  the  world  —  even  in  those  of  brokers  —  where  quiet  hopes  grow  up 
of  a  domestic  and  tender  sort,  which,  if  they  be  not  fed,  canker,  and 
consume  away  painfully.  Sentiment  may  be  staved  off,  and  laughed 
at  cleverly  enough  ;  and  stocks  and  percentages  fill  up  a  large  measure 
of  a  man's  desire ;  but,  ten  to  one,  there  will  lie  in  him  some  where, 
after  all,  a  longing  for  pleasant  fire-side  confidences,  where  what  is  left 
of  the  boy  and  the  son  at  the  bottom  of  all  his  oldness,  may  speak  out 
and  rejoice  itself. 

I  do  not  think  that  the  brocaded  Wilhelmina,  who  had  been  para- 
graphed at  Saratoga,  and  who  flirted  incontinently,  in  rivalry  of  all  the 
Spindles  and  Pinkertons,  touched  any  such  place  in  the  old  Solomon's 
heart,  or  made  it  lighter  when  his  thought  fell  on  his  home  in  the 
Avenue.  There  was  an  outsidedness  to  the  whole  matter  of  his  home, 
his  wife,  his  child,  and  (I  may  add)  his  Dauphin  stock,  which  made  him 
sigh  for  something  which  had  inside.  It  was  all  compoimded  of  a 
struggle  to  seem,  and  of  no  effort  to  be, 

Howbeit,  the  outside  must  be  kept  good,  so  long  as  strength  lasts,  by 
those  who  Uve  in  that  direction  ;  and  I  may  say  that  it  is  just  now  in 
the  city  a  very  favorite  direction.  Houses  are  elegantly  crusted  ;  edu- 
cation runs  to  piquancies  ;  and  to  succeed  is  to  seem  to. 

Therefore,  my  uncle  Solomon  looks  about  him  to  see  what  pretences 
he  can  still  hang  up  between  his  state  real  and  his  state  fashionable. 
The  BoDGERs'  windfall  is  like  to  prove  no  windfall  at  all.  The  ftuiD 
papers  are  very  strong  indeed  :  so  strong  that  even  Mr.  Plainet,  his 
lawyer,  advises  him  to  make  the  best  compromise  he  can.  He  enters, 
therefore,  manfully  upon  this  scheme  ;  discusses  the  afiair  with  dignity, 
in  company  of  Mr.  CIuid  and  his  lawyer ;  maintains  to  the  eye  of  both 
his  character  as  a  man  of  great  means,  who  thinks  lightly  of  small 
sums ;  presses  the  claims  of  the  widow  Fleming  with  what  seems  dis- 
interestedness, and  which  really  would  be  so  were  he  not  overborne 
with  the  hope  of  imposing  upon  his  hsteners  the  belief  of  his  own  per- 
fect soundness  and  security. 

The  upshot  of  the  affair  may  be  seen  in  this  letter  of  my  uncle  Solo- 
mon, addressed  to  the  widow  Fleming,  in  his  capacity  as  administrator, 
being  the  first  of  the  triplet  referred  to  in  the  title  to  my  chapter : 

I 

^My  dear  Madam  :  Dutv  compels  me  to  inform  jou  that  the  claims  of  Mr.  Quid  upon 
the  estate  of  ^our  deceased  kinsman,  Tbuman Bodgers,  Esq.,  of  which  I  have  already 
pven  you  brief  advisement,  arc  very  strong:.  He  has  shown  to  me,  in  connection  with 
my  lep^al  adviser,  papers  which  app^r  to  establish  beyond  doubt,  the  rights  of  his  son, 
as  heir-at-law.  Deeply  distressing  as  this  event  must  be  to  both  branches  of  the  Bodqers 
family,  I  see  no  resource.  I  would  advise  you,  therefore,  to  limit  your  expenses  ac- 
cordingly, as  the  usual  annuity  which  I  believe  you  have  been  in  the  habit  of  receiv- 
ing through  the  generosity  of  Mr.  Bodqers,  will* now  be  cut  off.  I  trust  you  will  bear 
the  reverse  with  resolution. 

'  I  have  farther  to  state,  that  in  view  of  the  strong  nature  of  the  claims  of  Mr.  QriD, 


454  The  Fudge  Papers,  [May, 

and  in  <>r(k'r  ii>  avniil  the  cost.4  u{'  a  Innfir  suit,  which  niijcrht  in  the  end  prove  profitleu, 
I  have  onTort:iini'd  some  ])nii)ii&iti(.>u?i  from  Mr.  (jiin,  wiih  the  view*  of  etrectinfr  ft  com- 
])r"miso.  Ho  propories  li>  asjiisfn  to  vii*i  a  lifc-U'aso  of  the  old  UotiGers  homestead ;  in 
which  event  ynii  mis^ht  juiliciously  di:«p<i!'e  c»f  ymir  ])resent  jir«>perty;  to  Mr*.  FrocB  he 
propuse.s  to  I'nukc  au  asai^rnnicnt  of  a  certain  *ami>unt  of  stocks,  reckoned  equirolent  to 
the  above. 

'  1  havi;  written  to  S«]uire  1Jivin«?  upon  the  «anic  siil»ject ;  and  as  your  consent  will  be 
neco>;*:iry  to  such  a  settl«*nient,  I  must  bt?j^  of  y»»u  an  early  reply. 

*N.  li.  As  there  has  LK>en,  I  untlerstand,  some  loose  in'entioii,  in  certain  quarters^  of 
the  oxi.«tciico  of  a  will,  it  i.s  be.st  to  inform  ynu  that  whatever  engagements  of  the  kind 
statcil  niifrht  he  enten-d  into  would  he  cunfiitional,  and  would  not  debar  the  prosecution 
(  f  any  cliiim,  wliich  might  he  bused  upiu  writings,  in  the  nature  of  a  will,  sub:»tf  quentlr 
briu^ht  to  li;rht.' 

Ill  contra.=t  with  this  cool,  man-of-husiucss  letter,  I  uow  ofler  a  second, 
heiiijr  addressed  by  Miss  Kitty,  our  pleasant  little  cousin,  who  wears 
her  heart  wide  open,  to  Miss  Jemima  Fudge,  our  poetic  friend,  of  the 
Blimmer  experience : 

«  *• 

*My  Dear  .Tlmima  :  I  shtMiM  be  very  unirrateful  for  all  your  kindness  if  I  forsnt  to 
write  y<'U.  as  I  promised  I  would,  a!nl  i»  tell  you  all  about  my  country  home,  wliich  I 
am  /"'•  jrlatl  to  welcome  again. 

'Well,  what  .»«hall  I  .say?  Yon  know  how  much  T  love  my  mother,  and  how  much 
the  tdd  vilhiire  of  Newt<iwn,  about  which  I  have  talked  so  often,  and  very  tircsomely,  I 
dj:n;  say.  The  town  I  find  just  as  it  was,  but  there  are  i»e»»ple  gone  whom  I  used  to  see, 
a:)d  loved  to  s:'e.  Poor  uncle  Tkcm  ax  !  that  he  should  not  march  down  to  the  old  house 
to  welcome  mo  with  his  kind  kiss  seems  very,  very  strange.  And  the  house  where  he 
livi'd  is  elo>eil  and  di>mal.  I  have  been  trmpted  to  step  in  and  train  the  sweet  briars, 
us  I  iljil  before  ;  but  now  I  must  not ;  and  they  say,  beside,  that  it  is  to  pass  into  strange 
hands. 

*  There  are  oilers  beside  who  are  gone  awny,  since  I  was  last  here;  some  to  the  city, 
and  s.ime  to  California  —  so  far  otl'I  Hut  why  »lo  y«»u  care  to  know  this,  or  any  thing, 
inilt'ed,  of  o\ir  little,  quiet  place,  si>  unlike  a>  it  is  to  yimr  noisy  and  splendid  streets? 

•]  lio  believe  I  was  awake  all  of  my  lir>t  night  here,  for  the  joy  of  my  return;  and 
the  second,  it  was  the  same  thing,  because  the  house  and  the  street  were  so  qiiiet ;  and 
now,  clear  Ji:mima,  it  is  the  thought  of  your  kindness,  and  that  of  those  about  you, 
whieh  comes  \o  my  memorv,  and  keeps  me  very,  very  wakeful. 

*  Ijut  T  have  f  «rgotten,  after  all,  the  greatest  piece  of  news,  which  is,  that  we  are  not 
to  be  rich,  or  to  have  any  part  of  niv  uncle  l*oi>r.KKs's  estate;  and  my  mother  has  just 
now  ti>ld  me.  in  greater  grief  than  T  wish  she  felt,  that  our  little  annuity  which  came 
to  her  from  iny  kind  old  uncle  is  now  to  be  cut  ofT. 

'And  who  do  you  think  is  U\  inherit  mv  uncle's  estate?  Prepare  for  a  g;rand  sui^ 
pri>e  ;  it  is  Mr.  AnoLpiifs  Qrii) ;  who,  (is  it  not  very  queer ?^  mamma  says,  is  the  heir 
at  law;  and  stranger  .<«till,  he  has  offered  to  us  a  life-lease  of  the  old  Bo'dgbbs  house! 
So,  I  shall  perhans  ti^in  the  rose-briars  again. 

*  I  know  not  wiiat  to  make  (►f  it  all.  1  know  only  that  my  piwr  mother  is  very  sad : 
says  we  shall  he  very  poor;  I  am  sorr^-  for  that:  but  thanks  to  what  I  have  learned 
with  you,  I  can  do  something.  1  have  planned  it  all.  In  a  mouient  it  flaahed  into  my 
hoa«l." 

*  T  will  have  a  little  sclKud  in  a  corner  of  the  (dd  11odreiis*s  mansion  ;  there  are  plenty 
of  .scholars  I  can  tind ;  and  I  will  dress  the  school-room  with  flowers,  and  will  be  so 
inili>pendeut ;  and  if  you  will  come  and  sec  us  then,  I  will  show  you  such  a  rosy-cbeeked 
little  company  as  will  make  ycuir  heart  ache ;  and  we  will  have  sucli  nice  walks  together 
in  the  mapU'-grove;  and  yoii  and  I  will  cheer  mamma,  and  she  shall  foi^t  that  there 
has  been  any  change! 

'Vet,  is  it  not  all  very  queer?  And  Mr.  Qiin,  too,  who  .showed  me  kind  attentions 
(were  they  not  kind?)  the  last  winter!  I  d(jn*t  know  how  I  ought  to  feel  in  accepting 
such  charity  as  this.    Hut  my  mother's  wish  must  be  hiw  with  mo  in  such  a  matter. 

*  I  h'llf  accuse  myself  n<)w  for  having  given  such  answer  to  our  old  friend.  Mr.  Bun- 
MER,  of  the  everlasting  Blimmersville  houses,  (pray,  is  the  Blimmcrsville  church  built 
yet?') 

(Oh  I  Kitty,  Kitty  I) 

'  For  he  is  rich,  they  say,  and  might  have  given  a  helping  hand  to  us  all,  hod  I  been 

Mrs. 1    But.  trilling  apart,  have  I  not  d»me  well,  Jkmima,  in  listening  to  my  own 

heart,  when  it  sjiitl  roundly,  no!  in.s'ead  of  listening  to  any  jingle  of  money?    I  am 
H>iiy  I  did. 
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*  Our  own  old  home,  if  the  chanjife  is  made  of  which  I  have  told  vou,  must  be  sold. 
This  I  do  not  like.  It  will  be  hard  to  see  it  in  other  hands ;  it  will  be  hard  to  give  up 
the  walks  we  have  trimmed,  and  the  flowers  we  have  planted  so  many,  many  years !  And 
to  think  beside  that  we  must  accept  the  charity  of  a  stranger,  in  gaining  only  the  shelter 
of  that  kind  uncle's  roof,  who  I  am  sure  would  have  done  every  thing  to  cheer  us  and 
to  sustain  us  in  our  own  old  home! 

'He  never  thought  it  would  be  so;  lam  certain  he  never  did.  We  women  know 
nothing  of  law,  to  be  sure ;  but  are  not  our  hearts  judges  of  what  is  just,  as  well  as 

man*s?    And  are  not  ties  of  kindred,  and  friendship,  and  love,  stronger  than but 

shame  on  me !  I  have  forgotten  all  my  brave  thought  of  the  school,  where  the  flowers 
shall  hang  each  morning,  with  the  dew  fresh  upon  them ;  and  where  you,  Jemima,  shall 
come  as  my  lady  patroness :  Pensez-y  ! 

*  Mr.  Blimmer  (I  tremble  in  naming  him !)  has  been  to  Newtown :  what  can  it  be  for? 
Certainly  not  for  me.  They  say  —  you  know  what  gossips  country-people  are  —  that 
his  visitVaftto  a  certain  Miss  Bivins,  daughter  of  our  'eminent'  lawyer;  certain  it  is, 
that  he  called  twice  on  her  father,  the  *  Squire  : '  and,  farthermore,  he  sat  in  his  pew  on 
Sundav,  and  Miss  Mehitable  wore  a  very  conscious  air.  Who  knows?  I  fear  I  must 
give  hira  up.     Ah !  lack-a-day ! ' 

Just  SO  the  honest  heart  of  girl-hood  makes  sun-beams  for  itself,  which 
centre  within,  and  radiate  all  around.  It  seeks  no  morbid  food  to  live 
upon,  whether  of  romance  or  of  crazed  hopes  ;  but  trusting  in  Heaven's 
goodness,  and  seeing  with  chastened  eye  the  beauty  of  honest  endeavor, 
it  finds  its  own  joys  in  the  glow  of  a  willing  spirit,  and  in  the  gush  of 
an  open  heart. 

And  now,  to  complete  my  triplet,  I  lay  before  my  courteous  reader, 
another  letter,  being  of  city  origin,  from  the  hand  of  no  less  diverting 
a  writer  than  my  cousin.  Miss  Wiliielmina.  I  do  not  say  that  it  is 
absolutely  genuine ;  but  I  do  say  that  the  facts  therein  set  forth  are 
many  of  them  to  be  relied  upon,  and  that  it  offers  an  every  way  inge- 
nuous picture  of  my  pleasant  cousin's  thought  and  chit-chat. 

She  addresses  an  acquaintance  made  last  Summer  at  Saratoga  : 

HI. 

*  Lktitia,  ma  Chh-R  Letitia  :  After  our  sudden  parting  last  summer,  so  very  provok- 
ing as  it  was,  I  have  been  pining  away  in  the  Avenue.  I  am  well  enough,  to  be  sure, 
and  take  a  drive  every  day  upon  Broadway  with  mamma;  and  the  Count  is  civil  and 
attentive  us  usual,  and  the  Spindles  are  as  jealous  as  ever,  (which  is  some  comfort^^yet 
somehow  it  seems  very  dull.  Papa  has  a  terribly  long  face;  more  than  all,  when  I  ask 
him  for  money.  Mam'ma  says  he  is  disturbed  about  his  coal-stocks,  and  business,  and  all 
that.  What  a  horrid  thing  business  is !  It  made  us  come  away  from  the  Springs  just  as 
a  good  set  was  forming  about  mamma;  and  there  's  no  hope,  I  fear,  of  gettmg  it  to- 
gether again.  How  is  it,  dear  Letitia,  that  people  will  be  very  kind,  and  chatty,  and 
attentive  at  the  Springs,  and  then  never  come  near  you  in  town?  I  should  love  to  live 
at  Saratoga,  that  is,  provided  the  Count,  and  you,  and  the  rest  were  there,  and  the  set 
was  good. 

*  Those  hateful  Spindles  are  just  as  proud  as  ever;  although  I  am  sure  our  house  is 
better  furnished  than  theirs;  and  our  box  at  the  opera  was  in  twice  as  good  a  position, 
Never  mind,  as  BuowN  says,  *our  turn  will  come. 

*  Reallv,  my  Letitia,  I  do  n't  know  what  to  tell  you  about  the  Count.  He  is  graceful 
and  gentleman-like,  and  says  such  agreeable  things.  And  in  French,  you  've  no  idea, 
he  is  adorable !  What  a  nice  thing  to  be  a  Countess :  there 's  not  the  slightest  doubt 
about  the  title,  for  my  French  teacner  has  seen  it  often,  he  says,  in  the  foreign  papers. 
How  it  nonld  spite  the  Spindles  I 

*  liut  then  nana  —  there 's  that  horrid  business  again  —  says  he  do  n't  know  about  his 
property,  and  (lo  n't  know  yet  what  his  profession  is ;  just  as  if  a  Count  could  have  a 
professron :  how  absurd ! 

*  I  think  mamma  would  like  it;  and  then  the  tclat  oi  it  all !  Do  you  ask  me  if  I  love 
him?  My  Letitia,  my  heart  knows  not  what  to  respond  —  ah,  rnon  pauvre  cotrir!  I 
ask  myself — indeed  1  do  —  *  Wilhelmina,  dear  one,  is  it  the  title,  the  distinction,  the 
grandeur ;  or  is  it  the  man,  the  heart,  the  disposition  ?  Could  you  live  with  him  in  a 
cot  by  the  water's  side,  with  only  a  vegetable  garden,  and  a  pure  rill  of  running  water? 
or  is  it  the  thought  of  a  claret  coach,  like  mj^mma's,  with  a-coronet  on  the  panel  that 
would  make  the  Spindles  die  of  envy  ? ' 
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*  I  know  not  what  to  sajr ;  sometimes  I  think  it  is  one,  sometimes  I  think  it  is  the 
other.    Tell  me,  dear  Letitia,  what  tfju  think  it  is? 

'Another  nice  piece  of  news  I  har*;  got  fvr  yon:  .inoLPHB  Qrn>,  who  you  remember 
ut  the  SprinsT",  i^f  to  be  rich !  What  d  >  you  'think  of  that?  There  is  no  donbt  of  it: 
j-iapa  flay4  so,  and  he  nrelj  says  90  of  anr  body.  I  think  the  old  gentleman  would 
real  I V  eno'nini;:^  me  Uj  «et  «rDarcs  f  t  the  r/i'!'!*ir'rjikrr,  Adolphb  is  very  well:  but  only 
ThiniE  of  Mnt.  Qpid!     If  he  wad  only  a  O^unt ! 

'Vet  one  mifrht  do  worve.  I  must'onfeiis:  for  they  say  he  is  of  good  family:  and  he 
visit's  at  tlie  Spindles.  There  *s  some  foreign  connection  with  his  name,  and  he  speaks 
French  a#Jorably. 

'  He  was  reni'  attentive  a  winter  asro  to  a  pretty  little  country-cousin  of  ours,  whom 
we  Intr^luoedin  one  or  two  quiet  phices;  but  she,  sad  thinir.'is  wretchedlr  poor,  and 
I  have  just  heard  is  to  commence  c  mntrr  scho^jl-keeping.  'What  reverses  in  life,  oh! 
dear!     I^ast  winter  vi!»iting'  with  mamma,  and  now  school-keeping! 

*A'ii^Vy  ma  ch^re. 

*  P.  S.  We  have  just  had  a  letter  from  brother  WASHTXOTOsr,  in  Paris,  I  to  wish  vou 
could  iM'.e  him.  I  He  is  c«»mins;home.  and  says ''although  I  have  n't  seen  the  letter)  tliat 
a  Countess  s'lmc  b'xly  is  cominc  home  in  the  ship  with  him.  Mamma  is  in  transports: 
but  pufia  looks  ctry  glof)my  indee<I.      W^-ni't  the  Spini>lbs  look  sour! 

*A'JUuy  ch^rie :  porU'  tol  &i>A.* 

A  plca.«ant  enough  triplet  of  letters,  showing,  what  I  like  to  show,  the 
inner  thought  of  my  pleasant  kinsfolk  who  make  up  the  Fcdoe  por- 
traitures ;  and  the  like  of  whom  may  be  found  in  many  another  family, 
bearing  a  diflierent  name. 

To  wit :  a  proud  old  man.  scheming  hard  to  keep  full  the  cofien  that 
sustain  his  pride,  and  who  has  lived  so  long  in  the  light  of  money  that 
all  else  Fecms  dark. 

Next,  i«  an  innocent  younsrcrcature  —  1  will  not  call  her  heroine  —  of 
country  breeding,  who  looks  the  world  fairly  in  the  face,  saying  her 
prayers  in  humble  fashion  each  niglit,  and  doing  her  duty,  with  humble 
zeal,  by  day ;  —  with  all,  wearing  a  heart  wide  open,  and  meeting  stormB 
with  sun-shine. 

Last,  is  a  gay  daughter  of  our  world-wise  metropolis,  reared  after  the 
newest  mode  of  the  newest  brown-stone  houses,  with  whom  fashion  is 
godliness,  and  fiauch^ric,  sin  :  and  who  counts  weekly  attendance  upon 
the  service  of  Dr.  Muddletox,  who  reads  his  sermons  in  white,  as  all 
of  religion  that  the  gospel  requires  or  humanity  demands. 

I,  T(>NY,  am  cousin  to  them  all,  and  therefore  know  no  reason  why  I 
should  not  speak  plainly. 


T   o  -  :j:   o   R  R  o  w  . 

To-MoRRiiw  I  — 't  I*  .in  UUo  Fonn«l, 

Ttll  me  of  II"  s»udi  dreary  thing; 
A  new  land,  whitht-r  I  nmCound, 

After  :<tTan?e  Avandorlnp. 

What  caro  I,  if  brlcht  b1ossom»  tlioro 

Unfold,  and  wmny  be  the  flold ; 
If  Indod  bouphit  in  t>ummcr-air 

Their  pulpy  fhiitairu  yield  ? 

Wh^  deck  tt>-day  my  ploafaut  l>ovrer, 

I  p«>n  my  own  lavci  inouutain-«ldc, 
The  azure  iK-riwlnklc  flower, 

And  violet,  doop-eyed  ? 

Tell  ujo  not  of  to-morrow :  calm 

In  His  crreat  han<l  I  would  abide. 
Who  fills  iny  present  liour  with  balm. 

And  tru>t,'  whate'er  betide.  Alfobi). 
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rosa:     a     plaint. 


BY    TnOlfAS    II     HOWARD. 


I  LOVE  all  loveliness,  but  mostly  yon, 

AVho  aro  most  lovely,  Rosa — radiant  girl! 
And  I  will  string  for  you,  as  poets  do. 

Some  thoughts  in  clusters,  like  a  range  of  pearl ; 
Will  you  sit  by  me,  or  must  those  sweet  eyes 

Unwatched,  watch  here  the  tangles  where  I  lie, 
Panting  forth  plaints,  new-bom  of  that  suq^rise 

Which  leaped  thence  lately,  and  now  cannot  die  ? 

A  precious  sun-rise  streams  in  floods  all  golden. 

Athwart  the  depths  of  my  pale  sky  of  blue. 
And  drowns  the  day  in  glories  grand  and  olden : 

You  are  this  affluent  sun,  dear  lady  1  — you! 
My  soul  walks  out  to  meet  you,  all  alone. 

When  dusk-eyed  Eve  edges  the  day  with  fringe ; 
And  these  dream-tinted  joys,  like  stars  outstrewn, 

Surround  my  soul  in  sun-set's  mellow  tinge. 

Oh  I  though  unknown  to  you,  call  not  unreal 

These  greetings,  where  my  life  puts  off  its  rust; 
For  love  is  life,  and  love,  in  the  ideal, 

Finds  a  pure  home,  and  an  exalted  trust 
May  I  not  love  you  ?    I  would  build  above 

The  clouds  my  hope  —  my  palace,  not  of  art, 
To  be  enshrined  within  your  world  of  love  — 

Feasted  for  ever  on  your  glowing  heart 

May  I  not  lovo  you  ?    Jewels,  on  the  shore 

Of  womanhood  thus  garnered,  poets  prize ; 
As  ocean  the  great  floods,  for  ever  more 

My  soul  would  drink  the  dews  of  your  sweet  eyes : 
May  I  not  love  you?    In  perpetual  rains 

My  heart  pours  out  its  treasures  seeking  you, 
As  down  soft;  slopes,  tlm)ugh  pebbly  summer-drains. 

The  waters  seek  the  ocean,  broad  and  blue.) 

You  are  a  dream  that  lies  upon  me,  making 

My  soul  ache  with  its  glory :  let  me  feast 
In  that  soft  splendor,  radiant  as  the  breaking 

Of  a  new  mom  unfolding  in  the  east. 
Oh  I  let  me  wear  you  as  a  mantle,  decking 

Its  folds  with  unmatched  spangles  from  your  heart, 
As  broad  skies  wear  their  stars,  so  gprandly  flecking 

Their  glowing  depths  with  love  in  every  part. 

You  are  an  .echo  from  the  world  of  stars ; 

A  symphony — rare,  rounded  into  love: 
A  l)Ook  of  sweetest  music  without  bars, 

Breaking  unchecked  to  hungering  air  above. 
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I  measure  out  mj  passion  in  vain  verse ; 

It  unwinds  fix)m  my  soul  as  from  a  reel ; 
But  all !  how  idly,  for  none  may  rehearse 

Tlie  soul-bom  love  which  only  I  can  feeL 

Sweet  bird !  come,  build  your  nest  beyond  the  storm, 

High  under  oaves  that  jut  from  skyey  towers; 
Tho  love  now  pleading  for  you  bright  and  warm, 

Will  glow  more  warm,  more  bright  in  heavenly  bowers, 
When  centuries  shall  have  piled  the  past  like  hours. 

It  is  not  for  earth-hfe  Affection'  builds, 
For  hopes  eartli-bound  must  perish  like  earth-flowers : 

The  light  ia  heavenly  which  the  rainbow  gilds. 


TlIK    LIFE    AXD    CHARACTER    OF    WILLIAM    PITT. 


BT  A.    P.   PIRKT. 


CIIArTBX      THIRD. 


The  causes  of  this  triumph  must  be  sought  mainly  in  the  character 
of  Pitt  himself.  It  is  easy  to  see  -what  circumstances  helped  him.  The 
deteniii nation  of  the  king  to  have  nothin<r  to  do  with  Fox,  was  one  great 
feature  of  the  case  ;  but  then  the  king's  advice  would  have  ruined  every 
thing  had  Pitt  been  willing  to  follow  it.  Another  circumstance  was 
this.  Mr.  Fox's  East  India  Bill  was  hostile  to  the  interests  of  the  East 
India  Company,  and  the  influence  of  that  Company  was  exerted  against 
the  bill  and  against  Mr.  Fox.  Warrex  Hastings,  afterward  the  Uiemo 
of  so  much  controversy,  was  at  that  moment  wielding  the  highest  power 
of  his  great  abilities  over  the  affairs  o£  the  Company  in  India,  and  his 
romprclieiLsive  and  enterprising  genius  found  the  means  of  making  itself 
felt  in  England.  He  regarded  the  India  Bill  in  some  sort  as  a  blow 
aimed  at  himself;  and  at  that  period  of  his  life  no  man  had  attempted 
to  cross  his  path  without  consequences  not  likely  to  encourage  a  second 
attempt.  Mr.  Fox  was  no  more  successful  than  others  had  been.  But 
after  all,  it  required  the  masterly  ability  and  unrivalled  aptness  which 
had  attracted  attention  to  Pitt  from  tlie  time  of  his  first  appearance  in 
Parliament  to  arrange  the  elements  of  success  and  lead  the  controversy 
to  a  triumphant  issue.  The  personal  qualities  exliibited  by  him  made 
him  the  natural  centre  and  focus  of  political  action. 

In  this  election,  \Vilberforce  achieved  one  of  those  brilliant  successes 
of  which  he  was  sometimes  capable.  He  went  to  the  populous  and 
powerful  district  of  Yorkshire,  one  of  the  strong-holds  of  the  coalition, 
to  look  after  the  interests  of  the  administration.  He  threw  himself 
into  the  contest  vdih  so  much  activity  and  eloquence,  that  the  constitu* 
ency  raised  the  cry,  *  Wilbcrforcc  and  Liberty  !  *  and  sent  him  back  to 
London  and  to  Pitt,  as  the  representative  of  Yorkshire,  a  post  of  re- 
i<ponsibility  and  influence  in  which  he  was  continued  until  old  age 
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obliged  him  to  decline  it.  In  this  election,  also,  Harry  Addington, 
Pitt's  early  play-fellow,  the  son  of  his  father's  family-physician,  obtained 
a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons  —  Addington,  afterward  for  so  many 
years  the  Speaker  of  the  House,  so  much  beloved,  who  succeeded  Pitt 
as  Prime  Minister,  and  whose  mild,  clear,  and  wise  character  is  so 
commonly  underrated  by  critics  and  historians.  Would  the  limits  of 
this  sketch  permit,  it  ^ould  be  pleasant  to  notice  in  succession  the  ap- 
pearance in  the  political  firmament  of  many  other  stars  which  after- 
ward shone  in  the  constellation  of  which  Pitt  was  the  centre. 

Pitt  was  now  firmly  seated  in  the  highest  position  known  to  a  British 
subject.  A  large  majority  of  the  members  of  Parhament  had  been 
elected  to  support  him.  He  was  admired  both  by  the  king  and  the 
people  of  England,  and  he  had  their  confidence.  The  army  and  the 
navy,  and  the  revenues  of  the  kingdom  he  held,  as  it  were,  in  the  hol- 
low of  his  hand.  There  was  no  palace  in  the  realm  whose  doors  would 
not  gladly  open  to  ];iim ;  nor  a  maiden  so  proud .  and  high  outside  of 
royalty,  that  she  would  have  felt  it  a  condescension  to  accept  his  hand 
in  marriage.  Among  that  eminently  practical  people  no  kind  of  genius 
is  so  highly  valued  as  the  genius  for  afiairs ;  no,  not  even  the  genius  of 
Shakspeare. 

But  he  had  not  looked  to  wealth  or  luxury  as  the  reward  of  his  am-  * 
bition ;  neither  did  he  rest  satisfied  with  having  achieved  a  position.  He 
found  the  national  debt  of  England  to  be  over  eleven  bilHons  of  dollars, 
and  the  annual  deficit  in  the  revenue  to  exceed  fourteen  millions  of  dol- 
lars more.  The  three-per-cent.  stocks  were  selling  at  fifty-six  and  fifty- 
seven  per  cent.  Forty  thousand  persons  were  supposed  to  be  engaged 
in  defrauding  the  revenue  by  smuggling ;  not  merely  evading  the  law, 
but  creating  interests  and  opinions  hostile  to  law,  and  setting  it  at  de- 
fiance. The  afiairs  of  the  East  India  Company  were  deranged  and  its 
credit  shaken.  Peace  had  then  been  established  nearly  a  year  without 
a  remedy  for  these  difliculties.  Mr.  Pitt  proposed  and  carried  laws  to 
suppress  smuggling  and  to  fill  the  deficit  in  the  revenue.  He  supplied 
temporary  rehef  to  the  East  India  Company,  and  then  proposed  and 
carried  a  law  for  its  permanent  regulation,  taking  advantage  of  the 
exigency  to  bring  its  affairs  more  within  the  control  of  the  government, 
and  to  subject  the  Company  to  the  supervision  of  the  Crown.  "When 
we  glance  at  the  stupendous  magnitude  of  the  affairs  of  that  Company 
in  the  East,  we  shall  not  fail  to  see  that  few  laws  of  Parhament  could 
affect  a  larger  extent  of  property  and  population.  We  shall  cease  to 
wonder  that  the  failure  of  Mr.  Fox  and  Lord  North  to  propose  a  satis- 
factory law  in  reference  to  that  Company  was  held  to  be  a  fair  excuse 
for  their  dismissal  from  office  ;  and  in  connection  with  the  other  mea- 
sures of  the  session,  it  will  show  how  very  prompt  and  successful  was 
this  young  man  in  grappling  with  difficiilties  and  mastering  subjects 
which  had  staggered  and  defeated  some  of  the  best  heads  in  the  Em- 
pire. 

At  the  next  session  of  Parliament  his  scheme  of  Parliamentary  reform, 
and  his  project  for  commercial  reciprocity  between  England  and  Ireland 
were  defeated.  These  were  measures  of  undoubted  importance,  in  which 
he  felt  a  great  interest     But  he  brought  forward  another  measure  which 
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met  vnXh  favor,  and  which  he  regarded  as  an  enduring  pillar  of  re- 
nown —  I  mean  his  celebrated  law  for  paying  off  the  national  debt 
through  the  instrumentality  of  a  sinking  fund. 

It  has  been  mentioned  that  when  he  unrolled  his  first  ministerial 
budget,  it  showed  an  annual  deficit  in  the  revenues  of  over  fourteen 
millions  of  dollars.  Now,  ai\cr  the  lapse  of  two  years,  he  was  ready 
to  announce  his  ability  to  meet  the  annual  expenditure,  and  to  set  aside 
nearly  five  millions  of  dollars  to  pay  olF  the  national  debt.  In  doing 
this,  he  looked  forward  to  its  final  extinguishment,  and  proposed  hu 
plan  for  that  purpose.  The  general  principle  which  characterised  this 
plan  was  embraced  in  every  proposition  afterward  submitted  by  Pitt  for 
national  loans  and  for  the  management  of  British  finances.  It  ran 
through  his  whole  administration,  the  most  momentous,  in  a  financial 
point  of  view,  that  England  ever  saw,  or  that  she  probably  ever  will 
HOC.  Ho  first  found  the  means  of  applying  this  principle  in  his  admin- 
istrative reforms,  his  revision  of  taxes,  his  enforcement  of  strict  account* 
ability,  his  destruction  of  sinecures,  his  warfare  upon  patronizing  go- 
vernment jobs ;  in  a  word,  in  that  high  administrative  talent  which 
brought  order  out  of  confusion,  inspired  public  confidence,  hurried  np 
the  abundant,  productive  energies  of  peace  hard  upon  the  footsteps  of 
war,  and  out  of  the  yawning  abyss  oi  a  frightful  national  debt  and  a 
yearly  augmenting  deficit,  suddenly  rescued  a  formidable  surplus,  and 
announced  the  commencement  of  a  new  era  in  English  histoiy. 

That  national  debt,  reaching  far  back  for  its  origin,  had  slowly  but 
surely  increased  its  proportions  with  the  growth  of  English  power,  and  at 
every  new  crisis  had  taken  a  new  coil  about  the  constitution  of  the 
realm.  By  the  (icklcnes.s  or  versatility  of  public  men,  it  had  been 
allowed  to  assume  a  grecat  variety  of  shapes.  As  interest-paying  stocka 
or  annuities,  it  had  ramified  itself  through  every  department  of  the 
business  or  social  life  of  the  kingdom.  It  had  become  the  dowry  of 
maidens,  the  support  of  widows,  the  reliance  of  sickness  and  old  age, 
the  refuge  of  heroes,  statesmen,  and  authors  retired  from  senrioe. 
Princes,  nobles,  and  men  of  wealth  hoarded  it  as  their  safe  reliance ; 
and  it  was  made  welcome  at  the  palace  of  royalty  itself. 

Ho  who  received  in  marriage  the  hand  of  a  daughter  of  Britain, 
favored  of  fortune,  received  with  her  some  shares  of  national  bankruptcy, 
and  considered  it  wealth.  He  who,  taking  leave  of  this  world,  sought 
to  distribute  among  those  he  loved  the  means  of  comfort,  bestowed  cer- 
tificates from  the  same  exhaustless  fountain  of  bankruptcy.  Soldiers 
and  sailors,  spared  from  the  alteniate  perils  of  frigid  and  of  tropical 
climates,  from  the  perils  of  shipwreck  and  of  battle  encountered  for  the 
honor  of  the  empire,  hoped  ere  long  to  find  a  comfortable  repose  sweet- 
ened by  some  shares  in  the  common  bankruptcy.  British  charities  were 
endowed  with  it.  In  a  word,  the  British  rulers  having  sunk  and  de- 
voured the  money  represented  by  tliese  stocks  and  annuities,  were  still 
living  upon  it  and  treating  the  evidence  of  its  destruction  as  actual 
wealth.  It  was  a  monster,  therefore,  all  the  more  dangerous  fi>r  its 
powers  of  fascination.  But  it  was  an  unceasing  and  exhausting  drain 
upon  the  industry  of  the  country.  Sometimes  its  magnitude  would  be 
ingeniously  hidden  or  made  to  seem  less  dangerous  by  ministerial 
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and  then  would  follow  new  loans.     It  would  reappear,  grown  to  larger 
proportions,  and  more  frightful  than  before.     It  had  come  to  be  the  dread 
and  the  stumbling-block  of  British  statesmen,  and  was  regarded  with 
fear  and  aversion  by  the  people.     It  was  difficult  to  manage  even  in 
times  of  profound  peace   and  prosperity.     Every  fluctuation  or  panic 
disturbed  the  hopes  and  threatened  to  render  less  secure  the  bread  of 
the  most  helpless  classes.     And  during  a  war  it  threw  over  the  wisest 
plans  a  dreadful  feeling  of  uncertainty.     It  hung  over  the  national 
finances  like  a  poised  avalanche,  which  a  single  mis-step  or  misfortune 
might  precipitate,  with  pitiless  ruin.     This  was  what  Pitt  proposed  to 
grapple  with  and  to  subdue.     The  ring  of  his  triumphant  oratory,  heard 
in  the  great  Parliamentary  struggle  which  established  his  supremacy, 
had  hardly  ceased,  and  while  its  distant  echoes  were  yet  playing  to  and 
fro  in  the  rural  districts,  he  gathered  up  his  energies,  great  in  action  as 
in  speech,  and  came  before  Parliament  with  the  surprising  announce- 
ment of  a  full  treasury  and  abundant  revenue,  and  nearly  five  mil- 
lions of  dollars  to  spare,  and  a  plan  for  the  extinguishment  of  the  na- 
tional debt.     In  unfolding  the  features  of  his  plan  to  the  House  of  Com- 
mons he  was  conscious  of  public  sympathy  and  public  approbation. 
With  what  fulness  of  strength  did  he  seem  to  reach  forth  to  posterity ! 
How  his  imagination  arrayed  before  him  a  long  line  of  coming  ages, 
catching  up  the  sound  of  his  voice,  and  with  grateful  acclaims  echoing 
his  name  from  generation  to  generation  I     The  scene  became  more  vivid 
and  real.     He  was  no  longer  addressing  the  House  of  Commons.     Un- 
counted generations  stood  before  him.     Historians  were  arrayed  with 
unsullied  sheets,  and  pen  in  hand,  to  inscribe  his  name  in  a  more  favored 
chapter.     Even  the  venerated  countenance  of  old  Chatham  beamed  on 
him  from  the  past.     *  I  am,'  said  he,  '  proud  to  flatter  myself  that  my 
name  may  be  inscribed  on  that  firm  column  now  about  to  be  raised  to 
national  faith  and  national  prosperity.'     From  the  dreary  landscape  of 
national  discredit  and  national  disaster,  a  colunm  was  about  to  rise.     It 
was  to  be  a  monumental  column  to  national  faith  and  national  pros- 
perity.    A  firm  column,  lifting  its  head  serenely  toward  the  clear  sky 
of  British  honor,  around  whose  solid  base  might  rage  harmless  the 
storms  of  politics  and  of  wars,  and  on  that  column  successions  of  pass- 
ing generations  should  look  up  and  behold  the  name  of  William  Pitt, 
the  son  of  Chatham  ! 

But  how  little  can  men  choose  their  destiny !  The  stoutest  will  and 
the  largest  capacity  are  but  single  forces  at  play  among  the  moral  and 
physical  powers  of  the  universe.  When  these  are  not  propitious,  genius 
is  overthrown,  and  the  highest  eloquence  but  an  unavaihng  cry.  It 
was  another  column  on  which  the  name  of  Pitt  was  to  be  inscribed, 
equally  monumental,  equally  firm  and  indestructible,  but  a  column  of 
debt,  vast,  overshadowing ;  compared  with  which  the  former  debt  was 
only  a  mole-hill  to  a  mountain.  So  that  ever  since  that  day,  the  na- 
tional debt  and  the  name  of  Pitt  are  mutually  suggestive  of  each  other. 
The  national  debt  is  a  cheap  reference  with  which  to  load  down  the 
name  of  that  great  man  with  opprobrium.  It  is  a  topic,  therefore,  upon 
which  explanations  should  be  made  clear.  The  character  of  Pitt  will 
be  studied  in  vain  until  this  shall  be  fairly  comprehended.     The  weak- 
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ne:*s  of  his  character,  the  assailable  points  of  his  career,  vrM  not  be 
found  in  his  connection  ^nth  the  national  debt.  The  fo^  and  mists  of 
shallow  and  malevolent  criticism  on  this  part  of  his  public  character 
will  disappear.  It  will  be  Ibund  that  he  never  lost  sight  of  the  *  firm 
column  of  national  faith  and  national  prosperity ; '  that  in  England's 
darkest  hour,  and  at  the  lowest  ebb  of  her  finances,  he  never  for  a  mo- 
ment faltered  in  his  proud  determination  to  exterminate  the  national 
debt ;  and  that,  while  driven  by  adverse  fate  and  rolling  up  liabilities 
largor  than  had  been  dreamed  of  as  possible  in  the  imaginations  of 
Englishmen,  he  was  carefully  and  resolutely  planting  by  the  side  of 
every  loan  a  seminal  principle  of  extinguishment ;  so  that  but  for  the 
want  of  ner\'e  and  of  character  on  the  part  of  his  successors  to  cany 
out  his  principles,  the  national  debt  of  England  •to-day  would  exist  only 
in  history.  It  will  be  found  that  had  liis  successors  adhered  to  his  sys- 
tem, the  whole  national  debt  of  England,  enormous  as  that  debt  is,  al- 
most beyond  tlie  reach  of  computation,  would  have  been  wiped  out  in 
IS  13.  It  will  be  found  that  Pitt  has  been  robbed  of  his  just  praise. 
Want  of  courage  And  of  character  on  the  part  of  succeeding  statesmen, 
helped  on  by  cheap  scribbling  and  political  cant,  have  thrown  over  the 
memory  of  Pitt  a  cloud.  Time,  the  avenger,  will  set  all  things  right. 
T}ie  great  moral  chancer}' of  public  opinion  will  yet  consider  that  to  be 
done  which  ought  to  have  been  done.  The  column  not  erected  will 
nevertheless  be  seen.  Its  well-contrived  and  lofty  proportions  will  yet 
overshadow  the  mass  of  jwlitical  ephemera  which  unsettled  its  founda- 
tions and  ex])eeted  to  bur}'  it  ;  and  on  its  imperishable  height  will  be 
graven  tlie  yet  more  lofty  and  imperishable  name  of  tho  great  states- 
man. 

lie  expected  an  annual  surplus  of  one  million  of  pounds,  or  about 
five  millions  of  dollars.  Tliis  was  not  to  Iw  applied  to  immediately 
dimiiiisli  tlie  debt,  but  to  buy  that  amount  of  the  stocks  created  by  the 
debt.  Keep  them  alive,  bearing  interest,  which  interest  should  also 
])urcliase  stocks  bearing  interest  until  tlie  entire  debt  should  be  pur- 
chased. Thus,  if  you  owe  one  thousand  dollars  bearing  interest, 
while  you  regularly  pay  that  interest,  your  debt  cannot  grow  lai^r. 
If  in  aildition  to  keeping  down  the  interest  on  the  debt  you  owe,  you 
can  contrive  to  set  aside  one  hundred  dollars,  so  that  it  will  bring  you 
inti'rcst,  and  every  year  add  this  interest  to  the  principal,  it  will  accu- 
mulate ;  and  your  hundred  dollars  will  in  the  course  of  lime  overtake 
and  })ay  olf  tlie  thousand.     This  is  the  principle  of  the  Sinking-Fund. 

r)nt  if  what  von  owe,  bears  the  same  rate  of  interest  with  that  which 
you  lend,  why  not  pay  ofl'  the  hundred  dollars  and  reduce  your  debt? 
An  amount  of  money  loaned  at  a  given  rate  of  interest  can  never  do 
more  than  pay  oif  the  same  amount  borrowed  at  tho  same  rate  of  inter- 
est. Thus,'  if  you  owe  a  thousand  dollars  on  which  you  pay  six  per 
cent,  interest,  and  have  a  thousand  dollars  which  you  lend  at  the  same 
rate,  you  are  as  to  those  two  sums  worth  j)reciscly  nothing,  and  will 
remain  so.  They  will  make  an  even  race,  and  all  you  gain  by  lending 
your  money  at  the  same  rate  of  interest  you  are  paying  for  it,  is  the 
trouble  of  taking  care  of  both  sums.  This  again  is  the  principle  of  the 
Sinking-Fund.     The  million  i)ounds  per  aimum  which  Pitt  proposed  to 
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set  aside  for  the  purchase  of  goveminent  stocks,  could  possihly  do  no  more 
tlian  pay  a  million  pounds  on  the  debt,  and  might  mathematically  as 
well  have  been  applied  to  pay  the  debt  at  once,  as  to  be  set  aside  to  bear 
interest  and  run  a  race  with  a  million  pounds  of  debt  bearing  the  same 
interest.  Seeing  this  to  be  mathematically  true,  critics  and  wits  have 
diverted  themselves  and  made  merry  not  a  little  over  Pitt's  Sinking 
Fund.  Historians  and  political  economists  have  enlarged  their  mathe- 
matical phylacteries  to  prove  that  which  cannot  be  doubted,  and  having 
done  it,  pass  on  with  conscious  and  dignified  triumph  not  unmixed  with 
severity.  English  economists  treat  of  the  National  Debt,  like  theo- 
logians explaining  The  Attributes,  always  dwell  on  the  subject  with 
a  certain  unction  and  solemnity,  and  when  they  fortunately  find  a  point 
upon  which  arithmetic  can  be  brought  to  bear,  they  are  impressive. 
Tried  by  arithmetic,  Pitt's  Sinking-Fund  was  worth  very  precisely 
nothing. 

But  to  those  who  study  the  character  of  Pitt,  it  will  appear  quite  a 
supposable  case,  that  he  understood  the  subject  as  well  as  tlioso  who 
have  since  diverted  themselves  with  it,  and  shown  up  its  supposed  fallacy 
with  luxurious  abundance  of  figures.  The  merit  of  a  sinking-fund  is 
doubtless  to  be  found  in  the  fact  that  politics  is  not  one  of  the  exact 
scierces.  The  subject  of  taxation  is  one  of  proverbial  delicacy  ;  and 
all  government  not  absolutely  despotic  depends  upon  feeling  and  opinion. 
In  the  management  of  large  financial  operations,  fluctuation  and  uncer- 
tainty are  prodigious  evils ;  and  where  every  thing  depends  upon  the 
opinions  of  a  multitude,  fluctuation  and  uncertainty  are  to  some  extent 
unavoidable.  It  is,  therefore,  of  undoubted  importance,  where  a  heavy 
debt  is  owing,  to  obtain  the  solemn  and  deliberate  sanction  of  the  nation 
owing  the  debt  to  a  grand  scheme  of  liquidation  ;  so  that  no  new  law 
or  new  votes  shall  be  required  until  the  object  sought  be  consummated  ; 
that  a  political  machine  shall  be  erected  with  self-propelling  power,  and 
so  set  in  motion  that  no  new  impulse  shall  be  required  until  its  work 
shall  be  done.  That  the  attention  of  the  nation  shall  be  invoked  to 
l)reathe  into  it  once  for  all  the  necessary  vitality  ;  that  they  shall  be 
called  upon  once  for  all  to  command  it  to  move  onward,  and  to  pledge 
themselves  once  for  all  not  to  obstruct  or  retard  its  majestic  revolutions 
until  its  final  triumph  shall  be  accomplished  ;  that  it  shall  be  a  thing 
agreed  upon,  fixed,  established  ;  to  go  right  on,  ever  on,  without  varia- 
tion or  shadow  of  turning ;  a  spectacle  for  debtor  and  creditor,  and  for 
the  whole  world  ;  neither  to  be  denied,  cloaked,  or  doubted ;  like  the  great 
orb  of  day,  not  aflected  by  storms  or  shaken  by  winds,  but  fulfilling  ever 
its  orbit,  leading  the  seasons  and  overwhelming  all  darkness,  all  gloom, 
all  despair,  with  a  flood  of  glorious  deliverance.  It  requires  less  labor 
and  pertinacity  to  carry  out  such  a  plan  and  retain  public  approbation 
for  it,  than  to  accomplish  tlie  same  result  by  a  frequent  recurrence  to 
discussions  and  votes.  Once  established,  it  no  longer  depends  upon  the 
nerves  of  the  minister ;  upon  whether  his  party  is  in  a  condition  more 
or  less  critical  ;  upon  whether  the  business  interests  of  the  country  are 
in  a  condition  to  render  the  exaction  of  taxes  more  or  less  popular.  Its 
stability  enhances  public  credit  and  allays  disquiet.  The  people  bear 
up  with  cheerfulness  under  that  sort  of  inconvenience  which  has  been 
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adjudged  expedient  after  sober  deliberation,  and  which  tends  to  eztin- 
pniish  their  burdens.  A  sinking-fund  supplies  this  want.  Bapid  as  is 
the  accumulation  of  compound  interest,  there  is  nothing  magical  or 
mysterious  about  it.  The  merit  of  the  sinking-fund  consists  alone  in  its 
fixedness  and  certainty.  It  coins  no  money,  creates  no  new  resouroes, 
but  it  gives  to  nationsil  finances  the  clearness  and  weight  of  solid  cha- 
racter. The  interest  is  paid  on  the  outstanding  stocks,  so  that  the  debt 
grows  no  larger.  It  is  al^K)  paid  on  the  stocks  which  have  been  pux^ 
chased,  and  belong  to  the  sinking  fund,  so  that  by  the  use  of  that  interest 
the  fund  rapidly  accumulates.  lu  this  way,  the  outstanding  stocks 
rapidly  pass  over  to  the  accumulating  fund,  until  at  length  all  the  stocks 
arc  bought  in,  and  the  whole  mays  is  obliterated  at  a  single  stroke.  It 
was  in  tliis  point  of  view,  doubtless,  that  Pitt  expected  to  find  the  ad- 
vantages of  his  sinking-fund.  And  Mr.  Fox,  although  opposing  at  first 
the  separate  features  of  the  plan,  announced  his  strong  approbation  of 
the  general  idea  of  a  sinking-fund,  and  tlnally  allowed  his  opposition  to 
subside  into  a  tacit  approbation  of  the  bill.  Notwithstanding  all  the 
animadversions  expended  upon  Mr.  Pitt's  sinking-fmid,  and  upon  the 
idea  generally,  it  has  by  no  means  gone  out  of  fashion,  but  has  been 
used  in  many  modern  states  having  debts  to  manage.  The  people  of 
England  were  chilled  and  discouraged  by  impropitious  winds  always 
blowing  upon  them  from  that  great  and  growing  iceberg  of  debt.  It 
was  thus  that  the  young  statesman  sealed  the  triumph  which  they  had 
bestowed  upon  him.  In  his  youthful  zeal,  strongly  girded  up  by  their 
confidence,  and  beautifully  encircled  !)y  their  atiections,  he  showed  them 
how  to  command  that  there  pliould  be  light,  and  there  was  light.  He 
launched  upon  the*r  fniancial  firmament  a  star,  which  going  ou  its 
ceaseless  round,  they  saw  for  ever  circling  tlie  great  ice-mountain,  meltp 
ing  its  huge  proportions  almost  imperceptibly  at  first,  but  constantly 
increasing  in  radiance,  and  destined,  as  sure  as  the  sun  in  heaven,  to 
melt  the  whole  appalling  mass  away  from  their  sight.  Pitt's  sinking- 
fund  gave  to  the  British  finances  what  Pitt  himself  gave  to  British 
statesmanship,  and  what  British  statesmaiLship  has  given  for  centuries 
to  constitutional  liberty :  that  is,  character. 

The  general  idea  of  a  sinking-fund  was  by  no  means  new  or  original 
with  Pitt,  but  the  particular  selieme  proposed  was  as  an  example  of  its 
apphcation  so  conspicuous  that  it  bore  his  name  ;  and  the  more  because 
in  all  the  vast  amounts  subsequently  by  him  borrowed  during  the  wan 
of  the  French  revolution,  he  provided  for  the  application  of  the  same 
principle.  It  is  not  yet  time  to  notice  the  part  he  bore  in  those  wars ; 
but  now,  while  discussing  his  sinking-fund,  it  will  be  convenient  and 
perspicuous  to  advance  all  that  need  be  said  in  regard  to  this  great  fea- 
ture of  his  administration.  He  commenced  the  sinking-fimd  when  be 
had  more  revenue  than  was  needed  for  the  expenses  of  government,  and 
by  applying  the  surplus  to  that  fund.  In  subsequent  years,  when  there 
was  no  surplus  ;  when,  to  carry  on  tlic  va-st  operations  of.  a  general  Eu- 
ropean war  by  sea  and  land,  a  frcqucnt  recurrence  to  loans  became 
neccs.«ary ;  when,  the  British  people  were  loaded  with  debts  and  taxes, 
till  even  British  constancy  wavered  and  paled  at  the  dreadful  exhaus- 
tion, he,  the  most  English  of  Englishmen,  wavered  not  at  all,  nor 
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abated  one  jot  of  his  early  abhorrence  of  a  debt  to  which  no  end  could 
be  seen,  and  for  which  no  payment  could  be  provided.  No  financial 
urgency  was  bo  great,  no  peril  so  imminent,  no  clamor  of  opposition 
so  loud,  but  that  with  unflinching  and  heroic  constancy  of  purpose,  he 
would  wring  from  every  loan  the  one  hundredth  part  of  its  proceeds  to 
set  aside  as  a  sinking-fund.  So  that  when  each  debt  was  created,  the 
means  were  provided  for  its  payment,  and  the  day  could  be  foretold  with 
mathematical  certainty  when  it  would  be  paid  ;  no  new  tax  being  levied 
or  new  provision  being  made  for  its  extinction.  It  is  now  more  than 
ten  years  since,  by  the  pursuit  of  Pitt's  policy,  England  would  have 
been  free  from  debt.  Had  she  but  the  constancy  of  poor  Bunyan*s 
Pilgrim,  she  would,  ten  years  ago,  have  reached  the  point  where,  like 
him,  she  would  have  dropped  her  heavy  and  sorrowful  burden,  and,  like 
him,  she  might  have  given  *  three  leaps  for  joy,  and  went  on  singing.* 
But  Pitt's  system  was  not  pursued,  and  England  is  loaded  and  groaning 
under  a  colossal  debt.  When  modern  British  politicians  descant  upon 
the  enormousness  of  the  debt,  and  deplore  the  management  by  which  it 
was  accumulated,  one  might  almost  expect  the  ashes  of  Pitt  to  become 
reanimate,  and  to  hear  that  clear,  melodious  voice,  once  the  charm  and 
the  pride  of  British  hearts,  making  the  funereal  arches  of  Westminster 
Abbey  resound  with  indignant  remonstrance.  One  might  almost  expect 
to  sec  his  erect  figure  and  haughty  countenance  gliding  among  the 
monuments  erected  to  his  successors,  and  demanding  to  know  why  they 
had  faltered  ;  telling  them  of  British  constancy  in  the  field  and  upon 
the  ipcean,  and  reproaching  them  that  in  the  cabinet  alone  there  had 
beep  a  want  of  firmness,  which  rendered  that  epoch,  the  most  splendid 
for  Dritish  eloquence  and  British  valor,  a  period  of  misfortune  ;  which 
planted  beside  those  proud  standards,  radiant  with  the  glory  of  great 
successes,  the  seeds  of  an  everlasting  regret.  Then  turning  to  the  living 
with  a  look  of  pride  so  high  as  to  seem  to  exact  rather  than  to  render 
an  apology,  we  might  expect  him  to  demand,  whether  large  as  that 
debt  is,  they  would  consent  to  have  it  wiped  out  on  condition  of  wiping 
out  with  it  the  glory  of  Duncan,  of  Jarvis,  of  Nelson,  and  of  Wellington, 
and  of  exchanging  situations  with  the  people  of  France.  Whether  they 
would  prefer  England  free  from  debt,  and  timidly  holding  her  place  as 
a  third  or  fourth-rate  power  as  she  might  have  been,  to  England  bur- 
dened as  she  now  is,  but  vexing  all  the  seas  with  prosperous  commerce, 
her  metropolis  the  centre  of  wealth  and  civilization,  her  military  posts 
encircling  the  globe,  and  the  glory  of  her  achievements  rendering  the 
name  of  Englishman  one  of  the  proudest  appellations  on  earth  I  To 
such  an  appeal  Englishmen  would  answer  now  as  they  did  answer  when 
Pitt  was  alive. 

Wliile  Pitt  was  advancing,  step  after  step,  in  that  comprehensive  and 
memorable  struggle  to  reestabUsh  the  prosperity  and  the  power  of  Eng- 
land, a  side-scene  was  enacted  which  attracted  all  eyes.  He  was  not 
tlie  principal  actor  in  that  scene,  but  its  results  hinged  upon  his  influence 
as  upon  a  pivot.  The  reader  will,  of  course,  understand  that  the  great 
judicial  pageant  of  the  trial  of  Warren  Hastings  is  now  referred  to.  It 
ran  through  a  period  of  about  nine  years,  and  occupied  the  attention  of 
i)orsonages  involved  in  it,  as  well  prosecutors  as  defendants,  during  most 
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of  tri»i  ii::\'j  I  ':j».'*.w*.'--ii  Pitt*  aece«*ioii  to  pjwer.  and  the  commencement  . 
of  x\i*:  wi.--^  i.i  the  Fro:i«:h  ruvolution.     Th-*  c^rfji-se  pur?ued  Ly  Pitt  on 
that  tr.a.;  ;«  :o  -r*.:!:-.-  of  hi*  admirers  one  of  the  least  satisfactory  paru 
of  hi*  [/'j'yiic  lii-.*. 

HaT'.iii'-i  v.\x\  r.'0-'!i  wry  I0112  in  India,  and.  at  a  ven"  critical  period, 
wa-s  c.'i:irL'*.-i  witji  tlie  duly  of  pixv-senriiiff  the  British  jiosaeseious  there, 
and  of  r;i;ikifiir  liio--.'  jio^-^ssions  prc^Juctive  to  the  Cunipauy.     By  the 
lo*-*  of  ii'.T  Auiorican  '.•oioni'.--.  and  bv  a-lvers*,*  fortune  elsewhere.  £nir- 
laud  ha'l  lo-it  \i*:t jti*:yti:s*^.     li»-r  Ea*t  Indian  posscswri'-n*  were  remote  and 
•io  situ.'iU"!  a-  to  iiivitt;  a^2rre5-?ion.     Tiie  k*?*  of  tlu**?  would  have  com- 
pl«'te«i  hor  humiliation,  and  lowL-red  her  to  a  seoond-rate  power.     The 
«uc<;tis-i  of  Haiiiiii.'*"  a*! ministration  in  India  was  s^'arcely  le»  important, 
at  tliat  criiical  junctur-*.  to  the  prospects  of  Euirland.  than  the  success 
of  th'i  a(hnini*tr:Lrion  at  home.     Yet  he  was  armed  oulv  with  limited 
authority  and  }i»rl<l  in  <-h<Tk  ]>y  a  perjdexing  division  oi  power  with 
other  oiiic«rrs.     II«^  was  not.  however,  a  man  to  be  balked  bvtrities.     He 
fuund  few  laws,  igid  li..-  ol^^erved  few.     Without  the  authoritvof  a  die- 
lator,  he  found  a  ncr-cssity  fur  «l.ctatorial  powers.     He  therefore  circiun- 
venteil  his  eolh.'aifues  and  exiTted  those  jwwors.     He  saved  India,  and 
lie  i?ent.  \un\iit  to  liis  emphntTs  the  nipees.     It  is  dithcult  to  say  that  some 
of  Ills  ads  w»?re  not  atrocious  ;  tiiry  were  at  least  eminently  condign 
and  trairie.     liis  career  s<j  alj4»unded  in  situations  of  romance  and  of 
piiril ;  in  narrow  cscajn/s  and  in  tlie  triumphs  of  cenius  :  his  domestic 
til's  wlti'.  arranj/ed  under  circumstances  so  very  odd.  and  presor\'ed  with 
.st>  much  tcnrlerne-s  and  lidelity  :  he  was  so  feared  and  hated  by  ene- 
mies ;  ^f(>  loved  and  trusted  bv  I'riiMids,  that  before  his  return  to  Ensrland 
he  r>cciipied  a  lar<re  share  of  jmblic  attention.     Pitt  himself  was  hardly 
more  taik^^d  about.     His  al plication  of  ])Ower  in  India,  and  his  arrivaJ 
in  IhiL'land.  were  notalile  events.  precedt?d  and  I'ol lowed  by  a  clamor 
of  falsi*,  exajTL^erated.  and   conllictinir  rumors.     In   the  estimation  of 
dillerent  p<'rsims,  and  peen  fnim  dillerent  ]H>ints  of  view,  he  was  the 
saviour  ol"  Iiulia  :  he  was  a  monster  who  had  disprraced  humanity  by 
hi.s  frauds  and  his  cnndties  ;  he  wa?  a  statesman  tnie  to  his  trust,  who 
had  manfully  surmounted  every  crisis  and  every  danprer;  a  gentleman 
of  unostentatious  and  pleasant  j)rivate  habits,  free  from  avarice,  "who 
descrvird  jionors  and  re|H)se  :  he  was  a  mercenary  wretch,  loaded  with 
re  vol  tin«r  Climes  whom  British  honor  and  British  justice  were  concerned 
to  punish.     As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  is  known  that  his  private  character 
was  amiable  and  interestinjr  ;  that  his  worst  public  acts  were  jK'rfoimed 
with  no  view  to  enhance  his  personal  fortunes ;  that  with  more  power 
than  othiTs,  and  more  ability,  where  others  amassed  macrniUccnt  for- 
tunes he  was  content  with  a  moderate  competency  ;  that  his  chief  de- 
sire was  to  he  loved  and  liononul ;  and  for  the  rest,  that  much  must  be 
allowed   for  the  ditliculties  of  hirt  situation.     His  conduct  had  been 
several  times  the  subject  of  Parliamentary  animadversion,  and  his  ar- 
rival was  the  siirnal  li>r  his  enemies  to  renew  their  attacks. 

The  exuberant  and  classic  ima(;ination  of  Burke  saw  in  Hastings 
another  Verres,  and  in  himsidf  another  Cicero.  He  brought  forward  a 
ibrmidabh*  arrav  of  char«res  in  the  House  of  C.V^mmons,  and  moved  his 
impeachment.     Henry  Addingtou,  then  in  the  House  of  Commons,  MTote 
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to  his  brother  :  *  The  evidence,  as  far  as  it  has  gone,  has  rather  tended 
to  refute  the  charges  it  was  called  to  support.  I  am  convinced  Hastings 
is  not  blameless,  but  I  think  I  see  enough  to  satisfy  me  that  if  there  is 
a  bald  place  on  his  head,  we  ouglit  to  cover  it  with  laurels.'  But  Fox, 
and  Sheridan,  and  Burke,  and  Lord  North,  and  all  theii  adherents 
thought  otherwise.  They  pushed  their  charges  with  merciless  vigor, 
not  only  in  Parhament,  but  through  all  the  channels  of  pubhc  influence. 
They  backed  them  with  laborious  expositions,  with  Parliamentary  tact 
and  with  high  eloquence.  The  friends  of  Hastings  soon  discovered  that 
lie  was  in  danger.  But  they  supposed,  however,  that  Hastings  would 
be  defended  by  ministerial  influence.  They  knew  that  the  king  looked 
upon  the  prosecution  with  abhorrence,  and  that  he  made  no  secret  of 
his  regard  for  the  services  of  Hastings.  They  saw  the  forces  of  the 
old  coalition  arrayed  against  him,  and  flattered  themselves  that  Pitt 
was  sure  to  defend  him.  They  did  not  remember  that  Pitt  was  more 
powerful  than  the  king,  and  that  he  won  and  preserved  his  power  by 
his  regard  for  justice  and  his  independence.  Pitt  kept  his  own  couuEel, 
and  took  his  ground  only  when  the  occasion  demanded.  The  first  charge 
related  to  the  Rohilla  War.  Pitt  defended  Hastings,  and  he  was  ac- 
quitted. This  was  supposed  to  indicate  that  he  would  defend  him 
throughout.  The  ministerial  forces  in  Parliament  supposed  it  would 
be  their  agreeable  duty  to  vote  straight  ahead  with  a  simple  negative 
to  the  charges.  The  next  charge  related  to  the  fine  exacted  of  Cheyt 
Sing.  Pitt's  speech  was  lucid  and  masterly,  and  for  the  most  part  a 
satisfactory  and  triumphant  defence  of  the  right  of  Hastings  to  levy  a 
fine  ;  but  at  that  point  he  left  the  defence  and  announced  his  purpose 
to  sustain  the  charge  on  the  ground  that  the  fine  was  exorbitant. 
Some  fifty  ministerial  voters,  who  came  there  expecting  to  vote  for 
Hastings,  found  they  Were  mistaken  ;  for  that  when,  as  they  had  sup- 
posed, he  was  believed  to  be  innocent,  they,  in*  fact,  believed  him  to  be 
guilty.  It  was  a  striking  illustration  of  the  personal  influence  of  Pitt, 
and  of  the  ties  that  bound  his  supporters  to  him.  Fifty  of  them,  seeing 
that  he  intended  to  vote  for  the  charge,  suddenly  took  their  places  among 
the  opponents  of  Hastings.  This  settled  the  question.  Hastings  was 
to  be  impeached.  Other  charges  followed,  and  he  was  arraigned  before 
the  British  peers,  amidst  a  blaze  of  British  beauty  and  British  eloquence  ; 
and  then  followed  a  succession  of  scenes  and  pageants,  and  a  tide  of 
splendid  oratory  beyond  all  Greek,  beyond  all  Roman  fame.  This  was 
the  period  in  Burke's  life  when  he  experienced  its  highest  flood-tide. 
For  nine  long  years  was  Hastings  held  on  trial,  to  be  at  length  acquitted 
of  every  charge,  but  utterly  ruined  by  the  expense  of  the  proceeding. 

Few  readers  of  the  present  day  will  s^nnfipathize  with  the  course  pur- 
sued by  Pitt.  But  the  charges  sometimes  made  of  inconsistency,  and 
of  low  personal  motives,  are  utterly  groundless.  Macaulay,  whose  au- 
thority one  is  not  apt  to  question,  in  his  popular  sketch  of  the  life  and 
character  of  Hastings,  intimates  that  Pitt  suddenly  changed  his  inten- 
tions, after  an  interview  with  Dundas,  and  that  it  was  done  to  ruin  the 
prospects  of  Hastings  and  prevent  his  becoming  a  rival.  This  charge 
is  unfair  and  unfounded.  The  truth  is,  tliat  Pitt's  course  was  consistent. 
The  very  book  which  Macaulay  was  professing  to  review,  when  he 
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wrote  that  sketch,  would  have  shown  hira  that  Hasting's  had  resigned 
hin  station  in  India,  and  eorne  hornc  in  conzoqueace  of  the  di&approbation 
of  hi.s  administration  exprcs.'ied  by  Pitt  in  Parliament.  He  did  not  look 
ufKHi  Pitt  a-i  a  friend,  and  knc-w  before  Li.'f  return  tliat  Pitt  had  several 
timi;H  inriicated  a  morbid  di.^inrli nation  to  shield  him  from  the  conse- 
quenre.s  of  his  queationable  acts.  Dundas,  also,  the  most  intimate  friend 
of  Pitt,  and  hi:*  ablest  supporter  in  the  House  of  Commons,  had  long 
UiUmt  Hii.stinir.s'  return,  been  chairman  of  a  Committee  to  investigate 
hiri  conduct,  and  had  reported  upon  it  in  tenns  of  indignant  severity. 
Hastinsrs  him.-self  called  upon  Pitt  after  his  return,  and  left  him  under 
an  unpleasant  conviction  that  he  could  not  look  to  him  for  help.  The 
friends  of  Hastings  cxi)ecteil  Pitt  to  act  from  political  motives  to  please 
the  kin^,  and  to  di.soblisre  the  old  coiiiition.  He  acted  inconsistently 
with  tl]<;ir  expectations,  but  not  incouftisteutly  with  himself  or  with  his 
profe-'.-iifins.  He  fitateil,  and  no  doubt  truly,  that  he  would  be  glad  to  be 
excused  from  acting  in  the  matter  at  all.  but  his  position  did  not  admit 
of  it.  Ha>tings'  frien<Ls  expected  him  to  act  from  political  and  per- 
K)nal  con.=*ideratioiis  in  Ilastinjr.'s'  favor.  Thev  now  chartre  him  with 
acting  from  .similar  consideration.*  on  the  other  side.  It  would  have 
been  impossible  to  avoid  such  im])iitations  on  one  side  or  the  other. 
Th'-n;  is  no  r<tason  to  doa!»t  tliitt  lie  intended  to  act  impartially  and  from 
liis  rcinvictions.  It  is  doubtful  wlietiuT  he  did  not  indeed  act  right.  It 
required  a  v«^ry  broad  mantl(>  of  rlmrity  to  cover  and  excuse  some  por- 
tions of  tin*  career  of  Hastings;  but  tin*  ]>eers  thought,  and  modem 
reailers  will  l>e  a])t  to  think,  that  bis  merits  .so  far  overbalanced  his 
faults,  and  his  faults  were  so  much  the  result  of  prcs.-iure  and  exigency, 
that  Englishmen  at  least  sliouM  have  held  hini  excused.  The  error  of 
Pitt,  if  error  lie  committed,  was  in  attenij)ting  to  bo  impartial.  The 
whobf  prosecution  was  so  mixed  up  with  jH)litical  party  feelings  ;  the 
crimes  complained  of  "wv.re  of  a  <diaracter  so  iiitcrwoven  with  political 
uec(;ssity,  that  one  is  inclini'd  to  wish  that  party  power  might  have  been 
rallied  to  the  re.<eue.  Ther<*  are  times  and  occasions  when  impartiality 
i.s  neither  tolerable  to  gods  or  men  ;  when  it  is  unnatural  and  detestable, 
and  when  its  etlecls  are  c  piivalent  to  the  grossest  injustice.  Yet  im- 
jjartialily  is  the  be.<etting  lolly  of  ju.^t  men,  and  sometunes  tempts  them 
to  adjust  tin;  balance  between  right  and  wrong  so  very  nicely  as  to  out- 
rage and  shock  ('very  ordinary  leeling  of  proj)riety. 

The  trial  of  lla.stings  has  been  thus  referred  to,  partly  because  it  was 
a  prominent  ev(?ut  in  the  histor)'  of  Pitt's  career,  and  partly  because  it 
is  one  of  the  jioints  where  liis  luiemies  suppose  that  liis  character  is  most 
easily  as.<ailable.  The  guilt  or  iiuioceuoe  of  Hastings  can  have  no 
bearing  u])on  the  opinion  to  be  formed  of  Pitt.  There  is  absolutely  no 
evichMice  t(Miding  to  show  tliat  he  acted  from  corrupt  or  dishonorable 
motives.  There  was  no  course  he  could  have  pursued  to  avoid  imputa- 
tions. Had  lie  j)ursued  the  opjwsite  course,  he  would  have  been  charged 
with  justifying  great  crimes  in  order  to  plciisc  tlie  king,  to  attach  to  his 
interests  a  powerfnl  crimin»nl,  and  to  crush  the  pro.cecutors  because  they 
were  |M)liticaI  ojiponents.  He  met  the  occasion  that  w^as  forced  upon 
him.  Some  of  his  arguments  in  the  course  of  the  trial  excited  wonder 
and  astonisliment  at  the  clearness  of  his  investigations  and  tl)«*  grasp 
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and  tenacity  of  his  memory.  Among  all  the  cares  of  administration, 
he  found  time  to  investigate  the  testimony  for  himself;  and  he  pursued 
his  course  independently,  sometimes  refuting  charges,  sometimes  silent, 
sometimes  laimching  his  highest  powers  of  persuasion  to  secure  condem- 
nation where  he  thought  condemnation  was  deserved.  One  noticeable 
effort  of  this  great  prosecution  was  to  enlist  the  chief  adversaries  of 
Pitt  in  a  perplexing  and  responsible  business  aside  from  ordinary  politi- 
cal topics,  and  to  leave  Pitt  comparatively  free  for  the  duties  of  admin- 
istration. They  were  eager  for  tlie  impeachment,  and  conscious  of 
triumph  when  they  got  their  charges  cleverly  before  the  peers.  But  years 
wore  on,  and  the  prosecution  became  a  stale  thing.  They  were  like 
the  man  who  won  the  elephant ;  they  would  be  very  much  obliged  to 
any  one  who  would  tell  them  what  to  do  with  it.  Their  impeachment 
finally  died  an  ignoble  death,  and  its  authors  were  obliged  to  retire  from 
their  high-sounding  charges,  under  the  chagrin  of  anti-climax. 


M 


'  Thine  eyes  are  blue,  heaven's  loveliest  hue 

Itself  in  them  transcending  ; 
The  red  and  white  on  thy  cheeks  unite, 

Tlicir  varied  beauty  blending ;  '^ 

Thy  dark-brown  hair,  on  thy  neck  so  fair, 

In  careless  grace  reposes ; 
And  thy  teeth  of  snow  through  their  portals  show, 

Like  lilies  Imprisoned  by  roses. ' 


II. 

But  oh  I  whene'er  thy  voice  I  hoar, 

So  ftill  of  tender  feeling. 
Each  gentle  tone  sweet  Music's  own, 

The  depths  of  love  reveahng ; 
How  can  I  list,  and  yet  resist 

The  charms  that  round  thee  hover? 
Then  hear  my  vow:  believe  me  now 

Thy  fond,  adoring  lover  I 


ni. 

Let  poets  raise  their  incense-lays 

To  Beauty's  fhigile  bower ; 
Far  more  than  grace  in  form  or  face, 

Is  that  which  is  thy  dower : 
Thy  spirit,  bright  with  heavenly  light, 

Which  beams  so  kindly  on  me ; 
Thy  mind's  pure  charm,  thy  heart  so  warm  — 

These  are  the  spells  that  won  mo. 
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OLD         SONGS. 


'Old  songs — the  jirvdntia  muric  of  the  hi«rt.* 


SiN'G  uot,  siiip^  not  an  idle  «train 
That  plciustth  niCHlem  car  again; 
But  trill  Hoine  quaint,  neglected  rlijTne 
That  telhrtli  of  the  olden  time, 
Kre  the  blind  god  use<l  gildf'd  darts 
III  winning  way  to  female  hearts: 
AVhfn  Truth  and  Honor  painc-d  the  meed 
Krum  woman  Inr  hiToie  dcvd: 
AVhen  Mrrit,  and  not  Golden  i^t-jro, 
Mad(;  titli'd  Pomp  miliar  tlie  tloor: 
And.  seated  in  the  hall  of  kinpri*. 
A  ruling  minstrel*  took  the  string?. 
Wearing  a  tonjui.'  <»f  ghttering  gold  — 
Sing  me  a  song  of  old ! 

IL 

The  melodies  of  yore  recall 
MonftfJtie  donu-  and  hanneri-d  hail; 
The  (!urfew,  signal  to  our  pirt-s, 
Kre  resting,  to  niki?  up  llu-ir  fin^s ; 
The  May-jKili',  garhnnled  with  tlowers; 
did  ('hri:-tnias,  with  his  im-ny  hciurs, 
AVhen  rang  the  r«K)f  with  fvsfal  .shout, 
liRjwning  the  voice  (»f  storms  without : 
The  Morris-danee  ami  easUmet : 
(laniL'S  where  the  jjrinee  and  jH'asant  met, 
<'«jrilending  stoutly  for  the  i)ri/,e. 
(MieiTed  hv  the  shcM-n  of  love-lit  eves 
J  {rave  d<*e<ls  di'lighthig  to  hehold  — 
Sing  me  a  song  of  old ! 

III. 

The  duh-ft  How  of  modern  lavs 
A(reords  with  the.so  degenerate  days; 
IJut  Iwdhidsiif  a  by-gone  agi', 
Though  mildew  maketh  dim  the  page, 
Arouse  me  like  a  clarion  blast, 
Jnstim't  with  memories  of  the  past : 
r  see,  in  glittering^stecl  arrayeil. 
The  champions  (»f  the  high  cnisiule; 
riumed  warriors  rushing  to  the  fight 
With  lanee  in  rest,  and  corslet  bright, 
And,  in  wild  iviu-»es  ()f  the  strain. 
Hear  wailhig  for  the  knightly  slain 
WrapiKxl,  for  a  shroud,  in  banner-fold  — 

Sing  me  a  song  of  old  !  w.  II.  g.  Ilotnu. 


♦  A Mi.iNii  Celt  Ic  n,Htion«,  the  Fcar-Pan.a,  or  rulliig-banl,  cat  at  the  king's  rlght^iand,  wenring  •  golden 

tnrilUf. 
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MY  campaign-remixiscp:nces. 

*  But  ninety-eight  degrees,  Fahrenheit  —  shade  I     Delightful  climate 
this!' 

The  exclamation  was  uttered  by  my  bosom-chum,  Tom  R .     As 

the  thermometer  then  stood  —  where  the  shade  was,  did  not  fully 
appear  —  the  assertion  did  not,  in  fact,  seem  quite  borne  out.  Taking 
a  sip  of  lukewarm  water,  just  enough  diluted  to  qualify  it  for  killing 
unwholesome  animalculro,  the  speaker  lit  a  fresh  roll  of  the  fragrant 
weed,  and  again  threw  himself  upon  the  soft  ground. 

We  were  within  cannon-shot  of  the  good  city  of  Vera-Cruz,  concealed 
from  the  admiring  gaze  of  the  Argus-eyed  gentlemen  who  manned  the 
batteries  thereof,  only  by  huge,  treeless  hills  of  sand,  the  accretion  of 
long  ages  of  stormy,  blustering  *  northers.*  Upon  reflection,  lest  some 
of  my  captious  old  mess-mates  might  cavil,  the  adjective  good  is  re- 
called, and  any  epithet  better  suited  to  the  true  character  of  the  place 
may  be  substituted.  There  was  not  a  particle  of  shelter  from  the  heat, 
as  the  sun  beat  down  in  a  steady  blaze,  causing  the  skin  to  crack  with 
very  dryness,  as,  like  the  hot  blast  of  a  furnace,  it  penetrated  the  tented 
canvas. 

'  Like  it  I  — do  you  ?  '  was  the  sole  answer  essayed,  and  that,  like  its 
predecessor,  was  an  ejaculatory  response,  tinged  with  irony.  One's  self- 
complacency  entirely  left  him  as  he  longed  for  the  cooling  shades  of  the 
upper  country,  beneath  those  trees  whose  delicious  fruits  are  always  in 
season  ;  and  then  compared  such  a  state  with  the  forlorn  condition  of 
being  grilled  like  steaks.  It  was  decidedly  unpleasant.  The  imper- 
turbability of  my  comrade  was  extremely  provoking  to  all  the  panting 
multitude  who  glared  upon  him  from  tents  which  gave  but  the  sem- 
blance of  shadow,  while  they  excluded  any  wandering  breath  of  air 
that  might  be  stirring.  "With  the  least  puff  from  the  sea,  the  atmo- 
sphere was  filled  with  floating  particles  of  sand  and  scaly  dust.  That, 
and  the  white,  dazzling,  arid  surface  of  the  loose,  fluctuating  soil, 
created  a  tendency  to  ophthalmia,  which  was  in  no  way  alleviated  by 
the  chilly  nights,  attended  with  heavy  dews.  "Well,  as  we  have  seen, 
no  body  felt  any  disposition  to  talk,  even ;  while  the  majority  solaced 
themselves  with  the  soothing  influence  of  the  weed.  For  the  purpose 
of  intercepting  any  faint  stray  breeze  that  should  be  softly  stealing 
inland,  several  of  the  soldiers  had  crept  to  the  ridge  of  the  high  sand- 
hill ;  and  there,  their  attention  was  called  to,  and  riveted  upon,  some 
moving  object,  and  two  or  three  of  the  number  imprudently  rose  at  a 
full  elevation. 

*  Get  down,  men !  you  *11  attract  the  shot.* 

The  order  was  sharply  given  by  an  officer.  It  was  promptly  obeyed. 
The  upright  figures  vault^  backward,  while  all  the  others  went  roll- 
ing down  the  hill  like  so  many  boys  at  play.  The  order  had,  however, 
been  rendered  supererogatory  by  the  sharpness  of  the  look-out  in  the 
enemy's  battery  opposite,  who,  seeing  the  sworn  foemen  of  his  country, 
let  fly  a  shell  of  heavy  calibre.     The  flash  gave  barely  time  for  each 
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of  our  lads  to  imitate  the  example  of  Lorenzo  de  Medicis,  vho,  at  the 
siege  of  Moudolpho,  ducked  liis  head,  and  bo  saved  it.  He  was  counted 
none  the  less  valiant  for  liis  agility  ;  nor  were  our  fellows,  who  were 
all  good  men  and  true  ;  possessing  sufficient  judgment  to  avoid  ducking 
their  heads  into  the  way,  when  too  many  shots  were  huzzing  around, 
and  the  presence  of  mind  to  dodge  a  single  one.  The  shell  whisked 
through  the  ridge  of  the  hill,  the  force  of  the  concussion  of  air  tearing 
up  the  sand  for  an  extent  of  several  feet,  in  its  rapid  course  knocking 
down  an  oiticcr*s  tent ;  then,  bur}'ing  itself  in  the  ground,  burst  upward, 
and  scattered  abroad  clouds  of  scorching  sand,  and  a  hail-storm  of 
small  pebbles. 

In  extenuation  of  their  imprudence,  the  soldiers  said  that  a  horseman 
was  cantering  across  the  plain  between  the  doomed  city  and  our  position, 
and,  iirom  the  coolness  and  confidence  he  displayed,  while  all  the  time 
a  mark  to  be  fired  at  from  the  walls,  they  argued  that  he  wns  an 
emissary  from  the  other  army.  It  was  proposed  to  take  him  prisoner  if 
he  sliould  approach  much  nearer ;  and  two  active  men  set  about  the 
undertaking. 

^Patricio,  el  soldado  !  *  exclaimed  my  native  servant,  in  surprise. 

'  ^^onsense !  it 's  one  of  our  own  regiment ;  sec  the  braid  on  his 
unifonn ! '  said  another. 

The  boy  was  right,  and  so  was  the  other,  who  had  rebuked  him. 

*  Muchacto,  go  and  tell  him  to ' 

The  cavalier  had  anticipated  any  command,  as  he  espied  the  pro  tern. 
chieitain  uf  his  company  ;  and  he  rode  up  to  the  place  where  we  stood, 
mounted  on  a  horse  whoso  line  looks  even  surpassed  the  impudence  of 
its  rider ;  and  that  is  sapng  a  great  deal.  With  what  consummate 
grace  did  that  arch-scamp.  Fat  Noon,  salute  liis  officers  as  he  drew  up 
from  a  gallop ! 

The  ibrtune  of  war,  and  higli  living,  had,  by  laying  my  captain  tem- 
porarily on  the  shelf,  placed  me  in  command  of  a  company ;  and  to  it 
belonged  he  of  the  elegant  salute  and  brazen  front.  I  haid  to  sustain 
the  dignity  of  place  by  taking  the  saucy  fellow  to  task.  For  a  few 
moments,  there  were  serious  designs  of  extra  guard-duty  for  the  reckless 
soldier,  who  had  perilled  the  lives  of  so  many  of  his  houseless  and 
horseless  comrades.  It  raised  one*s  ire  to  see  what  airs  the  knave  took ; 
and  the  bottle  of  wrath  was  speedily  uncorked  for  him.  It  was  but 
fair  play  that  he  should  have  a  hearing  before  severe  measures  were 
taken,  and  by  common  consent,  the  officers  desisted  from  invective  to 
await  his  explanation.  Noon,  dismounting,  led  the  well-caparisoned 
horse  to  me,  and  tendered  it  for  my  acceptance.  That  put  a  new  phase 
upon  the  matter.  The  story  was  short.  A  Mexican  officer  was  cross- 
ing the  plain  at  some  distance  beyond,  and  in  a  laudable  spirit  of  zeal 
for  public  interest,  Noon  had  watched  his  motions.  They  met ;  when, 
with  no -weapon  but  a  bayonet,  the  soldier  engaged  him  in  combat,  and 
defended  himself  so  efiectually,  that  he  had  escaped  all  serious  injuriee. 
His  jacket  was  torn,  to  be  sure  ;  but  in  consideration  of  his  gallantry, 
he  was  promised  a  present  of  another.  Well,  to  continue,  the  narratiTe 
ended  by  the  victorious  knight  carr}'ing  ofi'  the  spoils  of  the  yanquiahed. 
Had  he  slain  the  enemy  ?     No  !  that  would  have  been  baie  ;  an  act 
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unworthy  of  a  brave  soldier  of  the  Great  Republic.  He  had  humanely 
released  him  upon  his  parole  of  honor ;  that  was  better.  In  one  of  the 
empty  holsters  were  found  several  pieces  of  paper,  covered  with  hiero- 
glyphics, and  those  seemingly-important  documents  were  clutched  as 
great  prizes.  It  was  broadly  hinted,  that  they  affected  the  welfare  of 
our  whole  army ;  and  despite  the  sultry  heat  of  the  weather,  the  affair 
made  quite  a  breeze. 

*  How  's  that  ?  a  bundle  of  dispatches  seized  ?  What  a  glorious 
turn-up  for  Pat  Noon  I ' 

The  captor,  like  the  dumb  yet  thoughtful  parrot,  preserved  a  myste- 
rious silence  in  regard  to  the  papers  ;  and  in  the  mean  while,  the  exa- 
mination of  their  contents  slowly  progressed. 

*  Written  in  English  !  There  *s  treason  some  where,  gentlemen — trea- 
son !     Come  into  my  tent,  and  we  '11  investigate.*     We  did  as  desired, 

following  Captain  S into  his  hot-house,  where  he  attempted  to  peruse 

the  documentary  evidence  of  rascality. 

*  I  can 't  get  at  the  meaning,  exactly,*  said  he.  *  Suppose  some  of 
you  try  to  spell  them  out.* 

One  took  up  one  piece  of  torn  paper,  and  peered  into  each  letter  and 
word  ;  then  spelt  the  words  backward ;  shook  his  head,  and  gave  up  in 
despair.  The  others  were  as  unsuccessful.  The  heading  seemed  simi- 
lar to  accounts  or  requisitions  for  forage ;  but  no  one  for  a  moment 
believed  that  so  many  bushels  of  com  meant  just  that  number,  and 
so  on. 

*  I  see  how  it  must  be,*  said  the  sagacious  S ;  *  some  traitor  has 

furnished  the  number  of  horses,  wagons,  and  provisions,  that  we  have 
in  our  camp,  with  intent  to  give  the  Mexicans  an  advantage  over  us. 
However  you  may  smile,  gentlemen,  I  think  it  my  duty  to  forward 
these  documents  to  head-quarters.*. 

The  declaration,  pompously  delivered,  was  received  with  some  degree 
of  pleasantry  by  the  listeners  /  for  they  were  unable  to  attach  any  great 
importance  to  a  handful  of  scraps  of  crumpled  paper.  The  idea  could 
not  have  originated  in  any  other  brain  than  that  of  the  sagacious 

S ,  and  all  the  others,  with  one  consent,  determined  to  do  nothing 

about  the  affair.  Beside  its  manifest  folly,  it  might  involve  the 
loss  of  my  new  acquisition.     A  slight  whisper  did  the  business. 

*A  very  serious  matter,  if  it  should  come  to  the  ears  of  the  general,* 
suggested  one. 

*  Very  serious,  indeed,*  answered  another. 

*  How  so  ? '  inquired  S ,  pickuig  up  his  gold-mounted  spectacles, 

which  he  adjusted  to  look  again  at  the  strange  missives. 

*  Don't  you  see.  Sir,  that  these  are  false  dispatches,  made  out  for  the 
sole  purpose  of  misleading  the  enemy  ?  It  will  never  do  in  the  world 
to  let  it  get  bruited  about.  The  officers  who  opened  them  will  be 
cashiered.' 

The  bait  took.     S was  the  first  who  had  laid  violent  hands  upon 

the  scraps  which  had  come  to  be  dignified  with  the  appellation  of  docu- 
ments ;  and  his  continual  dread  of  being  cashiered  —  which  dread, 
through  the  assiduous  exertions  of  his  subs.,  had  ripened  into  a  mono- 
mania —  was  made  the  subject  of  an  innocent  jest.     It  was  a  lucky 
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piece  of  business  for  me.  At  that  time,  every  body  was  sighing  to 
become  possessed  of  some  beast  of  burthen  or  other ;  and,  in  the  great 
efibrts  that  were  made  for  the  accomplishment  of  the  object,  over-nice 
distinctions  as  to  rights  of  property  were  habitually  disregarded.  When 
Iiorsos  could  not  bo  obtained,  mules,  and  even  some  of  the  diminutive 
donkeys  which  abound  in  that  part  of  the  country,  had  been  pressed 
into  service,  as  the  only  substitutes  for  the  more  noble  animal.  The 
latter  species  were  almost  exclusively  appropriated  by  the  sailors  of  the 
fleet,  who  had  landed  with  the  army  ;  who,  by  the  by,  did  not  receive 
any  extraordinary  amount  of  benetit  from  their  steeds.  School-boys 
drag  their  sleds  up  liigh  hills,  witli  great  toil,  for  the  pleasure  of  sliding 
rapidly  to  the  bottom  again.  Jack  had  ofleu  to  boost  his  donkey  to  the 
summit  of  a  hill,  to  the  sole  end  that  the  most  stubborn  of  all  quadru- 
peds might  roll  him  all  the  way  to  the  foot ;  or,  at  least,  until  some 
sympathizing  ship-mate  came  to  the  rescue  ;  when,  together,  they  would 
carry  tlie  fractious  little  beast  to  the  i)lace  from  which  ho  had  rolled. 

A  few  days  previously,  I  had  owned  a  sleek  mule,  well  saddled  and 
bridled  ;  but  in  a  skirmish  with  some  plundering  rancheros,  away  back 
o:i  the  ])l:iins,  it  managed  to  escape  from  my  friend,  in  whoso  care  it 
was,  and  tlie  last  glim|)se  of  it  I  caught  as  it  faded  away  in  the  dis- 
tance. !Many  times  had  Tom  sighed  for  any  beast  of  burden,  to  lighten 
the  fatigues  of  his  perambulations :  and,  at  the  contemplation  of  my 
superior  fortune,  his  laments  waxed  still  more  plaintive.  Indeed,  at 
the  iirst.  he  liad  been  inclined  to  cry,  '  Halves !  *  but,  as  there  is  no 
wcll-aiithenticated  case  on  record  since  the  time  of  Munchausen,  where 
a  severance  of  such  an  animal  had  been  made  without  detriment  to 
his  ])hysical  condition,  the  absurd  idea  was  not  entertained. 

Vera-Cruz  was  soon  to  fall  beneath  the  weight  of  the  force  directed 
against  its  walls  ;  for  so  said  the  (Ten^ral-in-Chief,  Scott ;  and  he  is  a 
man  of  his  word.  Busy  rumor  noised  around  that  our  troops  were  to 
march  inland  au  aixx^r}'phal  number  of  leagues.  Tom  was  sad ;  he 
liatl  no  liorse.     An  ill  star  presided  over  the  destinies  of  my  friend. 

'  I  'II  do  this,'  said  he  to  me  one  day,  in  a  conlidential  tone ;  •  you 
can  get  on  the  staff,  you  know,  if  you  choose,  and  you  can  then  get  a 
horse  from  the  quarter-master  ;  a  horse  tliat  can  be  called  a  horse,'  and 
looking  underratingly  at  mine  —  *  none  of  your  mustang  ponies,  but  an 
animal  that 's  worth  having.  Here 's  my  line  rifle ;  give  me  the 
beast  —  it 's  yours.' 

Now.  the  elevation  of  eye-brows  and  a  depreciatory  tone  of  voice  did 
not  liave  much  influence  on  me  ;  but  the  barter  had.  He  took  my  fbur- 
tooted  companion,  and  I  received  his  much-admired  rifle ;  one  of  the 
kind  that  can  kill  its  man  as  far  as  one  can  draw  a  bead  on  liim.  Tom 
rejoicingly  sprang  ujwn  the  back  of  his  purchase,  witli  a  suddenly-in- 
creased estimate  of  its  value ;  and  he  did  not  require  even  a  verbal 
warranty  of  it.  AVhile  cantering  around  among  the  various  encamp- 
ments which,  scattered  through  the  chapparal  and  among  the  hills, 
formed  a  cordon  to  guard  the  devoted  city,  certain  slight  misgivings 
touching  the  title  to  the  cabaUo  crept  athwart  the  mind  of  the  rider. 
The  former  proprietor  would  soon  be  a  prisoner  of  war,  if  in  the  land 
of  the  living;    and  the  courtesies  of  the  profession  of  arms  woold 
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peremptorily  require  a  restoration  of  the  horse.  Now,  that  seemed  to 
my  comrade  to  be  quite  umresisonable,  notwithstanding  the  laws  of 
nations,  of  which  he  only  remembered  an  inkling  ;  just  enough  to  bring 
him  into  trouble  whenever  they  came  in  question.  What  did  Grotius, 
Pufendorf,  Vattel,  and  the  like,  know  of  such  things  ?  Had  such  kid- 
ney any  experience  in  military  life  ?  They  are  received  authorities, 
nevertheless.  There  was  one  way  by  which  any  reference  to  the  pub- 
licists aforesaid  could  be  rendered  umiecessary.  Tom  determined  to  so 
alter  the  personal  .appearance  of  his  horse  that  his  own  mother  would 
not  have  known  him,  and  thus  obviate  the  trifling  difliculty.  Not  that 
the  gallant  cavalier  would  act  in  an  ungentlemanly  manner — not  he ! 
but  he  well  knew  that  our  foemen  had  been  extremely  forgetful  of 
courtesies  on  former  occasions,  and  had  failed  to  reciprocate  on  an  appeal 
to  chivalry. 

So  highly  was  our  hero  alive  to  the  tread  of  his  caballo^  that  in  the 
darkness  of  the  mid-night  hours  the  least  restlessness  of  his  horse  awoke 
him.  Never  did  neophyte,  in  prayerful  watchfulness  with  his  armor 
on,  at  the  eve  of  knighthood,  keep  a  sharper  look-out  than  he  did.  He 
was  officer  of  the  guard  one  night,  when  the  sentinel  heard  steps  crack- 
ling like  thorns  under  a  pot,  as  some  suspicious  stranger  moved  through 
the  brittle  underwood  ;  some  thief,  Tom  thought,  watching  an  oppor- 
tunity of  stealing  his  cherished  animal.  Drawing  his  sword,  he  bade  a 
soldier  follow  him  in  the  exploration  of  the  dense  thicket ;  and  into  it 
they  struggled  as  fast  as  the  thorny  net- work  would  permit.  Presently, 
they  had  approached  the  prowler  so  closely  that  he  could  almost  be 
reached  with  a  bayonet.  The  deep  shade  of  the  wood  alone  obscured 
the  form  of  the  knave  from  the  bright  moon-light. 

'Haltel'  shouted  Tom.  No  answer.  The  challenger  was  no  lin- 
guist, yet  his  imperfect  rendering  of  brief  military  orders  was  at  least 
intelligible  ;  and  if  any  one  was  so  stupid  that  he  could  not  imderstand 
it,  there  was  an  apt  teacher  close  at  hand  —  cold  steel ;  and  he  should 
have  a  few  inches  of  it. 

*  Mexicano,  ladrone,  you  thief,  you  !  halte^  I  say,  or  I  '11  fire  ! ' 

The  night-walker  would  have  escaped  silently,  but  for  the  vigilance 
of  the  grim  minister  of  justice  who  tracked  his  foot-steps.  Indistinctly 
seeing  the  young  trees  bend,  as  the  person  of  the  fugitive  pressed  through 
and  between  them,  the  oflicer  renewed  his  challenge  in  an  admixture 
of  tongues.  Although  valorous,  quick  to  resent  an  insidt,  he  was  averse 
to  the  inglorious  shedding  of  blood  unto  death,  when  the  simple  process 
of  ear-cropping  would  convey  the  moral  equally  well.  He  made  a 
spring  in  the  direction  the  game  was  taking,  but  the  elastic  saplings 
bora  him  back.  One  more  spring,  more  cautiously  made,  and  the  pliant 
branches  yielded,  and  the  dark  head  of  the  pursued  was  within  reach. 
He  grasped  him  by  the  throat,  when  —  oh  !  tell  it  not  in  Gath  I  —  a 
miserable  little  donkey  opened  his  mouth  and  brayed  aloud.  Tom 
withdrew  as  speedily  as  possible  ;  having  first  given  a  caution  of  secresy, 
which  was  not  well  kept  by  the  soldier.  So  much  for  being  too  vigilant, 
and  so  much  for  the  fund  of  standing  jokes  of  the  mess. 

Having  procured  another  horse  for  my  own  use,  I  went  one  morning 
after  parade,  to  seek  my  chum.     The  site  of  his  tent  was  with  some 
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difficulty  oscertaiiiod  ;  for  the  fluctuating  sands,  whicli  with  each  breeze 
chancrcd  their  shapes  and  positions,  had  nearly  covered  it.  He  was 
about  to  commence  the  work  of  altering  the  looks  of  his  purchase ; 
but,  ill  order  to  give  me  the  pleasure  of  his  company,  he  kindly  con- 
sented to  postpone  the  operation,  and  together  we  rode  away  to  view 
the  novelties  of  the  country.  Leaving  the  camp-ground,  we  fi)llowed 
a  path  leading  into  the  wild  grazing-lands,  and  winding  around  the 
varied  beauties  of  Nature  until  it  reached  the  sea-shore.  From 
an  elevated  position,  we  could  take  in  at  a  sweep  a  great  distanee 
of  the  comprehensive  landscape.  In  the  rear,  were  masses  of  'wood, 
broken  here  and  there  by  a  smooth  piece  of  prairie  ;  and  occasionally, 
the  humble,  cane-built  houses  of  the  poorer  cla-ss  of  natives,  or  more 
elegant  abodes  of  the  aristocratic  nabob.s  who  had  both  the  ability  and 
the  wit  to  keep  clear  of  the  beleaguered  city.  It  was  not  for  the  pur- 
pose of  obtaining  a  bird's-eye  view  of  the  panorama  of  nature  that  wc 
had  ascended  tlie  height :  we  had  some  thing  else  in  view. 

At  a  mansion  partaking  of  the  cut  of  both  st}'lcs  of  architecture,  a 
dwelling  whose  appearance  did  not  denote  any  great  pretensions  in  its 
inmates  to  be  better  than  their  neighbors,  yet  having  enough  of  evei}' 
thing  but  society,  we  halted  and  dismounted.  There  was  a  slight 
rustling  of  gauze  curtains,  and  moving  of  Venetian  blinds,  and  by  the 
time  that  the  domestics  had  taken  the  bridles,  two  young  ladies  ap- 
peared. They  were  by  no  means  new  faces  ;  for,  taking  advantage  of 
an  accidental  discovery  of  their  worthy  sire's  good  opinion  of  all  our 
countrymen  in  general,  and  ourselves  in  particular,  we  had  made  fre- 
quent calls  upon  them.  One  of  the  senoritas  clapped  her  hands  with 
glee  as  she  surveyed  the  figure  of  my  friend.  His  spurs,  whose  rowels 
were  just  four  inches  long,  made  him  walk  as  cautiously  as  if  he  were 
a  bantam,  treading  on  e^rgs.  Her  sister  rebuked  the  laughing  one,  but 
could  not  repress  her  own  titters,  as  she  glided  away  to  prepare  the 
wherewithal  to  regale  the  guests.  "VMiile  we  chatted,  in  came  the  old 
Don.  their  aforesaid  parent,  smiling  with  unfeigned  delight  at  our  visit. 
1  have  omitted  to  state  that  we  were  armed  with  various  implements 
of  war,  to  wit :  Tom  had  provided  himself  with  a  musket  and  car- 
tridges in  lieu  of  the  rifle  which  was  the  price  of  his  horse  ;  his  infantry- 
sword  depended  from  his  side,  and  a  bright-bladcd  knife  graced  the  belt 
of  his  waist ;  while  my  rifle  and  heavy  cavalry-sabre,  pistols  and  gen- 
teel spurs  —  they  had  been  borrowed  for  the  occasion  —  completed  our 
movable  armor}'.  As  the  array  of  weapons  were  januned  down  or 
tossed  into  a  corner  of  the  room,  with  the  exception  of  my  pistols,  which 
remained  belted,  the  demoiselles  seized  upon  it  as  an  excuse  to  laugh 
audibly  ;  although  it  was  manifest  that  a  certain  pair  of  spurs  had 
more  to  do  with  their  merriment. 

'  You  see  that  I  am  mounted,  at  last,  ladies.' 

So  said  Tom,  calling  to  his  aid  all  the  knowledge  of  the  Spanish  he 
possessed.  Although  his  attempt  to  speak  it  was  in  a  high  degree 
ridiculous,  the  politeness  of  our  friends  forbade  them  to  notice  the  erzon 
in  pronunciation  and  grammar,  and  they  feigned  to  understand  all  that 
he  said.  With  unabashed  front,  he  continued  to  roll  out  the  grand 
sentences  which  had  been  diligently  studied  ;  while  I,  keeping  in  mind 
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a  quaint  adage,  which  cautions  small  boats  to  keep  near  shore,  answered 
in  monosyllables. 

Just  then,  our  animals  were  led  past  the  wide-open  tvindow,  in  order 
that  they  might  be  properly  cared  for.  Our  host,  the  hidalgo,  no  sooner 
saw  them  than,  intently  fastening  his  gaze  upon  that  of  my  comrade, 
he  vented  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and  started  to  his  feet.  He  had 
recognized  it  at  a  glance ;  and  by  its  neighing,  the  horse  testified  its 
gratification  at  returning  to  his  old  master's  domicile.  Tom's  face 
Hushed  as  if  he  had  been  detected  in  theft ;  and  the  more  violent  his 
efforts  to  appear  cool  and  unconcerned,  as  he  stroked  his  moustache,  in 
just  that  proportion  he  fidgeted  on  his  seat.  But  his  property  was  not 
endangered  then.  The  hidalgo  had  disposed  of  the  horse  to  an  officer 
of  our  army,  and  it  was  the  reflection  that  its  owner  had  come  to  harm 
that  troubled  the  kind  old  gentleman.  All  the  family  had  laughed  at 
the  recital  of  the  capture  from  the  enemy,  and  now  the  tide  turned, 
and  they  were  grieved.  They  saw  it  all ;  the  officer,  their  friend,  had 
been  killed ;  how  shocking !  They  grieved  at  two  circumstances  :  first, 
that  the  American  officer,  a  handsome  fellow,  had  fallen ;  and  second, 
that  the  soldier  who  recaptured  the  animal  had  not  slain  the  marauding 
villain  who  bestrode  him. 

After  that  narrow  escape  of  his  movable  efliects,  Tom  breathed  more 
freely ;  yet  more  than  ever  resolved  that  his  animal's  characteristic 
outline  should  be  changed. 

An  alarm  was  given,  that  rancheros  were  prowling  in  the  vicinity  ; 
and  as  our  host  was  notoriously  in  the  esteem  and  confidence  of  our 
government,  and  his  fellow-citizens  bore  him  no  extra  good-will  on  that 
account,  we  half  suspected  a  surprise.  Up  we  all  jumped,  nothing 
averse  to  a  passage-at-arms  with  the  enemy,  whose  horse-tramps  could 
plainly  be  heard  on  the  greensward  back  of,  and  only  concealed  firom, 
the  mansion  by  intervening  thickets,  which  were  nicely  trimmed,  and 
served  both  as  ornament  and  chevaux-de-frise.  Shouts  arose  in  that 
direction  as  our  host  and  we  two  visiters  seized  our  arms,  and  sallied 
forth  to  make  battle.  The  senoritas  remained  in-doors  for  safety.  Soon 
they  heard  the  loud  report  of  a  musket.  Looking  through  the  latticed 
opening,  they  beheld  the  prostrate  figure  of  my  chum,  Tom  ;  but,  like 
fcensible  little  girls  as  they  were,  they  did  not  scream  nor  fall  into  hys- 
terics —  formerly  the  approved  fashion  —  but  devised  means  of  relief. 
Scarcely  had  they  turned  from  the  lattice,  in  pursuance  of  their  design, 
when  the  hollow  sound  of  many  hoofs  galloping  across  the  green  re- 
called them  ;  but  nothing  more  than  fresh  prints  on  the  grass,  and  dust 
in  the  distance,  were  perceptible,  to  tell  which  way  the  routed  had  taken. 
Instantly,  the  Don  came  in  with  his  escopette  of  ancient  days  on  his 
shoulder,  looking,  in  his  home-costume,  not  unlike  the  brigand  we  see 
in  pictures  ;  and  following  close  behind  him,  came  us  two.  There  was 
no  need  of  lint,  to  quench  the  wounds  of  my  compatriot  He  laid  his 
musket  in  the  comer,  arid  quietly  sat  down  as  if  nothing  in  the  world 
were  the  matter.  His  atrociously-long  spurs,  each  prong  of  which  was 
as  formidable  as  the  steel  gaffs  of  a  fighting-cock,  were  vexatiously 
unstrapped  and  thrown  under  a  table,  and  down  sat  the  hero  of  the 
day. 
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*  Did  they  not  fire  ou  you  ?  *  inquired  one  of  the  solicitous  damsels, 
pending  the  slow-coming  explanation. 

•  Not  wounded  I  —  Oh !  how  glad  I  am  I '  exclaimed  the  other  of  the 
twain,  in  great  delight. 

The  truth  was  this :  Tom*s  long  spurs  had  caught  in  a  running  vine, 
which  laid  liim  sprawling  on  his  face  ;  and  tlie  report  heard  was  caused 
by  the  accidental  discharge  of  his  own  musket.  All  the  romance  of 
the  afiair  subsided  when  tlie  Immorous  old  Don  explained  farther  that 
the  noise  of  hoofs  was  occasioned  by  the  breaking  loose  of  the  horses 
belonging  to  the  hacienda,  and  the  hallooing  and  warlike  twnult  by  the 
servants  in  the  futile  endeavor  to  drive  them  into  an  inclosure.  No 
enemy  had  appeared  in  sight.  This  is  told  you  in  strict  confidence, 
my  partially-disposed  reader  ;  and  it  won  t  do  to  let  it  get  around,  or 
our  long  looked-for  promotion  will  not  be  hastened  therefor. 

That  very  night,  the  discomfited  warrior  whom  I  rejoice  to  number 
among  my  best  friends,  carried  into  execution  his  veterinary  project 
in  regard  to  a  certain  quadruped  who  figures  largely  in  these  pages. 
So  transformed  was  it,  with  the  aid  of  pincers  and  shears,  that  the  man 
lived  not  who  could  have  identified  him  as  the  steed  which  had  bo  gaily 
trotted  into  the  personal  estate  of  Tom.  The  strong  and  full  mane 
which  ilowed  like  a  stonny  river  during  a  freshet,  was  trimmed  and 
braided  into  fair  dimensions  ti  la  ynilitairc  ;  and  the  bright  star  on  his 
forcliead  was  obliterated,  hair  by  hair,  until  scarcely  a  speck  shone  to 
tell  what  once  had  been.  No  longer  did  he  present  the  appearance  of 
the  unshorn  niral  mustang,  but,  although  his  eyes  still  glowed  like  liv- 
ing embers,  and  his  free  pace  was  like  the  light,  he  looked  every  inch  a 
staid  trooper. 

For  a  few  days,  the  mounted  knight  feigned  that  he  had  an  extra- 
ordinary nuinbcr  of  visits  which  could  not  be  forgone  without  incurring 
the  imputation  of  great  incivility.  Many  of  the  dragoons  in  our  camp 
were  yet  dismounted,  and  they  pined  in  secret  for  the  society  and  com- 
fort of  their  fleet-companions,  who  still  remained  on  ship-hoard  ;  and 
when  the  vain  possessor  of  the  cropped  yet  fine-looking  animal  cantered 
him  thitherward,  the  chagrined  men  of  horse  waxed  wroth  "with  fair 
jealousy.  Rosinaiite,  as  its  master  delighted  to  call  it,  in  imitation  of 
an  ininiortalized  one  of  the  race,  was  sure  to  attract  much  attention  by 
his  vivacity  and  beauty,  as  he  outstripped  the  heavier  dragoon  hones. 


TiTK  city  of  A^'era  Cniz  having  capitulated,  the  troops  marched  out, 
laid  down  their  arms,  and  making  a  conge,  betook  themselves  to  parts 
remote.  Our  colors,  amid  clouds  of  smoke  which  arose  from  the  salut- 
ing batteries,  were  flung  to  the  breeze  from  the  various  fortifications  in 
the  city,  as  well  as  from  the  castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ulloa.  Some  of  our 
troops  inarched  into  the  city  of  sixteen  cu]K)la8,  but  many  more  on- 
camped  on  a  fine  level  plain.  It  was  most  assuredly  a  great  gratifica- 
tion to  make  the  remove. 

The  thorny  chapparal,  with  its  ten  millions  of  bugs,  and  the  glomog 
sands,  were  forsaken  with  joy.  Long  lines  of  white  tents  were  aym- 
metrically  arranged  on  the  luxuriant  carpet  of  grass,  the  sides  bounded 


1854.]  My  Campaign- Reminiscences.  479 

by  evergreen  foliage,  which  screened  from  view  the  naked  hills.  In 
front  the  glistening  cupolas  and  gloomy  towers  of  the  city  stood  out  in 
bold  relief  against  the  blue  serene,  while  the  foam-crested  waves  of  the 
Gulf  were  clearly  seen,  as,  in  ceaseless  roars,  they  dashed  against  the 
coral  reefs.  That  was  all  certainly  very  fine  and  grand  ;  well  calcu- 
lated to  suggest  the  poetic  thoughts  which  arose  in  the  mind  of  the 
romantic  cavaliers.  While  the  unobscured  rays  of  Apollo  were  gra- 
dually burning  dark  the  countenance,  a  delicious  movement  of  air,  like 
the  veil  of  the  enchantress,  would  spring  up  to  fan  the  sweltering  troops. 
No  one  more  appreciated  the  few  comforts  of  the  coast  than  my  fiicud 
Tom.  As  the  surf  wildly  broke  in,  and  the  waves  combed  the  beach, 
our  hero  would  sit  on  his  saddle  and  drink  in  inspiration  —  and  some- 
times diluted  whiskey.  So  seldom  was  he  seen  without  his  barb,  that 
one  might  almost  fancy  him  a  modem  Centaur.  When  night  extended 
her  dusky  wings,  he  spread  himself  in  his  roomy  wall-tent,  but  not 
until  he  had  carefully  picketed  Rosinante  a  few  yards  in  the  rear  ;  and, 
with  agreeable  anticipations  of  the  morrow's  pleasures,  his  consciousness 
was  wafted  away  into  the  realm  of  balmy  slumber. 

One  morning  came :  the  horse  was  invisible.  Nothing  for  a  time 
could  be  learned  of  his  fate  ;  but  then  came  a  soldier  who  had  been  on 
guard  during  the  night.  The  regimental  quarter-master,  Lieut.  G.  Bolivar 

H ,  had  laid  his  eyes  covetously  on  the  steed.  He  had  scarcely  brushed 

sleep  from  his  lids,  when,  without  so  much  as  inquiring  for  the  owner, 
he  pretended  that  the  property  was  captured  from  the  enemy,  and  so 
properly  withiil  his  custody.  Tom  raged  furiously.  He  declared  that 
the  said  individual  must  have  known  that  he  was  trespassing  upon  pri- 
vate property  ;  and,  much  as  he  regretted  the  necessity,  he  felt  impera- 
tively called  upon,  for  the  honor  of  the  service,  to  bring  H before 

a  court-martial  to  answer  for  such  malconduct.  Upon  reflection,  he 
contented  liimself  with  nursing  his  wrath  until  he  could  meet  the  wrong- 
doer face  to  face.  Indeed,  it  had  occurred  to  Tom  that  any  investiga- 
tion might  lead  to  developments  not  at  all  desirable  under  the  circum- 
stances. To  avoid  that  end,  legal  proceedings  were  dispensed  with, 
although  the  sufferer  still  cherished  a  fierce  determination  to  call  to 
account,  in  a  private  way,  the  bold  innovator  of  his  rights. 

As  without  a  horse  there  is  no  ride,  he  of  the  spurs  sauntered  into 
town  to  while  away  an  hour  that,  but  for  the  fact  above  detailed,  might 
have  been  spent  in  a  far  more  agreeable  manner.  There  he  accepted 
an  invitation  to  join  in  a  conviviality  with  a  party  of  officers  of  all 
arms,  including  some  of  our  own  and  the  French  navies.  At  the  cor- 
ner of  a  long  table  sat  H ,  amusing  his  auditors  with  one  of  his 

droll  recitals.  His  hmbs  were  thrust  under  the  mahogany  in  a  fancy 
contortion,  he  seemingly  enjoying  himself  to  the  utmost  capacity — with 
him  a  shade  beyond  the  usual  run.  In  answer  to  the  salutation  of  the 
merry  H  -, ,  our  bereaved  friend  angrily  demanded  why  he  had  pre- 
sumed to  carry  off  his  horse.  Was  it  intentional  ?  If  so,  it  should  not 
rest  there ;  not  it,  indeed.  The  grave  imputation  produced  no  great 
sensation  ;  for  horse-stealing,  called  by  a  much  sofler  name,  had  been 
much  indulged  in  among  certain  fun-loving  fellows,  who,  under  the 
cover  of  darkness,  borrowed  many  a  good,  bad,  or  indifferent  quadruped  ; 
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and  as  the  memory  of  the  gentlemen  was  destitute  of  a  particle  of 
tenacity,  they  entirely  forgot  to  return  them.  As  the  animals  really 
belonged  to  the  government  as  captured  property,  in  turn  the  receiving- 
officer,  the  quarter-master,  hegged  leave  to  say  something  in  the  matter, 
unleris  by  a  beforehand  operation  some  one  else  relieved  said  dignitary 
of  the  trouble. 

*  Horse  ?  horse  ? '  said  H ,  tlioughtfully.    '  Did  I  hook  your  horse  ? 

Very  sorry,  I  assure  you,  if  the  mistake  did  happen.  When  did  you 
lose  liiiii  ?  for  really,  I  've  not  the  least  recollection  of  ever  seeing 
yours.' 

Tom,  in  rather  savage  mood,  conjured  up  the  night  of  the  loss ;  and, 
as  he  warmed  up  and  his  tongue  became  oily,  he  gave  a  glowing  de- 
scription of  the  beauty,  gait,  and  actual  value  of  his  horse. 

'  What  kind  of  a '  • 

Lci?s  in  anger  than  in  the  fuhiess  of  a  burdened  breast,  Tom  glided 
onward : 

'  Unmatched  in  speed  by  any  in  tlie  camp  ;  could  outrun  any  thing 
that  was  brought  against  him ;  extremely  vigorous,  yet  as  docile 
as' 

*  Yes,  yes,  but  how  did  he  look  ?  * 

*A  dark  ])ay,  with  scarcely  a  mark  of  white  on  it.  A  pretty,  small 
head;  limbs  clean,  straight,  coiai»acl  ;  and  such  eyes  !  \\Tiy,  Sir,  they 
sparkled  like  —  like  —  well,  they  wore  ver}'  fine.  There  was  a  grace 
and  elegance  about  his  throat  that  no  common  beast  can  pretend  to : 
and  all  over  his  body  the  veins  swelled  ;  and  what  a  tail !  a  splendid, 
fiat,  bushy' 

*Ay,  iiut  what  kind  of  a  mane  ?  full  and  long  ? ' 

*  It  was  full,  but  not  very  lonjr,  for  it  had  been  braided  and  somewhat 
shortened  ;  and  now  1  recollect  that  each  braid  was  decked  out  with  a 
2)iece  of  ribbon  that  the  daughters  of  * 

II nnised  no  longer,  but  burst  out  into  a  tremendous  laugh. 

*  My  dear  iellow,  was  tliat  yours  ?  I  thought  it  belonged  to  the 
oonniiissary.  Ha  I  lia  I  AYliy.  the  ver\'  next  day  I  made  it  a  present 
to  one  of  my  friends  in  the  city  here,  and  he  has  since  left  for  the 
country.     U]>on  my  word,  I  thought  it  belonged  to  the  commissary.* 

Coinnus.saries  are  a  class  not  exccedhigly  popular  in  the  arm3%  and, 
with  a  few  sliining  excejitions.  are  only  tolerated  as  a  necessary  evil. 
Their  ^-enorally  attributed  habit  of  expanding  eight  ounces  into  a  pound 
avoirduiiois,  is  the  main  cause  of  this.  AYliether  guilty  or  not  of  the 
peenlatiuns  laid  to  tlieir  cliarge  by  growling  campaigners  on  short  allow- 
ance, it  is  considered  a  capital  jest  to  plunder  them  as  they  are  said  to 
do  others.  It  is  a  comparatively  rare  occurrence  for  any  one  to  over- 
reach them  —  ibr  tliey  are  a  sharp  set  of  men —  and  when  it  is  done, 
no  body  sympathizes  with  the  loser. 

The  roar  of  laughter  which  followed  from  the  assembled  wamon 
was  too  earnest  and  hearty  not  to  a  fleet  the  risible  faculties  of  Tom  ; 
and  in  vain  did  he  attempt  to  refrain  that  he  might  apj^ear  indignant ; 
lut  no  r.iie  laughed  with  more  gusto  than  the  pleasant  commissary  him- 
self wlien  his  attention  was  called  from  the  viands  and  t77;o-/zWo  to  the 
intelli»?lual  discussion.     Tom  s(on  thought  the  jes-t  excellent,  as  he 
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became  assured  that  the  fine  little  creature  which  had  almost  caused  a 
deadly  feud,  had  not  been  converted  into  sausages  or  salt-junk.  The 
reflection  wonderfully  calmed  his  mind.  The  purloiner  promised  him 
as  satisfaction  as  good  a  horse  as  had  been  taken  by  mistake. 

Many  a  tale  concerning  horse-flesh  was  served  up  until  it  came  to 

the  turn  of  H to  contribute  his  quota.     He  had  sent  his  servant 

to  purchase  some  little  niceties  for  his  table.  The  man  landed  at  the 
door  of  a  tie7ida,  leaving  the  horse  under  the  care  of  a  Mexican  boy, 
who,  in  consideration  of  a  promised  quartilla  —  that  most  diminutive 
of  silver  coin  —  was  to  guard  him.  The  purchase  completed,  the  man 
went  to  the  door,  when  lo  I  no  horse  appeared.  He  gleaned  from  the 
stupid  lad  that  a  soldier  in  the  same  uniform  had  tossed  on  the  ground 
the  sum  of  one  dime,  nearly  quadruple  the  promised  reward ;  and  as 
the  boy  stooped  to  pick  it  up,  leisurely  bestrode  the  horse,  and  rode  off, 
the  lad  not  dreaming  that  he  had  been  deceived. 

'  Now  talk  of  your  horses,'  continued  H ,  enthusiastically ;  *  why, 

Sir,  that  was  a  horse !  What  a  mane  and  tail !  For  my  part,  I  *ve  not 
seen  such  a  fine  creature  in  the  whole  country.  The  worst  of  the  whole 
matter  is,  that  at  the  same  time  I  lost  some  memoranda  of  accounts, 
which  have  cost  me  more  trouble  than  can  readily  be  imagined ;  and 
in  searching  every  where  for  some  means  to  supply  the  deficiency,  I 
soon  forgot  to  hunt  my  cheval.^ 

Tom  began  to  pay  more  attention  when  comparison  was  instituted, 
and  a  smile  played  over  his  face  as  he  drew  out  the  remainder  of  the 
description. 

'  Could  n't  compare,  my  dear  Sir,  in  looks.  Your  one  had  rather  a 
graceful,  easy  gait,  I  admit ;  something  similar  to  that  of  mine,  but 
there  all  comparison  drops.' 

*  Had  he  a  white  star  on  his  forehead  ?  '  carelessly  asked  Tom. 

*  White  star  ?  certainly  he  had,  and  it  was  as  free  from  blemish  or 
stain  as  a ' 

*  Long  tail,  too,  I  suppose  ?  * 

'  Tail !  one  of  the  most  magnificent  switches  you  could  ever  wish  to 
look  at.     Why,  it  was  a  pleasure  to  * 

*  Red-skirted  saddle-cloth,  fringed  with  blue  ?  * 

*  Yes.     How  did  you  ?  did  I  tell  ? ' 

Tom  did  not  immediately  reply  to  the  unfinished  interrogatory.  How 
could  he  ?  a  convulsion  of  laughter  deprived  him  of  the  power  of 
speech.  His  risible  faculties  seemed  to  have  gone  mad.  Before  he  had 
sufficiently  recovered  from  the  paroxysm  to  account  for  his  conduct,  a 
new  scene  was  enacted.  The  ponderous  door  majestically  swung 
open,  and  our  ancient  ally,  the  Don,  was  ushered  into  our  midst.  The 
good  old  man  was  in  trouble.  The  personal  attachment  which  he  had 
conceived  for  a  certain  officer  of  our  army,  who  had  been  killed  or  taken 
prisoner,  had  allowed  him  no  rest  until  he  could  learn  his  fate.  After 
the  victorious  issue  of  the  bombardment,  he  had  made  no  attempt  to 
conceal  his  solicitude,  even  from  his  fellow-citizens,  our  enemies.  One 
impudent  upstart  of  an  ofificial,  who  had  left  the  humble  yet  honest 
occupation  of  selling  vegetables  to  take  up  the  trade  of  politics,  actually 
Kiiapped  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  the  old  Don  when  he  inquired  of  him 
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concerning  his  lost  friend.  Deeply  wounded  in  his  most  sensitive  part 
by  the  act  of  the  supercilious  ruffian,  the  worthy  Hidalg:o  made  use  of 
the  only  weapon  in  his  power — the  pen.  With  that  keen  instrument 
he  vnote  a  fierce  letter  to  the  President  of  the  Republic,  in  the  sim- 
plicity of  his  heart,  believing  tliat  he  would  redress  his  grievance  ;  while 
his  daughters  —  kind  girls  I  —  quenched  their  sorrow  for  the  gallant 
officer  in  copious  supplies  of  ink,  wliich  dropped  from  the  points  of  their 
pens  into  verse. 

ArVell,  the  Don  came  into  our  merrj'-making  in  the  city,  as  above 
stated,  in  a  different  state  of  mind  from  ourselves.     He  had  scarcely 

made  a  bow  when  he  opened  both  arms,  rushed  over  to  H ,  for  a 

second  stared  into  his  face,  then  encircled  him  with  his  extended  arms, 
and  clasped  him  to  his  bo.som.  The  Don  had  discovered  the  object  of 
his  search,  he  of  whom  he  had  been  so  long  in  quest.  When  the  ex- 
citement had  subsided,  Tom  finished  his  story.  He  gave  a  brief  history 
of  the  whole  matter  from  beginning  to  end ;  how  the  horse  had  been 
first  obtained,  trimmed,  and  curtailed  of  his  fair  appendages.     As  an 

incident,  he  spoke  of  the  scraps  of  paper  which  the  astute  S had 

taken  for  dippatches.  A  rocket-like  explosion  of  laughter  ensued,  as, 
with  the  suddenness  of  that  missile's  going  off,  the  awful  truth  burst 
upon  the  mind  of  H ,  who  exclaimed  : 

'  Oil  1  my  memoranda  I  my  accounts  I ' 

He  had  stolen  his  o'wii  horse  I 

Not  one  of  tliat  whole  company  laughed  more  immoderately  than  the 
Don,  who  was  brimful  of  joy,  and  with  choral  song  and  jollity  the  time 
flew  by.  The  best  of  the  joke,  af>er  all  that  is  said  and  done,  is,  that 
two  or  three  of  my  old  comrades  will  remember,''when  they  read  this, 
the  part  they  acted.  w.  n.  Bkowxk. 


T  ::  •;     ::  \  l'  y  :  y.  v.    i-  a  y  . 

llow  In  tlu'  stmnv  fli'hls  of  youth 

Wc  spurn  th«'  rtt)wors  that  hlooin  arouuil  u-s 
Ami  8way»'ti  by  the  rt\»lstU'S{«  hk'H 

With  whiohV<inio  uioi-kin-r  futc  has  bound  ua, 
Wo  liasti'Ti  forwanl  on  our  way, 
Droaiiiing  of  tho  IIai»i»icr  Day. 

Wp  cannot  clivo  our  ohamioil  i-ars 
To  the  soft  ^t ruins  souic  eireu  ever 

Sln:»fth  of  an  KU>lnn  rort 
Whl«"h  thf  tlooVivinl  one  fimloth  never: 

Ami  thus  wo  wan<ier  on  our  way, 

Ihvaniinj:  of  the  Happier  Pay. " 

Still  irliilo  the  inexorable  years. 

Anil  still  Iho  s;iTne  eneh'antment  Mnds  us; 
We  (Irt'uin  away  the  ni>on  of  life. 

Till  ace  at  I:»>t  slow  stealiu*;  finds  us, 

Still  with  wrinkliMl  hea<l  and  uTay, 

Ureaniiui;  of  the  Happier  Day. 

Wh««n  the  death-anpel,  Azraf.l, 

Loads  us  with  ;rentle  hand  aside 
To  the  dim  land  when»  spirits  dwell. 

Still  with  our  pale  and  silent  gniide 
We  enter  o\\  our  unknown  way, 
Dreaininc;  of  the  Happier  Day. 
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THE        MARRIAGE        OF        THE        SEAS. 


SUGGBSTIID  BY  TUB  CONTEMPLATED  BDIP-CAKAL. 


A  SWEET  and  gentle  angel  came  near  my  couch  at  night, 
"With  wings  of  downy  sofluess,  and  eyes  of  stany  light ; 
And  when  she  spoke  I  trembled,  as  aspens  in  ♦he  breeze, 
For  she  brought  an  invitation  to  the  Marriage  of  the  Seas. 


I  felt  a  strange  enchantment  stealing  through  and  through  my  mind, 
As  down  the  waving  forest  steals  the  balmy  summer- ^\^nd ; 
I  ventured  no  acceptance,  but  I  bade  the  sprite  'Away  I ' 
WJicn  close  she  came,  and  closer,  and  on  my  pillow  lay. 

And  now  she  whispered  temptingly,  and  made  mo  hear  her  sing, 
As  quickly  o'er  my  senses  she  throw  her  soothing  wing ; 
I  fell  into  a  slumber,  when  a  vision  bright  as  day 
Played  with  my  raptured  spirit,  and  stole  my  heart  away. 


I  ventured  now  acceptance,  and  I  begged  the  phantom  tell 
When  the  nuptial  would  be  ready,  and  where  the  marriage-bell  ? 
Ah  I  then  I  learned  the  errand  of  my  pillowed  angel  there 
Was  worthy  of  a  queenly  crown  upon  her  forehead  fair. 


She  bore  no  messages  of  ill,  but  spoke  her  noble  heart. 
As  she  mourned  the  separation  of  nations  far  apart ; 
And  she  said  a  narrow  Isthmus  divided  sea  from  sea. 
Where  the  nuptial  would  be  spoken,  in  presence  of  the  free. 


The  bride,  a  mild  Pacific  maiden,  unto  the  altar  came ; 
Her  brow  was  marble  majesty,  her  heart  a  sacred  flame : 
Her  bracelet  was  of  richest  pearls,  her  necklace  golden  hilL«s 
Her  treasures  jewelled  islands,  her  draughts  the  mountam  rills. 


The  bride-groom  was  a  hero,  with  escutcheon  of  degree. 
His  bosom  bore  the  record  of  a  noble  heraldry ; 
The  Genoese,  the  Pilgrim  Sires,  the  victories  of  the  west, 
These  of  all  others  were  the  *  fields '  he  loved  to  count  tho  best. 


The  wedding  was  magnificent ;  tho  priest,  of  manly  face, 
Was  the  great  High-Priest  of  Freedom*  — tho  Anglo-Saxon  race: 
The  witnesses  were  planets,  tho  halls  the  spangled  skies, 
The  guests  were  orient  nations  —  their  presents,  argosies  1 

It  is  a  glorious  privilege  to  be  a  guest  this  night. 

Where  moon  and  stars  are  chandeliers,  and  seas  reflect  their  light : 

And  scarcely  have  wo  entered  the  broad  cathedral  hall, 

When  seraphs  smg  in  harmony  a  merry  madrigal : 
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'  Como  to  the  bridal,  moon  and  stars, 

Come  to  the  hall  of  revelry ; 
Come  Saturn,  Mercury,  and  Mars, 
Witness  the  weddinjr  of  the  sea  I 


*  Como  to  the  bridal,  men  and  kings, 

Come  I  diamonds  though  your  crowns  may  be ; 
And  let  the  gift  each  casket  brings 
Be  worthy  of  a  married  sea  1 


*  Darien  mountains  bow  their  heads, 
And  Isthmus  hills  are  cleft  in  twain ; 
The  swamps,  lagoons,  and  panther-beds 
Are  buried  by  the  stalwart  Thane. 


*  The  Anglo-Saxox  is  the  priest  — 
The  matrimonial  rites  shall  bej 
Performed  before  the  marriage-feast, 
When  Sea  is  married  unto  Sea  I 


'  Come  to  the  bridal,  moon  and  stars. 
Come  to  the  hall  of  revelry ; 
Come,  Saturn',  Mercury,  and  Mars, 
Witness  the  wedding  of  the  sea  I ' 


The  halls  were  opened,  and  the  guests  assembled  m  a  throng. 
As  summer  winds  from  moon-lit  isles  came  carolling  along ; 
The  priest,  clad  in  his  flowing  ro})es,  thus  to  the  maiden  said : 
'  Wilt  thou  to-night,  Pacific  maid,  bo  with  Atlantus  wed?  ' 


Her  calm  consent  upon  her  lip  —  ho  to  Atlantus  turned, 
And  saw  within  his  manly  eye  a  noble  passion  burned : 
*  Wilt  thou  unto  thy  bosom  take  this  gentle  maiden's  heart  ? ' 
'  I  '11  take  her  to  my  wedded  wife,  and  act  a  husband's  part' 


The  halls  still  opened,  and  the  guests  assembled  in  a  throng, 
And  breezes  from  the  soutliem  isles,  still  chorusing  along; 
The  priest  the  while,  in  flowing  robes,  his  solemn  amotion  gave : 
*  Ye  twain  arc  one  in  crested  surf,  or  undulating  wave : 


*  In  peace  or  war,  through  good  and  ill,  I  bind  yo  to  your  oath ; 
The  world  hath  claims  upon  your  bond  —  the  nations  guard  you  both: 
This  tie  unites  the  Pagan  and  the  Oriental  world 
To  shores  whose  people  triumph  in  a  Christian  flag  unfurled.' 

• 

The  angelof  tho  downy  wing,  the  sylph  of  star-lit  eyes, 
Now  left  the  hall,  a  messenger  of  Hymen  to  tho  skies ; 
And  there  on  record  may  l^e  found,  'mid  heavenly  mysteries, 
Tho  wcddmg  of  tho  waters  bright  —  the  Marriage  of  tho  Seias  1 
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CHAPTEB     BLBYBTf. 

HOW      TO      PAY      THE      RENT. 

The  three  establishments  were  broken  up.  Minie  was  provided  for 
by  Viscount  Paul ;  Musette,  by  another  young  Viscount ;  and  Phemy  had 
gone  somewhere — no  one  knew  exactly  where.  The  three  friends 
had  broken  ^vith  their  mistresses,  but  they  had  some  money — enough  for 
a  week's  revel,  and  they  were  in  the  first  day  of  it,  while  the  snow  fell 
thickly  out  of  doors. 

Marcel  had  sent  the  porter  on  a  commission,  and  paid  him  in  advance 
to  insure  its  completion.  As  he  did  so,  the  man  was  struck  with  the 
unusual  appearance  of  a  gold  piece  in  the  painter's  hands,  and  before 
going  on  his  errand,  hastened  to  apprize  the  landlord  (with  whom  Mar- 
cel was  in  arrears  aa  usual)  of  the  important  fact. 

'  Sir,'  he  blurted  forth,  quite  out  of  breath  with  haste  and  emotion, 
'  the  artist  in  the  sixth  story  has  money  —  that  big  fellow,  you  know, 
who  laughs  in  my  face  when  I  bring  him  his  account.' 

*  Yes,'  said  the  landlord,  *  and  who  had  the  impudence  to  borrow  money 
of  me  to  pay  me  back  part  of  it.     He  has  notice  to  quit.* 

'Ah,  Sir,  but  he  is  rolling  in  gold  to-day,  and  giving  a  party.  I  saw 
them  just  now.     It 's  a  good  time.' 

*  You  're  right,'  said  the  landlord.     '  I  will  go  myself.' 

Just  as  Rodolphe  was  thundering  out  a  song  winch  he  had  found  at 
the  bottom  of  his  glass,  there  came  several  knocks  at  the  door.  Marcel, 
who  expected  some  body  elsCy  leaped  up  from  his  chair  and  the  torpidity 
of  incipient  drunkenness,  and  ran  to  open  it. 

A  gentleman  appeared  on  the  threshold,  not  so  bad-looking,  except 
that  his  dressing-gown  was  very  clumsily  made. 

*  I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  comfortable,'  he  said,  looking  at  the  table 
on  which  appeared  the  remains  of  a  magnificent  leg  of  mutton. 

*  The  landlord  I '  cried  Rodolphe ;  '  let  us  receive  him  with  the  honors 
due  to  his  position  ! '  and  he  commenced  beating  on  his  plate  with  his 
knife  and  fork. 

CoUine  handed  him  a  chair,  and  Marcel  cried : 

*  Come,  Schaunard  !  pass  us  a  clean  glass.  You  are  just  in  time/  he 
continued  to  the  landlord ;  *  we  were  going  to  drink  your  health.  My 
friend  there,  Mr.  Colline,  was  saying  some  touching  things  about  you. 
As  you  are  present,  he  will  begin  over  again,  out  of  compliment  to  you. 
Do  begin  again,  Colline.*  ' 

'  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,'  said  the  landlord  ;  *  I  don't  wish  to  trouble 
you,  but '  —  and  he  unfolded  a  little  paper  which  he  had  in  his  hand. 
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'  Wlial  's  tlio  ilocumeul  ?  *  asked  Marcel. 

The  laiidlonl,  wlio  had  cast  an  inquisitive  glance  around  the  room, 
perceived  some  p^old  on  the  chimiicy-j)iece. 

'  It  ifj  yi)ur  receipt,'  he  said,  hastily, '  which  I  had  the  honor  of  8cnd- 
nvr  you  once  already.* 

*  My  faitliiiil  memory  recalls  the  circumstance,*  replied  the  artist. 
•  It  wa"S  oil  L'^iday,  the  cij^hth  of  the  mouth,  at  a  quarter  past  twelve.' 

*  It  is  siiriiiMl,  vou  see,  iu  due  form,'  said  the  landlord ;  *  and  if  it  is 
ai^reeable  to  you ' 

*  I  was  iiiteiidin«r  to  call  ujxui  you,'  interrupted  Marcel.  '  I  have  a 
j^reat  deal  to  talk  to  you  about.' 

*At  your  service.' 

'  Obli>re  me  by  lakinij^  somethinp:,'  continued  the  painter,  forcing  a 
jrlas.s  of  wine  on  his  landlord.  *  Now,  Sir,'  he  continued,  *  you  sent  mo 
lately  a  little  ])aper,  with  a  picture  of  a  lady  and  a  pair  of  scales  on 
it.     It  was  si;xned  Godard.^ 

*  The  constable's  name.' 

'  lie  writes  very  badly  ;  I  had  to  pet  my  friend  here,  who  understands 
all  sorts  of  hiero;rly|»hics  and  other  lan«?uafrcs '  —  and  he  jiointed  to  Col- 
line —  *  to  tran-^late  it  ibr  me.' 

*  It  was  a  notice  to  quit ;  a  precautionary  measure,  according  to  the 
rule  in  sucli  cases.' 

*  Exactly.  Now  I  wanted  to  have  a  conference  with  vou  about  this 
very  notice,  ft>r  which  I  should  like  to  substitute  a  lease.  This  house 
suits  me.  The  stair-case  is  clean,  the  stn?et  gay,  and  some  of  my  friends 
live  near  ;  in  short,  a  thousand  reasons  attach  me  to  these  premises.' 

'  But,*  and  the  landlord  unfolded  his  receipt  again,  '  there  is  the  last 
quarter's  rent  to  j)ay.' 

*  We  shall  |)ay  it,  Sir.     Such  is  our  fixed  intention.' 

Novell licless,  the  landlord  kept  his  eyes  glued  to  the  money  on  the 
mintel-pieee  ;  and  such  was  the  fixed  pertinacity  of  his  look  that  the 
coins  si*emeil  to  move  toward  him  of  themselves. 

*  1  am  happy  to  have  come  at  a  time  when,  without  inconveniencing 
yourself,  you  can  settle  our  little  account,'  ho  said,  presenting  once 
more  his  receipt  to  ManvU,  who,  not  able  to  parry  the  assaplt,  avoided 
it  once  more. 

'  Yon  have  some  projxjrty  in  the  pmviuces,  I  think,'  he  said. 

*  Ver}'  little,  ver)'  little.  A  small  house  and  farm  in  Bnnrundy ;  very 
trifling  returns:  the  tenants  arc  bad  pays,  and  therefore.'  he  added, 
pushing  forward  his  receipt  again,  'this  small  sum  comes  just  in  time. 
Sixty  francs,  you  know.' 

*  Yes,'  said  Marcel,  going  to  the  mantel-piece  and  taking  up  three 
j)ieces  of  gold.  *  Sixty,  sixty  it  is,'  and  he  placed  the  money  on  the 
table  just  out  of  the  landlonl's  reach. 

'At  last,'  thought  the  latter.  His  countenance  lighted  up,  and  ho 
similarly  laid  down  liis  recci|)t  on  the  table. 

Si*haunard,  Colline,  and  Roilolphe  Wked  anxiously  on. 

*  Well,  Sir,'  quoth  Marcel,  *  since  you  are  a  Burgundian,  you  will 
not  be  sorry  to  see  a  countryman  of  yours.'  He  opened  a  bottle  of  old 
Macon  i  and  poured  out  a  bunqier. 


1854.]  The  Gypsies  of  Art.  487 

*  Really,  I  never  tasted  better,'  said  the  landlord. 

'An  uncle  of  mine  who  lives  there,  sends  me  a  basket  or  two  occa- 
sionally.' 

The  landlord  rose,  and  was  stretching  out  his  hand  toward  the  money, 
when  Marcel  stopped  him  again. 

*  You  will  not  refuse  another  glass  ?  ' 

The  landlord  did  not  refuse.  He  drank  the  second  glass,  and  was 
once  more  attempting  to  possess  himself  of  the  money,  when  Marcel 
called  out : 

'  Stop  !  I  have  an  idea.  I  am  rather  rich  just  now,  for  me.  My 
luicle  in  Burgundy  has  sent  me  an  appendix  to  my  usual  allowance. 
Now  I  may  spend  this  money  too  fast.  Youth  has  so  many  temptations, 
you  know.  Therefore,  if  it  is  all  the  same  to  you,  I  will  pay  a  quarter 
ill  advance.'  He  took  sixty  francs  in  silver  and  added  them  to  the  three 
Napoleons  which  were  on  the  table. 

'  Then  I  will  give  you  a  receipt  for  the  present  quarter,'  said  the 
huidlord.  *  I  have  some  blank  ones  in  my  pocket-book.  I  will  fill  it 
up  and  date  it  ahead — after  all,'  thought  he,  devouring  the  hundred 
and  twenty  francs  with  his  eyes,  *  this  tenant  is  not  so  bad.' 

Meanwhile,  the  other  three,  not  understanding  Marcers  diplomacy, 
remained  utterly  stupefied. 

*  But  this  chimney  smokes,  which  is  very  disagreeable.' 

*  Why  did  n't  you  tell  me  before  ?  I  will  send  the  workmen  to- 
morrow,' answered  the  landlord,  not  wishing  to  be  behind-hand  in  this 
c  )ntest  of  good  offices.  He  filled  up  the  second  receipt,  pushed  the  two 
over  to  Marcel,  and  stretched  out  his  hand  once  more  toward  the  heap 
of  money.  *  You  do  n't  know  how  timely  this  sum  comes,'  he  continued. 
'  I  have  to  pay  some  bills  for  repairs,  and  was  really  quite  short  of  cash.* 

'  Very  sorry  to  have  made  you  wait.' 

*  Oh  I  it 's  no  matter  now.  Permit  me '  —  and  out  went  his  hand 
again. 

'  Permit  me,^  said  Marcel ;  *  we  have  n't  done  with  this,  yet.  You 
know  the  saying  *  when  the  wine  is  opened,*  *  and  he  filled  the  land- 
lord's glass  a  third  time. 

'  One  must  drink  it,*  and  he  did. 

'  Exactly,'  said  the  artist,  with  a  wink  at  liis  friends,  who  now  under- 
stood what  he  was  after. 

The  landlord's  eyes  began  to  twinkle  strangely.  He  wriggled  on  his 
chair,  began  to  t^  loosely,  in  all  senses  of  the  word,  and  promised 
Marcel  fabulous  repairs  and  embellisliments. 

'  Bring  out  the  big  guns,'  said  the  artist  aside  to  the  poet. 

Rodolphe  passed  along  a  bottle  of  rum. 

After  the  first  glass,  the  landlord  sang  a  ditty,  which  absolutely  made 
Schaunard  blush. 

After  the  second,  he  lamented  his  conjugal  infelicity.  His  wife's 
name  being  Helen,  he  compared  himself  to  Menelaus. 

After  the  third,  he  had  an  attack  of  philosophy,  and  threw  up  such 
aphorisms  as  these : 

*  Life  is  a  river.* 

'  Happiness  depends  not  on  wealth.' 
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'Mull  is  a  transitory  creature.' 

'  Love  is  a  nice  thinj;.' 

Finally,  ho  made  Schaunard  liLs  confidant,  and  related  to  him  bow 
ho*  hud  *  ]jiit  into  mahogany '  *  a  damsel  named  Euphemia.  Of  this 
youn^r  ]>criou  he  drew  ^  detailed  a  portrait,  that  Schaunard  began  to 
Ijo  atii^aiied  by  a  foarlul  susjjicion,  which  saspicion  vos  reduced  to  a  cer- 
tainty when  the  landlord  showed  him  a  letter. 

'  Cruel  woman  ! '  cried  the  mu;^ician,  as  he  beheld  the  signature;  '  it 
is  hke  a  da;;gcr  in  my  heart.' 

'  1  have  furnished  a  little  cut  re-sol  for  her,'  said  the  landlord  ;  *  pretty, 
ver}'  pretty  ;  it  cost  me  lots  of  money.  But  such  love  is  beyond  price ; 
and  I  have  twenty  thousand  francs  a  year.  She  asks  me  for  money  in 
lier  letter.     Poor  little  dear,  she  shall  have  this  —  liuUo  !  where  is  it  ?  ' 

The  money  had  disappeared. 

*  II  i.s  im|)ossible  lor  a  moral  man  to  Lecome  an  accomplice  in  such 
wicked nes.s,'  said  Marcel.  *  My  conscience  forbids  me  to  pay  money  to 
this  old  profligate.'! 

By  this  time  the  landlord  was  completely  gone,  and  talked  at  random 
to  the  bottles.  He  had  been  there  nearly  two  hours,  and  his  wife, 
alarmed  at  his  prolonged  absence,  sent  the  maid  after  him.  On  seeing 
licr  muster  in  such  a  state,  she  set  up  a  shriek  and  asked  '  what  they 
had  been  doing  to  him  ?  ' 

'  Nothing,'  answered  Marcel ;  '  he  came  a  few  minutes  ago  to  ask&r 
the  rent.  As  wo  had  no  money,  (there  was  none  visible  now,)  we 
begired  for  time.' 

*  But  he  's  been  and  dnmkrd  himself,'  said  the  servant. 

'  Very  likely,'  replied  Rodoljdie  ;  '  the  most  of  that  was  done  before 
he  came  here.     He  told  us  that  he  ]ia<l  been  arranging  his  cellar.' 

*  (iood  heavens  I  what  will  Missus  sav  ?  '  exclaimed  the  maid,  lead- 
ing,  or  rather  dragging  oil'  lier  master,  wlio  had  a  very  imperfect  idea 
of  the  use  of  his  legs. 

'  So  nnieh  for  him  I '  ejaculated  Marcel. 

*Jle  has  smelt  money,'  said  Rodolphe  ;  'ho  will  come  again  to- 
morrow.' 

'  VVlien  he  does,  I  will  threaten  to  tell  his  wife  about  Phemy,  and  ho 
will  give  us  lime  enough.' 

The  four  friends  re-conniienced  drinking  and  smoking. 

rilAITKU  TWBLTB  —  A!CD  LAHT  BT  THE  THANSLATOB. 

Tin:  adventurous  reader  who  has  kept  up  with  the  sayings  and  doings 
of  cixilizcd  gypsy-dom,  may  })erhaps  have  su>i>tH«ted  occasional,  or  more 
than  (H-easional  gaps  and  erasures  in  our  narrative.  Such,  indeed,  is 
the  east* ;  and  now  that  we  are  anived  at  the  latter  half  of  the  book, 
it  is  really  imjiossible  for  us  to  go  any  farther.  Not  so  much  for  fear 
of  shocking  the  puritanieally  disjjosed  by  any  too  spicy  details  —  although 
there  are  a  good  many  ]«i stages  which  would  read  rather  oddly  in  £ng^ 
lish — hut  from  our  own  siMise  of  self-K'spect  and  of  respect  for  art, 
whieli  r(? volts  at  a  wanton  i)rofanation  of  sentiment.     For,  to  take  the 


*  Fumi:*hcd  an  aimrtinent  fur.  t  What  a  giwd  anH-rontvr  Mabckl  would  lure  made! 
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first  omitted  chapter  as  a  Bpecimcn,  a  young  man,  under  the  impulse 
of  sheer  animal  passion,  attaching  himself  to  the  first  eight-day  courtesan 
he  can  pick  up,  and  then  making  out  of  this  ephemeral  connection  a 
romantic  episode  in  his  life,  what  is  this  hut  an  utter  perversion  and 
profanation  of  sentiment,  no  matter  how  the  coarse  points  may  he  glossed 
over,  and  the  story  made  amusing  ?  Very  true  in  the  realist  sense,  no 
douht,  hut  a  hideous  falsification  of  all  ideal  and  principle.  Neverthe- 
less, we  cannot  pass  altogd'ther  hy  this  portion  of  the  work  ;  it  is  too 
characteristic.  We  will  say  a  word  or  two  of  it,  and  our  word  or  two 
may  perhaps  he  not  altogether  without  a  moral.  The  latter  half  of 
the  Scenes  de  la  Boheme,  is,  as  we  have  hinted,  chiefly  devoted  to 
Mesdemoisdles  Phemy,  Musette,  and  Minie,  the  respective  favorites  of 
Messrs.  Schaunard,  Marcel,  and  Rodolphe.  Phemy,  as  the  coarsest  of 
the  three,  is  naturally  associated  with  the  *  rough-and-ready '  musician. 
She  is  the  farcical  character  of  the  hook,  a  woman  who  is  confounded 
by  the  usages  of  decent  society  when  she  happens  upon  people  who  eat 
and  dress  in  a  civilized  way.  Schaunard  thrashes  her  habitually,  and 
when  they  finally  part  company,  gives  her,  as  a  farewell  present,  the 
l)ieccs  of  the  cane  he  has  broken  upon  her.  In  America,  thank  God  I 
such  a  story  would  be  unnatural.  In  England,  one  hears  of  such  things 
being  done  by  the  drunken  ruffians  who  figure  in  police-reports.  But 
Schaunard  is  an  artist,  and  is  left  on  the  high  road  to  distinction.  Nor, 
by  the  way,  is  this  the  only  case  in  the  wok  where  similar  proofs  of 
affection  are  hinted  at.  This,  again,  may  be  very  true  in  a  certain 
sense  —  a  legitimate  expression  of  the  realist  school,  but  none  the  less 
revolting. 

Musette  is  a  grade  higher,  the  perfect  type  of  tlio  Parisian  grisette, 
pretty  and  pleasing,  elegant  and  amiable,  withal  passing  from  hand  to 
hand  nearly  as  often  as  a  piece  of  money,  certainly  much  oftener  than 
a  respectable  horse.  Marcel's  first  acquaintance  with  her  is  made  when 
she  is  giving  a  party  in  the  court-yard  of  the  house  where  she  lodges,  her 
furniture  having  been  seized  for  rent  and  taken  down  stairs  by  the  sherifl's 
officers,  who  are  to  remove  it  next  morning.  After  she  has  quitted  the 
painter,  solely  on  account  of  his  poverty,  he,  finding  himself  one  day 
unexpectedly  in  funds,  invites  her  to  come  and  participate  in  the  revel 
consequent  on  his  good  fortune.  She  leaves  her  aristocratic  entertainer, 
(telling  him  quietly  that  he  loves  her  as  he  would  a  fine  horse  in  his 
stables,  and  she  him  because  she  loves  noise,  glitter,  and  luxury,)  and 
runs  off  to  her  sentiment.  On  the  way,  a  snow-storm  drives  her  to  take 
refuge  with  the  actress  Sidonia,  who  is  engaged  in  the  third  day  of  a 
game  of  lansquenet.  From  this  party,  she  goes  off  with  a  young  man 
whom  she  had  never  seen  before,  and  five  days  after  recollects  Marcel, 
who,  of  course,  by  this  time,  has  eaten,  drunk,  and  smoked  up  all  his 
temporary  wealth.  Nevertheless,  she  stays  a  day  with  him,  and  then 
goes  back  again  to  her  protector.  Ultimately  she  marries  — -  not  Mar- 
cel, you  may  be  sure.  This  again  is  real  enough,  but  what  a  dis- 
gusting waste  of  talent  to  beautify  and  render  interesting  such  a 
creature ! 

Lucile  alias  Minnie,  is  the  heroine  of  the  party,  as  Rodolphe —  ap- 
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parently  by  an  after-thoup^ht  of  the  author's  —  is  the  hero.*  She  is 
described  in  the  most  encliantin^  colors :  a  delicate,  aristocratic-looking 
beauty,  with  exquisite  hands.  This  ethereal  creature,  after  variouii 
infidelities,  settles  definitely  inider  the  protection  of  the  young  Viscount 
Paul.  But  the  sight  of  a  copy  of  verses  addressed  to  her  (in  the 
columns  of  a  magazine)  by  Rodolphe,  brings  back  her  thoughts  to  the 
poet.  The  Viscount  refusing  to  buy  the  magazine  for  her,  she  leaves 
him  and  earns  the  money  requisite,  herself,  as  a  model ;  in  doing  which, 
she  becomes  consumptive,  and  goes  back  to  Rodolphe  to  die  —  in  a 
hospital.  It  must  be  owned  that  the  last  scenes  of  her  life  are  depicted 
with  much  true  pathos.  An  ordinar}'  misconception  of  the  French 
romancer  —  perhaps  we  might  say  of  the  Frencli  tnaa  —  is  here  strik- 
ingly displayed.  A  sinful  woman  makes  sacrifices  out  of  vanity,  or 
pique,  or  revenge,  such  as  a  virtuous  woman  might  make  to  preserve 
her  virtue  :  the  sufiering  being  similar,  the  merit  is  therefore  assumed 
to  be  equal. 

The  book  has  had  a  great  success,  not  unattended  by  practical  conse- 
quences, something  like  those  of  Jack  Shephenl.  It  is  said  that  many 
young  men  were  seduced  by  it  into  leaving  respectable  positions  and  turn- 
ing into  vagabond  artist.s  or  writers,  not  for  true  love  of  literature  or 
art,  but  for  love  of  this  hap-hazard  life  in  which  every  meal  is  more  or 
less  of  an  adventure.  Yet  the  antlior  himself  allows  that  the  eutha- 
narfia  of  the  Bohemian  is  to  become  a  man  with  a  position  and  a  fixed 
income.     Here  is  the  last  glimpse  we  have  of  the  four  friends. 

A  year  alter  Minnie's  deatli,  Rodolphe  and  Marcel,  who  had  kept 
together,  were  celebrating  their  entrance  into  the  oliicial  world.  Marcel 
having  found  his  way  into  the  exhibition  at  last,  had  sold  one  of  his 
pictures  to  a  ricli  Englishman,  an  old  friend  of  Musette's.  With  the 
proceeds  of  this  sale,  and  of  an  order  from  government,  he  had  liquidated 
a  portion  of  his  debts,  and  furnished  a  comfortable  lodging.  Schaunard 
and  Rodolphe  had  got  beibre  the  paying  and  reputation-giving  public ; 
the  former,  with  an  album  of  melodies  wliicli  were  sung  at  all  the  con- 
certs ;  the  latter,  with  a  book  which  kept  the  critics  busy  for  a  month. 
As  to  Bar}>emuche,  he  had  given  up  Gypsy-dom  long  ago.  Colline  had 
inherited  some  property  and  made  a  good  match  ;  he  gave  parties  with 
music  and  cakes  I 

One  afternoon,  Rodolphe,  seated  in  his  oxni  arm-chair,  with  his  feet 
on  his  own  carpet,  proposed  to  Marcel,  who  had  come  to  talk  over  old 
times  witli  him,  that  they  should  iline  that  day  for  twelve  sous  at  their 
old  eating-house,  *  where  we  were  always  so  hungry  when  we  had  done 
dining.' 

*  No  indeed  I '  replied  Marcel.  *  I  like  to  regard  the  past,  but  it  is 
across  a  bottle  of  good  wine,  and  seated  in  a  good  arm-chair.  I  am 
spoiled,  I  confess  it.     I  only  like  wliat  is  good.* 

The  conclusion  sounds  like  a  satire  on,  and  condemnation  of,  all 
that  preceded  it.     The  Bohemian  ends,  like  the  German  student,  in 


*  TiiiR  Is  moTi*  ronsplriiou.'*  in  tlio  drjimali/oil  vi'r>i«m  whoro  Koi»i>LriiK  Is  n'jiro.-vntLMl  as  a  youDi; 
man  of  ir«HHl  fjmjilv  imd  iirn>p«HMs,  wiih  n  wojiltliy  «ini-!f,  (.very  iliffonMit  iW-m  the  stovc-niaker, 
Mi^NKTTi,)  all  wbU"h  he  jdvcs  up  to  jnlu  tin*  c}'i>sy-olnb. 
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becoming  something  very  like  the  Philistine  he  despised.  The  land- 
lord who  asks  for  his  own,  was  represented  as  a  brute  and  a  butt ;  the 
artist  who  squandered  in  a  drunken  orgie  the  money  that  might  have 
discharged  his  rent,  was  a  hero  ;  yet  the  artist  is  last  seen  paying  his 

way 

'  Como  qualquier  buen  Christiano/ 

perchance  even  marrying. 

Would  that  we  could  hope  as  much  of  all  anti-renters  and  repu- 
<liators !  Cakl  Becbox. 


SILENT        WORSHIP. 


riRST  BOOK  OF  KINGS:   CnArTBK  iriNETBKNTIi:    VERSES    EI.ETBMir,  TWKLFTIT,  AND  TinRTKR>'TB. 


Ox  TToreb's  brow  the  prophet  stood, 
To  hold  communion  with  his  God, 
When,  with  tremendous  rush,  the  wind  came  roaring, 
And  shivered  mountains  while  he  bent  adoring: 
Hurled  rifted  rocks  in  air, 
Crashed  through  the  woods, 
Upheaved  the  floods ; 
But  yet.  He  was  not  there  1 

The  earth-quake  shook  his  slipperj'  stand. 
And  scattered  ruin  o'er  the  land ; 
Tossed  the  rent  ground  like  foam  upon  the  billow, 
And  rocked  huge  acres  o'er  their  gnmite  pillow : 
Agliast,  the  startled  seer. 
As  low  he  knelt, 
Too  surely  felt 
Jehovah  was  not  there  1 

Tlien  burst  the  subterranean  tire. 
To  him  the  world's  funereal  pyre ; 
Through  countless  seams  its  lava-streams  descending. 
Till,  land  and  sea  in  primal  chaos  blending, 
Ho  wept  o'er  Natuee'b  bier ; 
Yet  wept  he  more, 
That,  'mid  the  roar, 
His  Saviour  was  not  there. 

Ho  ceased:  a  still,  small  voice,  at  last. 
Its  gentle  whisper  through  him  passed ; 
lie  knew  the  Power,  whoso  light,  itself  revealing, 
Breaks  in  a  flood  upon  the  world  of  feeling: 
Then,  veiled  in  secret  prayer, 
Serene  and  still, 
Prostrate  his  will, 
God  communed  with  him  there  I 
rhiludelphia^  M  mo.,  1854.  j.  t.  w. 
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MY        TWILIGHT        HOUR. 


BY    J.    nOMKYWELL. 


I  WAS  quietly  sitting  last  night  by  myself. 
Thinking  partly  of  poetn-,  partly  of  pelf; 
Of  wliiit  would  be  said  of  my  yesterday's  rhymes, 
And  how  I  should  weather  thcso  'very  hard  times: ' 

When,  by  easy  transition,  TiiordiiT  wandered  up-stream, 
?.'o  the  time  when  young  Life  was  a  beautiful  dream, 
And  amid  the  remembranees,  some  how  or  other, 
Came  the  spectacled  phiz  of  my  stately  grandmother. 

Ah  1  well  I  remember  those  silver-rimmed  specs. 
And  the  sharp  eyes  beliind  them,  my  plans  to  i)erplox ; 
And  the  quaintly-crimped  cap,  bordered  neatly  with  lace, 
That  so  daintily  edged  her  benevolent  face. 

Fine  gold  were  the  beads  that  her  neck  gaily  bore, 
Though  long  out  of  fiushion,  \"ot  trciisureil  tho  more; 
For  they  were  dumb  speakers,  and  whisjwred  of  him 
Who.-str  fond  recollection-?  her  eye  could  bedim. 

Tier  hair  had  been  black,  but  Timk  has  a  wav 

• 

Of  touching  such  locks  with  his  pcncillings  gray, 
Although  neither  he  nor  his  yoke-fellow,  Care, 
Could  conquer  her  will  nor  its  action  hnpair. 

Well  skilled  in  the  tirt  our  wild  natures  to  school, 
Now  mild  in  her  swav.  and  now  stern  in  her  rule: 
Olil  well  did  we  boys,  in  those  juvenile  days, 
Know  her  promi)tness  to  punish,  her  proncness  to  praise. 

Ihit  the  Spoiler  overtook  hor  at  length  in  tho  race. 
And  the  j>ower  of  his  grasp  left  a  visible  trace: 
Her  strength  from  long  bulfeting  fmally  failed, 
And  her  spirit  before  the  new  enemy  quailed. 

Ahl  well:  she  has  gone  where  her  troubles  arc  o'er ; 
Where  Sorrow's  dark  wing  casts  a  shadow  no  more; 
And  there  she  has  met  with  my  fountain  of  joy, 
My  own  lovely  angel,  my  darling,  my  boy! 

And  arc  they  together,  my  young  love  and  old? 
J^o  her  arms  my  lost  trciLsuro  in  rai)turo  enfold  ? 
Oh !  eves  of  niv  dear  one  !  look  down  from  the  skv, 
And  tell  me  those  anns  are  around  you  on  high. 

Ye  stars — homes  of  all  that  wo  mourn  hero  as  lost  — 
Send  a  ray  to  my  heart,  that  with  anguish  is  tossed; 
And  tell  mo  that  I  sluUl  yet  meet,  where  you  roll, 
The  dove-eyed  young  cherub  now  torn  from  my  soul. 
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Like  tho  tide,  in  its  surgings,  throb  wildly,  0  brain  I 
Boat,  beat,  0  my  heart  I  till  you  burst  from  your  chain ; 
While,  mentally  stretched  on  this  torturing  rack, 
I  madly,  imploringly,  call  for  him  back  I 


THE      STORY      OF      MALDONj^'^A: 

Oy    BER    LI0NE83     AND    HER    WUELPF. 
RELATED      AT      M.      PIPELET's      AFTER      THE      BEST      AUTHORS. 


BY   IIBNRT  P.   LELAND. 


You  must  know  that  in  the  native  land  of  monkeys  and  of  parrots, 
called  Brazil,  (from  whence  comes  brazier,  seeing  it  *8  so  hot  there,)  the 
Spaniards  were  once  besieged  by  the  natives  —  very  naturally. 

When  there  was  nothing  more  to  eat  in  the  city,  the  Governor  had 
tho  happy  fore-thought  to  station  sentinels  at  all  the  gates  to  prevent 
the  evil-disposed  from  carrying  away  victuals,  or  going  out  to  get  any, 
which  greatly  rejoiced  the  undertakers. 

Now  Maldonata,  a  brisk  young  woman,  about  twenty-five,  who  had 
a  huge  appetite  and  a  digestion  in  proportion,  seized  her  snufTbox,  and 
said : 

'  We  '11  go  and  see ! ' 

Then  she  presented  herself  at  the  gate  : 

*  Good  morning,  sentinel.' 

*  No  one  basses  here.*     (He  had  a  slight  accent.) 

*  Thank  you.  Do  you  take  snuff?  Vlan  I '  (and  she  flung  tho  snuff 
uito  his  face.) 

*Atsom — atsom  —  atsom  —  tsiiii  I ' 

*  It  *8  good  !  it 's  good !     God  bless  you  I ' 

Maldonata  was  far  away  before  the  trooper  had  finished  sneezing  and 
rubbing  his  eyes. 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  when  she  was  hardly  three  leagues  from  the 
city,  she  saw  a  cavern  in  the  middle  of  a  plain  ;  what  you  might  call  an 
oasis  in  the  desert.  But  perhaps  you  don't  know  what  an  oasis  is? 
Well,  just  imagine  that  you  Ve  been  trotting  round  for  three  or  four 
days  without  any  thing  to  eat  or  drink,  when  suddenly  you  stumble  over 
a  little  country  tavern,  with  water  a  discrHion,  rabbits  in  the  court- 
yard,  and  hay  to  lie  down  on.      Voild,  that 's  an  oasis. 

*  Well,  well,'  said  Maldonata,  *  I  've  always  adored  caverns,  I  have. 
Perhaps  I  should  like  a  beef-steak  better  just  now  —  but  bah  !  can 't  I 
keep  shady  here  ?     Dam  !  one  can 't  get  every  thing !     Let  us  crawl  in.' 

She  entered,  and  drew  out  her  handkerchief  to  wipe  her  forehead. 
It  was  so  hot ! 

*  Hallo !  who 's  there  ? '  she  suddenly  cried  out. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  cavern,  Maldonata  saw  a  couple  of  torch-lights 
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blazing  away,  red  as  the  eyes  of  a  merry  capucliiii ;  at  the  same  time, 
she  was  halt'  drowned  with  a  cloud  of  steam,  just  as  if  she  lifted  the 
top  from  a  tea-kettle  of  boiling  water.     It  was  a  lioness  breathing. 

Maldonata  stopped  as  short  as  if  she  had  been  grabbed  in  four  places 
at  once.  Had  the  devil  tickled  her  all  over,  she  would  n't  have  laughed. 
Fact! 

*  Mon  Dieu,  do  n't  be  afraid.'  Thus  spoke  a  great,  hoarse,  croaking 
voice.  '  My  dear  charitable  lady,  take  pity  on  a  poor  mother  of  a  family 
who  has  uo  children,  but  who 's  striving,  like  one  of  tlie  possessed,  to 
get  some.' 

Saying  which,  the  lioness  writhed  on  the  ground,  rolling,  and  heaving 
sighs  that  would  have  blown  down  the  towers  of  Notre  Dame — only 
by  good  fortune  they  were  n't  built  at  that  time. 

A  thousand  others,  in  the  fair  {Spaniard's  place,  would  have  swooned 
with  fear ;  but  she,  never  winking,  boldly  said  : 

'  When  it  comes  to  a  point  like  this,  it 's  our  duty  to  help  neighbors 
in  distress  I     AYliat  name  shall  we  give  the  baby  ? ' 

Behold  three  little  loves  of  lions,  who  threw  themselves  on  all  fi)urs 
to  bless  Heaven  for  their  happy  deliverance.     In  a  moment,  their 

*  mamuia '  rose  up,  her  forehead  bathed  in  perspiration,  (it  was  so  warm,) 
and  sliakiug  her  hair  from  head  to  foot : 

'  Brrrr,  is  that  all  ? '  said  she.  '  Perhaps  madam  has  n't  dined  yet ; 
let 's  sec  if  there  is  any  thing  in  the  kitchen.' 

They  searched  all  over  the  bottom  of  the  cave  ;  absolutely  there  was 
nothing  there  except  two  tibias  of  a  horse,  and  a  dromedary's  hoo£ 

*  There  ain't  enough  in  this  restaurant  for  me,'  says  the  lioness. 

*  Wait  a  minute.     Young  ones,  come  kiss  manuna  I ' 

The  young  ones  grc  vied  ;  their  ma  started  off  with  a  straight  tail ; 
Maldonata  sat  down,  c.cclaiming  : 

*  "Well,  it  is  funny  I     Spite  of  all,  I  'm  deuced  hungry.' 

An  hour  passed  away  —  but  hunger  did  n't.  All  at  once,  the  lioness 
s])rung  into  the  middle  of  the  society,  holding  in  her  jaws  a  roasted  kid, 
piping  hot ;  and  under  each  arm  a  basket  of  provisions,  which  she  gene- 
rously spread  out  on  the  floor.     Simplicity  of  the  golden  age ! 

They  had,  upon  my  word  of  honor,  a  four-pound  loaf  of  bread, 
radishes,  fresh  butter,  and  —  tooth-picks! 

AYhen  they  had  swallowed  every  thing,  excluding  tooth-picks,  but 
including  the  kid,  the  lioness  said  : 

'  Let 's  see,  while  we  take  cofiee  —  suppose  we  talk  over  our  afiairs. 
As  you  can  perceive,  my  good  woman,  we  ain't  '  badly  off;  *  and  if  the 
table  suits  you,  suppose  you  put  up  here  ?  Possibly  you  *ve  got  into  that 
confounded  bad  habit  of  sleeping  in  a  bed,  but  bah !  you  need  n*t  be 
any  tenderer  than  the  Spanish  soldiers,  who,  to  keep  the  grounds  of 
othere  sleep  on  the  earthy  eat  black  bread,  and  let  themselves  be  shot 
into  the  bargain.' 

Maldonata  found  this  argument  conclusive.  As  she  had  no  other 
house,  she  gave  the  preference  to  one  she  was  in  to  the  rest. 

Affairs  went  along  smoothly  for  some  time.  Every  morning  after  her 
toilette,  the  lioness  led  out  her  little  ones  —  that  grew  enormously —  and 
the  four  did  not  return  until  the  vesper-hour,  loaded  with  food,  but  no 
liquor  —  that  wasn't  their /or?  t\ 
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Durinp^  their  absence,  the  fair  Spaniard  composed  romances,  or  tamed 
lizards ;  but  alas !  one  fine  morning,  a  corporal's  guard  surprised  her, 
and  led  her  before  the  tribunal  of  the  intelligent  governor. 

*  Morbleu,'  said  he,  '  madam,  you  have  violated  my  sentinel ;  you  *ve 
thrown  snuff  into  the  teeth  of  my  authority  ;  this  can  *t  pass  thus. 
Prepare  yourself.  You  have  treated  me  like  a  beast,  and  now  I  'm 
going  to  treat  the  beasts  with  you.* 

No  sooner  said  than  done  ;  they  undressed  my  young  daughter  ;  they 
led  her  out  again  to  the  plain ;  they  tied  her  to  a  stout  post,  planted 
there  expressly  for  people  abandoned  to  the  lions  and  flies,  (mouches !) 

May-be  you  think  her  history  ends  here  ?  No,  you  do  n't :  there  arc 
seventeen  columns  more  of  it  in  the  Spanish  Moniteur ;  but  as  it  is  a 
paper  which  has  to  talk  a  great  deal  to  tell  a  very  little,  I  '11  arrange 
it  lor  you,  short  order. 

Three  days  afterward,  a  patrol  of  city  police  were  walking  in  the 
countr}'. 

'  Tron  do  I'air,'  said  the  corporal,  *what  do  I  see?  A  division  of 
tigers  tr}ing  to  kick  up  a  row,  bagasse !  with  a  battalion  of  hons  —  if 
they  ain't  lionesses.  Eh !  Mos.su,  the  Governor,  has  ordered  me  to  keep 
order,  tron  dc  I'air !  let  us  suq)rise  the  enemy  I     En  avant,  fistons  I ' 

'  Hurrah  I '  they  screamed  in  Spanish,  and  immediately  threw  them- 
selves —  flat  on  their  bellies,  which  manoeuvre  so  surprised  the  enemy 
that  tigeis  fled  with  lions  at  their  heels  ;  but  the  lioness  remained 
crouched  at  the  foot  of  the  post. 

At  length,  half  with  half  against  their  own  wills,  the  soldiers  slowly 
advanced,  little  by  little,  step  by  step,  like  a  cat  eyeing  a  canary-bird 
in  its  ca^e.     Maldonata,  who  saw  them  coming,  said  to  her  lioness  : 

'  Go  I  I  must  converse  hold  with  all  these  gent'vnicn!  * 

And  the  lioness  obeyed,  like  a  poodle. 

'  Tron  de  I'air,  my  princess,  this  animal 's  received  a  splendid  educa- 
tion,' said  the  corporal ;  *  but  sandis  !  here  you  are  again  in  contraven- 
tion to  the  authority ;  eh  !  Mossu,  the  Governor,  had  you  planted  here 
to  wilt,  aiid  not  grow  green  again.  Come  along,  my  girl,  there  's  some- 
tliing  suspicious  under  all  this  —  eh  I ' 

*  Ah  I  ha ! '  said  the  Governor,  hearing  the  tale  of  Maldonata, '  you  've 
got  lio7is  who  do  n't  want  to  live  on  you,  have  you  ?  Well,  this  thing 
must  end  some  where  !  sangbleu !  tubleu !  ventrebleu !  Ah,  bah  I  I 
pardon  you.     Go,  change  your  clothes,  and,  above  all,  your  habits.' 

"What  a  kind  governor  I  A  cord  round  her  neck,  back  naked,  ditto 
all  over,  clothes  with  a  vengeance ! 

On  her  dismissal  from  court,  a  fat  banker  of  the  place,  who  under 
her  light  dress  found  the  guilty  one  to  his  taste,  laid  his  coffers  and  his 
hand  at  her  feet.  Times  were  bad.  Maldonata  picked  them  both  up. 
They  had  a  good  many  infants,  but  never  one  quarrel. 

MO  HAL      REFLBCTION. 

Tins,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  makes  you  see,  firstly,  how  useless  it  is 
to  say  that  any  one  is  ever  eaten  up  by  hunger,  since  it  is  forbidden  by 
authority  —  Spanish  ;  lastly,  that  a  good  way  to  prevent  being  devoured 
by  beasts,  is  to  have  half  a  dozen  among  your  acquaintances. 
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HE  REASON  WHY. 


IN'SCCIBKD  TO  T.  R.   C. 


You  wonder  why  my  playful  muse 

Has  been  so  coy  of  late ; 
As  if  impulsive  Tegasus 

Might  never  stop  to  *  bait.* 
Beside,  while  rhymes  are  bloesoming 

One's  ho{)es  may  run  to  seed, 
And  so  I  paused  in  my  career, 

And  dropped  the  lines — to  feed  I 

II. 

Two  sides  there  are  to  human  life  ; 

Tlio  dreamy  one  I  've  tried. 
And  now  I  tread,  with  sturdier  step. 

The  bread-and-buttor  side; 
Along  the  ivaths  of  Merchandise 

My  cautious  way  1  foci, 
And  turn  my  thoughts  to  selling  iron. 

And  sonictiines  even  —  steel ! 

IIL 

Repress  y\>ii,  rising  smile,  0  friend. 

Nor  siwil  uiy  bit  of  fun ; 
A  metal  pen  may  bo  allowed 

A  sympathetic  pun. 
And  since  I  Ve  put  with  madam  Tradi: 

>fy  faculties  to  nurse, 
Tliought  bourgeons,  and  o'emins  the  Iwunu.-* 

And  paths  of  so))er  verse. 

IV. 

Yet  *  quips  and  cranks,'  that  once  were  rife. 

Grow  scarcer  on  my  lips; 
The  liglit  that  hovered  o'er  my  pen 

J  las  sufTcR'd  an  eclipse. 
I  wear  an  iniobtru.«ivc  hat, 

A  Linkinwater  coat, 
And  memories  of  an  earlier  age 

Aroimd  my  waistcoat  float. 

v. 

Folks  speak  of  me  as  a  sc<late 

And  proper  kind  of  nuin; 
Thoy  overlook  my  youthful  freaks. 

Or  do  so  —  all  they  can ; 
Indeed,  I  more  than  half  susix^ct 

It  was  some  other  boy. 
And  not  my  very  sel^  with  whom 

TliG  mu.ses  used  to  toy. 
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VI. 

For  if  one 's  known  to  jingle  rhymes^ 

Men  vote  him  but  a  flat, 
And  pass  him  with  a  sidelong  bow, 

And  cold  enough  at  that ; 
But  the  melody  of  jingling  dimes 

Is  quite  another  sound; 
That  lifts  the  beavers  fi'om  their  heads 

In  deference  profound. 

VIL 

Gain  is  the  Ogre  of  the  ago, 

That  changes  men  to  churls, 
That  swallows  up  aspiring  minds. 

As  oysters  swallow  pearls: 
They  leave  the  bar,  the  bench,  the  desk. 

The  academic  shade, 
And,  hamosscd  in  alluring  bands, 

Become  the  slaves  of  trade. 

VIU. 

Behold,  with  solemn  *  charges '  filled. 

Those  folios  o'er  my  head ; 
Charges  against  all  kinds  of  men. 

And  some  against  the  dead  I 
Theso  are  the  records  of  my  life, 

For  Nveary  days  and  years ; 
A  sort  of  sea,  that  long  has  swayed 

My  shifting  hopes  and  fears. 

IX. 

Yet  is  my  nature  not  subdued 

To  that  in  which  it  works: 
Mine  is  a  sort  of  holy  war. 

Like  Nicholas  with  the  Turks  1 
Like  him  I  quit  a  peaceful  realm. 

And  seize  the  battle  brand, 
That  I  may  add  to  my  domain 

My  neighbor's  rood  of  land. 


Rhymes  are  not  rhino  here ;  but  tradf£ 

Adds  to  one's  private  weaL^ 
And  bids  e'en  beef  and  puddings  smoke 

Upon  my  bit  of  dealj 
So,  when  your  kindly  questions  come, 

As  come  they  do  by  dozens, 
I  answer  m  this  way  to  all 

Inquiring  friends  and  Cozzens. 

XI. 

A  *  nam  de  plume 's  a  clever  veil 

For  writers  weak  and  shy, 
Wherein  the  private  eye  can  meet 

Nor  fear  the  public  I. 
I  lift  the  mask  for  you  to  peep, 

But  charge  you  not  to  tell 
THiat  Pagan  or  what  Christian  phiz 

Is  worn  by  Honeywell. 


I  Lctlem  from  PojJar  Hill. 


FKOM      POPLAR      niLL. 


f>j|;^<ir  Bill.  Amgmitt,  !■  — 

Dear  Eini.v :  1  am  at  homo  aloDe :  mother,  her  fiiendB,  and  tbe  i 
children,  having  gone  to  Warren  to  moke  a  few  purchases.  Wheu  yoa 
and  Harold  were  here  last  night,  1  expected  to  accompany  them,  but  'was 
disappointed.  I  longed  to  take  you  iiito  my  owu  room,  and  t«ll  yon  all 
thai  had  occmred  during  the  last  week,  but  could  not  on  account  of  the  i 
YJsitora.  Uy  ouly  resonico  is  a.  pea  and  papei ;  and  now  that  I  am 
weaiied  inth  reading,  and  have  partaken  of  an  eaily  dinuer,  I  am  de- 
lighted to  seat  m)'self  iii  the  shadon-s  of  the  east  poich.  and  bring  yoa 
near  me  tu  thought,  at  least. 

I  am  anxious  to  know  what  you  think  of  our  naitora.  Aunt  Elixa, 
as  I  have  fajniliaily  called  mother's  m^deu  sieter,  is  insufierably  a: 
ble  to  me.  When  I  enter  her  prefenee,  she  is  pleased  and  afikblc,  takes 
an  astonishing  interest  in  my  opinions.  1  sometimes  think  she  destne  I 
to  be  rejuvenated,  not  only  in  rasttuno — fat  her  French  milluier  has  J 
admiiably  accomplislicd  that —  but  iti  her  tboughts  and  manners, 
was  a  prolbuiid  mystery  to  me  at  first,  but  circumstances  have  reriealed  I 
a  depth  of  astutejiess  in  her  character,  that  I  Uttle  suspected.  I  meet  I 
her  in  obscure  parts  of  the  hotue.  in  lonf-cl(«ed  loomB,  but  tievcr  (ail  J 
to  receive  tbe  same  unembairassed  smile  and  repartee.  She  »ys  Uttlo  j 
to  my  father,  bat  has  loug  courcrsmi^'ii  «i:i,  ,,,.,ii,....  i„.i,;...i  ,-)oinJ  ' 
doors.     She  is  di^mfied  sod  austtv.  <{nitn   ' 

difieteut ;  goes  all  over  the  bam  \i 
willows,  crowns  the  child  «-ilh  s^: 

us,  exulting  in  the  fright  '■        '  jl^ 

Yaireil,  is  more  prepos^  - 
suavity  of  manner  faseiii 
rerr  well,  akbe-^<Wi  ha. 
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heart  swelled  in  my  breast ;  I  turned  away  slowly,  and  retraced  my 
steps.  How  wearily  my  feet  moved  up  the  stairs  ;  I  clung  to  ihe  han^ 
nister,  aad  reached  my  room  feeling  tired  and  in  the  way.  I  reviewed 
every  occurrence  of  the  morning,  strove  to  recall  any  hasty  act  of  which 
I  had  been  guilty,  but  could  find  none.  My  irritated  feelings  were  not 
calmed  in  the  solitude  of  my  own  room,  and  readily  fired  at  we  sU^test 
remark. 

After  you  rode  oflT  in  the  evening,  Helen  remarked  that  your  brother 
Harold  was  a  splendid  looking  man,  and  of  very  agreeable  manners. 

*  Granted,'  said  mother, '  but,  Helen,  you  would  never  think  of  a  man 
in  his  position.     He  is  only  a  minister's  son.' 

'  He  seems  very  pleasant.  Is  his  father  worth  any  thing  ? '  asked 
aunt  Eliza. 

*  His  father  is  pastor  of  the  church  in  Beverley,'  replied  my  mother, 
*  and  supports  two  daughters  on  a  small  salary.  I  do  not  know  that  this 
young  man  has  an  occupation ;  his  father  brought  him  up  in  idle  habits. 
The  family  are  respectable  I ' 

'Respectable  / '  I  exclaimed,  indignantly, '  any  lady  in  the  land  might 
be  proud  of  his  attentions ! ' 

'  It  is  very  evident,  Bertha,'  said  mother,  '  that  you  know  nothing  of 
the  world.     You  have  a  naivete  of  enression  quite  fresh.' 

She  laughed  as  she  concluded,  which  stung  me  to  the  quick. 

Later  in  the  evening,  Helen  was  speaking  of  an  ornamental  pastiy 
she  had  recently  learned  to  make,  and  mother  asked  if  Helen  would 
teach  her  the  process.  She  then  complained  of  her  failing  health*  say- 
ing she  was  fond  of  household  occupations,  but  feared  she  must  soon 
give  ihcrn  up  altogether. 

'  Why  do  u  1  you  let  Bertha  do  such  things  for  you  ? '  suggested  aunt 
Eliza. 

My  i)atioiicc  was  almost  exliausted,  and  when  mother  said,  *  Bertha 
never  lia.s  time,  she  camiot  even  dust  the  parlors,*  I  could  control  myself 
no  lon«;er,  and  exclaimed  : 

*  You  Ajiou:  iliat  is  false,  mother.  I  have  several  times  assisted  you ; 
and  when  I  liave  attempted  to  make  cake,  you  have  watched  me  as 
you  would  a  child.  It  was  only  day  before  yesterday  that  you  told  the 
cook  to  take  the  hiscuits  from  my  liands  or  I  would  spoil  them.  And  as 
lor  tlic  jiarlor,  I  dusted  it  regularly  until  you  ordered  Susan  to  do  over 
what  I  had  done.' 

I  was  fVijrhtcned  wlien  I  cea.sed.  The  pause  seemed  so  long  and 
deep.  I  could  Jiear  the  beatings  of  my  own  heart,  and  feared  the  rest 
heard  tlit  in,  too.  So  I  went  up  stairs,  cried  until  I  was  calm,  and  with 
hearty  reiclution.s  to  redeem  my  character  on  the  next  day,  I  went  to 
bed,  .sad  and  humbled. 

Thi.s  murniiifr,  at  breakfast,  nothing  was  said  about  the  ride  to  War- 
ren. Tlie  carriage  was  at  the  door,  and  the  ladies  dressed  when  I  came 
from  tlie  garden  where  I  go  every  morning  for  flowers. 

'  AVhat  jiortion  of  creation  have  you  favored  with  your  presence  this 
moniintr  !  '  Helen  asked,  as  I  came  up  the  avenue  ;  and  mother  com- 
ing out,  .<aid  I  was  very  dilator}',  and  they  could  not  wait  for  me  to  dress. 

8o  the}  went  oil*  without  me  ;  and  as  father  went  early  to  Sparrow- 


aOO  Zrt/CK  from  Poj)lar  mil.  [May, 

bush  to  Bpcnd  the  day  with  old  Slopheii,  I  have  been  alone  all  cUy. 
The  solitude  is  very  pleasant,  after  so  mnny  exciting  scenes.  It  is  a 
luxury  to  sit  hero  and  think.  I  have  just  been  looking  at  the  serene 
Catskills,  anil  the  clear  undulations  have,  hy  their  similitude,  brought 
vividly  before  me  the  cemetery  at  Beechr.utu,  and  a  dear  gmve  on.  the 
brow  of  the  hill.  Oh  !  pure  aud  quiet  sky,  bending  so  lovingly  over  it, 
weeping  calm  tears  from  out  thy  holy  eyoa  at  nightfall,  how  I  eirvy 
thee  I  There  arc  who  feel  consoled  with  the  thought  that  the  de- 
parted are  hovering  near  them,  but  to  me  the  idea  is  repellent.  It 
would  Horely  grieve  me  to  know  that  my  aunt  Mary  witnesses  all  my 
weakness,  all  my  error,  all  my  sin, 

I  hear  a  hors:  comiiig  up  the  roail ;  it  has  turned  into  the  avenue  ; 
I  must  know  wlio  it  is. 

NiGiiT.  —  'When  1  stopped  writing  this  afternoon,  I  went  round  the 
hou-ie,  and  had  scarcely  turned  the  anfrlc  before  I  met  Harold.  He  had 
a  book  for  father,  and  merely  stopped  to  leave  it,  hut  finding  me  almte, 
concluded  to  slay  awhile.  Uc  fufieiicd  his  horse,  and  we  sat  down  on 
the  steps,  lie  was  iutercBtcd  to  know  of  my  panuits  ;  and  in  answer- 
ing hid  kind  questions.  1  lost  my  limidity  and  eonvcrecd  naturally. 
Then  we  waiidetcd  to  the  garden,  nud,  when  wearied,  to  the  grape- 
arbor,  where  Hnrold  took  a  copy  nl'  Virgil  from  liis  pocket,  and  adied 
If  he  should  rend  to  me.  I  waR  di'lightivl.  Its  perusal  had  long  been 
my  nmbitioit.  I  had  read  CEnsur.  1nit  had  not  confidence  to  attempt 
this  e\qui:-it(!  poem.  Ilarold  transhitc^  )<i'nutifully.  The  deep,  mellow 
tones,  and  smooth,  flowing  lines.  s1nlc  like  Bwect  music  to  my  Bonl. 
Every  sense  was  wTapt  in  the  thrilling  tale.  I  was  on  that  beautifiil 
southern  sea  ;  I  heard  Juno  plead  with  the  mighty  .Solus  ;  I  entered 
that  tranquil  bay  where  the  waters  '  lay  safe  and  silent.'  I  had  no 
tikought  for  the  Hying  momcntB  ;  I  became  loo  much  absorbed  to  follow 
the  translator,  and  sitting  down  at  his  feet,  looked  up  into  his  face  and 
drank  in  the  glowing  words.  In  a  subdued  voice  Harold  was  reading 
how  yEncos,  by  dint  of  ptratagems,  sonjrht  to  inspiro  tho  Carthagenian 
queen  with  tho  flame  of  love  ;  and  when  he  pronounced  the  words 

'  Orciitlum  inspires  igncni,  fa11ii»qiiG  venen*,' 
1  asked  in  a  clear,  although  suppressed  voice : 

'  In  love  a  poison  ' ' 

The  leaves  beside  me  nisllcd  as  I  spoke,  and  looked  around  to  meet 
tjie  eyes  of  mother  and  Helen. 

'A  very  iinfortunato  intrusion  t '  exclaimed  the  former,  as  I  started 
to  my  lect ;  '  shall  we  retire  ? ' 

Harold  was  not  in  the  least  embarrassed  ;  he  addressed  them  cetdi- 
ally,  ami  said  he  was  so  iutcrcstcd  in  tho  book  he  had  not  heard  tfaeo 
approach.  Helen  asked  the  name  of  the  vohim«,  called  it  her  fevnile, 
vaying  she  had  read  tho  twelve  books,  and  linw  many  hml  -Mr.  Mon- 
toath  read  1  Harold  had  read  but  eight ;  po  Hek>n  tosxnl  her  heail 
triumphantly,  and  we  went  back  to  the  hon^-.  It  witu  mvqh  a'oleck. 
Harold  declined  on  invitatitat  to      ip     and  lorie  ■  hunhdia 

father  found  opportooi^  b      »  '  " 

would  henceforth  moein  yonr  n 
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must  have  told  him  what  she  oTerheord.  "Was  it  wrong  to  sit  at  Har- 
old's feet  and  listeti  so  attentively  to  his  reading  ?  I  cannot  believe  it. 
The  altitude  exprcsEed  earnestness  only.  But  those  worda  of  the  poet 
stili  haunt  me,  and  I  mentally  ask.  ■  la  love  a  poison  ?  ' 

Good-aight,  Emily  dear.         Your  own  Buuia  EtLicm. 


Mr  heart  is  budding  with  tbo  epring, 

With  forests  and  witli  Soweis; 
And  o'er  the  waatos  wliero  snows  have  lain, 

IIopo  phinta  her  summcr-bowerB: 
The  buds  that  withered  when  the  hand 

or  Autucnn's  gleaner  came, 
Are  cast  aside,  and  pruned  the  busli 

That  it  may  bloom  ognin. 


The  skies  grow  bright,  and  o'er  my  path 

The  golden  suD-bcama  fall; 
The  dcusies  spring  beneath  my  feet. 

And  wild-birds  Co  tnc  call: 
I  will  Ibrget  tho  winler-time, 

That  passed  so  weaiy  bj ; 
Nor  will  I  think  these  roey  buda 

Ilavc  only  bloomed  to  die. 


My  heart  hai  scea  its  Uay  before, 

Hatb  known  tho  suD-beam's  kiss, 
And  hod  its  garden  wake  to  bloom, 

But  not  BO  &ir  as  tliis: 
For  now  a  gentle  hand  hath  taught 

Tia  IDHH  irbere  to  ehmb, 
Until  coat  usiiJB  liie  lankiome  weeds, 

Aiid  girded  np  tbe  Tine. 


But  »il  was  dmu'.  and  oVr  tbe  wnstu 

A  Bnowj  ahroud  was  Bnag^ 
Whilo  uaugbt  but  mmiw  roood  it  k^nipt. 

And  ber  wild  dirges  nang. 
Ko  par|rie  wine  or  golden  ahcaT 

Wu  gainpTed  to  aiy  siora : 
Uy  bcMt  hftd  been  a  gardra  wild ; 


Bat  when  the  Autumn  cuaice  igtiu 

Shall  naught  to  mp  bo  giTcn? 
I^hatl  I  Dot  know  lint  I  baTp  placed 

A  root-print  tiearcr  bearen? 
Shall  I  look  o'er  my  garden  ibea 

And  find  its  &ir  Rovers  dead? 
And  Lon?  and  Failli  with  lll«leBB  stalks 

Od  a  fbrsotli>ii  bed  T 


S)al1 1  b«hotd  tbo  rlnc  that  IIopB 

Ilnd  taught  to  n>nch  tho  sky, 
With  wiibemJ  Iravra,  arnl  tendrils  ton. 

Cntahed  on  t)i«  imnh  i»  die  ? 
ShaU  I  behold  tho  lovely  evna 

Thai  Pbacb  had  iilaittK)  them, 
Cbokcd  «p  with  wenls;,  whil-;  winds  liAtO  a 

Tta  petals  on  the  alrT 


I  LIVE  in  one  of  the  upper  wajda  of  the  city  —  not  very  far  up,  either, 
Bay  above  the  second  1)elt  of  ihc  island.  Twenty-third  Etreot.  My 
drawiag-room  windows  look  into  a  tract  of  vacant  lots  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street. 

It  hoa  aSorded  mo  not  a  few  loflections  on  the  mutahility  of  human 
aSairB,  to  watch  the  chances  and  changes  this  spot  has  undorgoiie.  Two 
years  a^o.  it  was  a  beautiful  greon  meadow,  carefully  protected  by  a  snh- 
etantial  fence,  and  now,  by  the  mere  progress  of  events,  and  without  any 
particular  design  of  any  person,  and  apparently  without  human  agency, 
it  has  become  an  uncommonly  common  common ;  in  short,  a  '  howling 
wilderness.'  One  morning.  I  missed  a  plank  from  the  fence  ;  a  few 
days  later,  the  night  having  been  severtly  cold,  another  plank  disap- 
peared. Doubtless  some  forlorn  tea-kettle  boiled  stealthily  that  night 
by  virtnc  of  the  larceny  ;  or  may-hap  some  poor  devil  slept  ou  the  soft 
side  of  the  fugitive  plonk,  and  eo  had  'bed  and  hoard'  tc^elher.  At 
all  events,  one  by  one  the  parlB  of  the  fence  dropped  away,  mitil  the 
inclosure  was  as  bare  of  fenc«  as  a  prairie  or  a  desert.  Then  the  houso- 
maids  in  the  ueighborhood  discovered  it  was  on  admirable  place  to 
deposit  their  coal-asbes ;  this  was  soon  Ibllowed  by  dirt-eartmeii.  occa- 
sionally dii^ng  and  taking  away  a  few  loads  of  earth.  The  housc- 
raai'is  made  a  series  of  little  mounds  of  ashes,  and  the  catlmeu  digged 
little  pita  all  over  the  ground,  giving  it  quite  a  variegated  appearance. 
Soon  after,  it  was  found  to  be  a  useful  place  for  some  builders  in  the 
uei$;lil>OThood  wherein  to  haul  their  rubbish  from  the  street,  and  thus 
by  impercc^itiblo  degrees  it  has  become  the  common  dumping-ground  of 
the  upper  wards  of  the  city.  Indeed,  there  now  seems  to  be  a  strife 
Rniong  the  various  members  of  the  animal  kingdom  aronnd  these  parts, 
which  shall  pnl  it  to  the  basest  uses. 

Well,  why  do  n't  I  abate  the  nuisance  ?  Why  do  n't  I  petition  the 
Common  Council  to  have  the  vacant  kts  fenced)  That  is  just  what 
I  am  about  to  tell  you.  I  know  something  about  the  Comnioa  Council. 
and  the  fate  of  petitions  of  such  obscure  persons  as  myself.  Haud 
inex/pertui  laquor. 

I  am  a  great  enemy  of  dark  streets  ;  and  although  in  favor  of  equal 
lights.  I  dishke  dark  piers.  I  like  a  shaded  room,  and  a  shaded  light, 
and  shady  places,  but  1  hove  a  horror  of  dark  streets,  From  cluldhuod 
1  have  ihrillcd  with  horror  at  a  lliousaiid  horrid  outrages  perpetrated 
nnder  the  protecting  cover  of  the  darkness  of  oui  streets.  By  constitu- 
tion and  a-'sociation,  and  from  early  conviction,  I  have  always  been  a 
stickler  fur  well-lighted  streets. 


^lien  I  hiied  m;  boUEc  in street,  nearly  thiee  yeus  ago,  my 

JiiBt  inquiry  was : 

'  Is  lie  etreet  lighted  with  gas  1 ' 

'  Well,  not  exactly ;  bat  it  would  be  immediately  ;  the  gu  woe  tn 
the  house,  and  consequently  in  the  street ;  snd  there  was  nothing  to  be 
done  but  to  set  the  posts,  and  this  the  Gas  Company  were  always  ready 
to  do  Ibr  the  sake  of  supplying  the  gas ;  the  street  had  just  been  built 
up,  or  the  lamps  would  have  been  up  before.' 

This  looked  reaeonalile.  Here  was  a  ucw  row  of  houses  mnning' 
down  the  whole  street  now  ju£t  opened  for  occupancy,  and  there  seemed 
to  have  been  no  particular  nccesity  for  the  gu-lighls  in  the  street 
before  this  ;  and  so,  not,  however,  without  some  misgiyings,  1  signed  the 
documents  and  become  owner  of  an  estate  for  years  in  a  house  and  lot 

I  took  poMeaaion,  and  after  I  had  got  comfortably  settled,  and  had 
waited  a  reasonable  time,  I  began  to  look  anxiously  each  day  for  tbe 
lamp-posts.  Day  after  day,  at  the  earliest  dawn  and  the  latest  hour  at 
night,  I  peered  lixim  my  favorite  windows  to  look  for  the  lamp-poets  and 
the  gas-lamps.  The  street  had  been,  once  upon  a  time,  lighted  with 
oil,  and  some  of  the  old  poets  remained.  Occaaionaily  some  wag  of  s- 
lamp-lifter  would  replenish  some  of  these  old  and  battered  lamps,  andi 
light  up  on  some  very  dark  nighl.  What  a  desperate  time  tbey  hod' 
with  those  old  oil-lamps!  They  looked  like  the  flickering  of  dis^pated' 
fire-ilies  in  summer,  straggling  staggering  home  near  day-bn?ak.  after  a 
carouse.  Tme  they  were  suggestive  of  the  '  light  of  other  days ; "  but' 
they  gave  no  light ;  they  kept  it  all  therasclves.  You  pc.TiIfl,  indeed,  by. 
anelibrt.BUewhcre/Aeywere.  but  it  defied  III!  i.r*liwei' 

latitude  and  longitude  to  tell  where  ynii  wt< :  <  -^  pOA* 

ing  our  street  at  night  set  up  a  aort  of  hoi  i'  -  pra«-i 

tiscd  by  boys  paisiiif:  ilinjti^h  n  .•.pimliy  ''li  ■  l-idr,-rl, 

these  old  spcL'ti 

One  very  r.. 
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myself  to  a  thread,  about  the  dark  street.  StQl,  I  wafl  so  confident 
that  each  day  would  faring  gas-lights,  that  I  did  not  think  of  attempt^ 
ing  to  hasten  it.  Other  streets,  above  us  and  on  each  side,  by  degrees 
were  lighted  ;  we  escaped.  Surely,  our  turn  would  come  next  But  it 
did  not.  And  still  oUier  streets,  more  remote,  were  lighted,  and  we 
were  left  in  Cimmerian  darkness.  Finally,  it  became  a  desperate 
matter,  and  I  set  about  it  seriously,  to  remedy  the  eril,  and  went  to  see 
the  Gas  Company.  Great  was'my  wrath !  I  prepared  a  short  catar 
logue  of  the  horrid  accidents  that  had  occurred  mamly  from  their  n^ 
lect  of  their  own  pecuniary  interest,  too,  in  not  putting  gas-lamps  m 
the  streets.  Judge  of  my  indignant  surprise  — it  ¥ras  not  their  businesB 
at  all !  I  might  have  waited  until  doomsday  for  them  to  move ;  they 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  wished  they  had ;  the  lamps  would  soon  le 
up  if  it  was  their  business !  I  must  apply  to  the  Inspector  of  Lamps  and 
Gas! 

I  swallowed  my  rage,  and  went  to  see  the  Inspector  of  Lamps  and 
Gas;  aud  there  learned  that  I  must  petition  the  Corporation.  I 
petitioned  tho  Corporation  ;  all  my  neighbors  signed  the  petition  :  we 
got  our  aldorman  to  present  the  document.  It  was  sent  to  a  committee, 
and  now,  surely,  thought  I,  we  shall  have  the  gas  immediately.  When 
I  read  in  tho  morning-paper  that  the  Commcm  Council  had  heard  onr 
prayer,  and  sent  it  to  a  committee,  I  felt  as  thongh  the  thing  was  done. 
At  night,  I  looked  to  see  if  the  lamps  were  up,  and  then  eluded  myself 
for  my  impatience.  I  went  through  this  game  for  some  days ;  then 
weeks  passed,  and  I  began  to  grow  impatient.  I  instituted  an  inquiry 
at  the  City  Hall,  after  the  Committee  and  our  petition,  and  learned  the 
Committee  had  not  yet '  sat  upon  it.*     Heigho  I 

Well,  I  waited  weeks  longer,  and  then  months;  wrote  to  the  In- 
spector ()!'  Limps  and  Gas,  scolded  the  Corporation  Attorney,  defamed 
the  Cliiel'  of  Police,  made  caricatures  of  the  Mayor,  and  joined  in  the 
general  huc-aml-cry,  in  blowing  up  the  City  Government  generally. 
All  was  uiiavailinj^.  Winter  passed  away,  and  summer  and  winter, 
and  sumiiicr  a^j^ain :  the  gas  did  not  come.  At  length  — long,  however, 
after  I  had  abandoned  the  project  —  the  new  Common  Council  went 
into  otiice,  or  the  old  one  went  out,  or  the  gas-company  found  us  out  and 
took  the  matter  in  hand,  or  the  Committee  became  a  stock-holder  in 
the  iiiui  Company,  or  somehow,  one  morning  in  February  last,  I  was 
awakened  earlier  than  usual  by  a  sound  in  the  street  of  men  at  work  ; 
and  behold  I  the  gas  lamp-posts  were  actually  being  set!  —  and,  after 
waiting  al)out  a  month  longer  for  the  lanterns,  and  a  month  longer  for 
the  pi|>es  to  be  made  to  coimect,  in  the  month  of  April,  Anno  Domini 

I^'jI,  alter  a  probation  of  upward  of  thirty  months, street  was 

liglited  with  gas.     And   so  ended  my  first  and  last  petition  to  the 
Common  Council. 


INEXORABLE         FATE 


'  With  equal  foot,  rich  friend,  impartial  Fatb 
Knocks  at  the  cottage  and  the  palaoe-gate; 
Lifc'A  itpan  forbids  thee  to  extend  thy  cares, 
And  stretch  thy  hopes  beyond  thj  years.' 
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POETICAL      AUTOGRAPH      LETTER. 


Tiir.  froiitloinan  uhos<»  name  a]ipoarft  in  the  fnllowinjr  lln<v«.  Imvlnsr  froqtiontly  applied  to  tb«  1ady> 
writer,  for  uii  autu^ipli  letter  >%-rittvn  by  her,  ^he  lati-lj  gratiliod  him  in  tho  annexed  lincfl. 


InvokinTt  c.icli  spirit  of  earth  ami  of  air, 

For  a  suljjoct  before  never  thought  on, 
And  listeuinj;  for  ra})pin|jrs  fnnn  table  or  chair, 

1  addre.ss  you,  my  dear  Mr.  LArijUTOX, 
Kesolvinp:  at  once,  1  will  candidly  own, 

To  rely  on  niv  own  mental  foR'es, 
The  marrow  and  ])ith  of  my  thoughts  to  niuko  known 

Without  anv  woixlcn  resources. 

ft 

I  shall  ask  von  a  ritldle:  "What 's  this  I  have  found? 

A  treasure  that  nrVr  will  di'ivive  me; 
That  pleases  nil  sens4's :  and  you,  1  '11  he  bound, 

When  I  tell  vou  its  name,  will  iK'lieve  me. 
lint  ah!  Sir,  not  yet  will  1  make  you  so  wise; 

You  must  pui'ss,  wliile  I  stato  its  perfections; 
It  has  beauty,  wit,  jrraee;  lonii,  fvature,  lips,  oycs! 

l»o  you  [TUoss?     ]hit  there's  nmre  n»c(»llc<.'tions: 
What  is  it  whieh  makes  your  best  Impcs  still  more  bright? 

Your  stubboniest  whims  to  surrender? 
That  covers  your  fuilts  with  its  mantle  of  light, 

And  makes  your  toujrh  n;itun*  quH^  tender? 
Do  you  gui.'ss  at  my  riddii'?  nu'thinks  in  yourghinco 

A  spirit  thei*e  UHTrily  ^'lisrt  ns. 
Which  without  eonjunititm.  cir  mesmeritr  trance. 

Takes  in  the  whole  truth  whil.-  it  li.^^tens. 
Yes,  vi's,  mv  dear  {<ir,  "t  is  your  M.xiiV  1  mean, 

Tlie  wili-  and  the  friiud  beyoufl  prizing. 
Whose  influent  is  felt  like  the  star-light  serene. 

Or  win<l  fn)m  the  violrt  rising. 
I^mg,  long  be  it  thus;  and  when  old  age  shall  come, 
Mny  young  .sfiir-htums  and  Ziphyrs  still  brighten  your  home; 
Mav  vour  liioe  have  no  wrinklrs  the.se  two  hundnxl  vears: 
Your  bright  eves  nn  dinuicss.  no  <k'afness  your  ears. 
The  siune  io  ytmr  wilie.  altliough  I  'm  afraid 
Tiiat  TiMt:,  who  so  many  old  ladies  hath  made, 
AVill  no'er  let  her  ])ass  witiioui  touch  of  his  claw 
Wlu'U  wanting  a  bon-Uin  to  stulf  in  Ids  maw. 
With  this  hoTible  Dintasy  darkening  my  mood, 
I  'm  a.<?hamed  to  write  farther,  and  theretbre  conclude, 
Kx[n.-eting  no  answer,  at  least,  not  until 
My  merits  appear  l>y  a  ehiuse  in  your  will, 
Somi.'  few  thousand  d(»llars,  housi',  lu»rse,  or  ])iano, 
Jn  pnof  of  your  IWu'udship  lor  Mauy  Balmann'O. 

1'.  S.     Tf  these  trilling  objects  for  others  you  save, 

I  '11  accept  e'en  a  'gi)hl-mine,'  or  small  ' trensnrc-cavc/ 

When*  pirate  Sultanas  at  ease  have  reclined, 

('urled  their  tresses  in  bank-notes,  and  left  them  behind. 
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Apiieila,  and  other  Poems.    By  Two  Cousins  of  the  South,  Miss  Julia  Pleasants  and 
Thomas  Bihb  Buadley.    In  one  vohime :  pp.  272.    New- York :  Cuaules  Scribnkh. 

"With  much  tUat  is  not  of  a  very  high  order  of  merit,  this  volume  contains 
examples  of  very  fair  poetry.  The  defects  are,  mannerism,  and  a  certain 
want  of  originality  and  vigor.  And  yet  the  work  is  a  work  of  promise,  and 
proves  that  the  authors  who  sometimes  write  so  well,  are  capahio  of  even 
hetter  things.  As  specimens  of  the  wTiters'  powers,  we  present  a  poem  from 
each,  which  impressed  \i.s  most  favorably  among  the  contents  of  the  book. 
The  first,  ^LineH  on  receinng  an  Eagles  PlumCy  is  by  Miss  Pleasants ; 

'An  oap:Ie't»  plume !  an  eagle's  nlume  I 
How  brnvelv  hath  it  battled  oack 


The  rolling  clouds,  the  tempest's  gloom, 
And  swept  the  sun's  meridian  track. 

A  thing  of  air,  it  proudly  spurned 
The  earth-born  storm,'  the  levin's  glare, 

And  like  a  thought,  for  ercr  turned, 
In  starward  triumph,  through  the  air. 

'An  eagle's  plume !  in  wheeling  flight, 

Switt  as  a  clarion's  note  it  rose 
From  s(mie  imtrodden  mountain-height, 

Of  purple  mists  and  shining  snows. 
And  far  across  ihe  desert  sky. 

It  winnowed  plains  of  azure  dearth. 
And  bore  the  camel-bird  on  high, 

A  herald  from  the  lowly  earth. 

*An  eagle's  plume!  the  skies  grew  dark, 

Ihito'er  the  sea  it  ilcetly  sped. 
The  sea  where  many  a  gallant  barque 

Before  the  driving  tempest  lied. 
And  throufi^h  the  zenith,  blue  and  gold. 

It  soarea  above  the  sulphurous  cloud. 
While  fast  the  rushing  waters  rolled 

O'er  stem,  and  stern,  and  swelling  shroud. 


'An  eagle's  plume  I  an  eagle's  plume! 

It  burst  through  floods  of  fiery  rain. 
When  culverin's  crash  and  cannon's  boom 

Bmke  madlv  o'er  the  battle-plain : 
A  starry  standard  floated  there, 

Above  its  folds  it  quivering  hung. 
And  loudly  on  the  leaden  air 

The  deafening  shout  of '  Victory !  *  rung. 

i  'An  eagle-plume,  fh)m  Freedom's  wing; 
I      It  skirts  the  hills  of  Northern  Maine, 
And  bathes  in  every  golden  spring 
On  California's  mountain  chain. 
It  rises,  like  a  glorious  star, 

Where  wild  Atlantic  surcos  roar. 
And  flies,  in  swooping  circles,  far 
Along  the  lonorocitic  shore. 

*An  eagle's  plume !  woidd  that  my  soul 

Might  burst  as  chainless  and  as' free, 
AlH>ve  the  stormy  clouds,  that  roll 

Across  this  life's  tempestuous  seo. 
And  oh !  when  Life's  dark  goal  is  won, 

That  it  might  spurn  the  vanquished  tomb, 
And  soar  beyond  the  flaminc:  sun. 

An  eagle's  plume  I  an  eagle's  plume ! ' 


^A  SUter'a  Eeierie^  is  by  Mr.  Bradley.  Ilis  efforts  with  a.longer  measure 
are  very  creditable,  particularly  The  Dream  of  Ponce  de  Leon^  in  three 
*  parts,'  but  it  is  too  long  to  quote  entire.     We  cito  the  first-named : 

*Sad  vesper-bells!  how  sweet  your  chimes, 
Thrilling  my  soul  like  poet's  rhymes, 
Sung  Tow  at  tranquil  even ! 
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The  Iij?ht  of  childhood  round  me  plays. 
And  MBMonr  muses  o'er  the  days 

When  earth  seemed  nearer  heaven. 
In  younger  years  I  often  strayed 
Where  silver  streams  wreathed  man  a  braid. 
And  there,  subdued  and  still,  I  staid 

To  hear  their  waters  sighing'. 
I  would  the  sounds  my  spirit  craves, 
The  dnlcet  s<juiids  of  rippling  waves, 

^luy  Iloat  to  me  when  dying. 

*  E'en  now,  I  hear  a  prentlo  tone, 

So  soft,  so  clear,  'tis  nmsic's  own; 

It  stills  my  panting  bosom ! 
My  sister's  voice!  I  've  heard  it  ring 
In  green-wood  bowers,  when  rosy  Spring 

With  kisses  oped  the  blossom. 

*  Then,  ere  mild  evening's  rays  were  flown, 
Krc  stars  were  o'er  the  blue  arch  strown. 
How  gay  we  culled  young  buds  unblown. 

To  see  them  bUtoni  the  morrow ! 
Then  Jor,  the  silver-cinctured  maid, 
With  lovelv  eyes  our  hearts  betrayed, 

And  smiled  awttv  each  sorrow. 

• 

'And  when  the  kingly  cn'st  of  morn. 
Upon  his  dappled  ci>urser  borne, 

Shone  o'er  the  dark,  dim  mountains. 
Like  glad  sun->hine,  wo  sought  for  flowers. 
And  h)west  hiughter  \'vv\w  our  b<)wers 

Flowe<l  like  the  flow  of  fountains. 

'  Until  the  bn)ad,  blue  blaze  of  noon, 
Fond  hours,  that  fleeted  all  too  soon. 
Softly  glided  as  a  tune 

Heard  when  the  moon-beams  glimmer. 
Alas !  we  were  too  young  to  know 
That  fairest  cheeks  s(Kin lose  their  glow, 

That  briglitest  eyes  grow  dimmer. 

*  And  when  the  summer's  tanly  hours 
lirought  rolling  clouds  like  moving  towers. 
And  swift,  strong  winds,  and  slautmg  showers, 

And  purple  nun-bows  arching; 
While  lalling  drops  soft  echoes  gave. 
We  read  old  tales  of  heroes  brave 

To  fields  of  valor  marching. 

'  How  often  o'er  the  lake  we  sailed. 
Ere  twilight's  varied  col(»rs  jmled. 

The  stdl,  blue  waters  d^'emg! 
Tliat  lucid  lake,  how  clear  it  t>eemed. 
With  undimmed  depths  where  white  shells  gleamed, 

Like  pearls  in  beauty  vicing! 

'  My  sister's  face !  I  see  it  now. 
As  when  she  stooped  low  o'er  the  bow, 
Uer  joyous  eyes,  her  snowy  brow, 

Her  unUN>f>ed  tresses  flowing  I 
When,  strown  with  lilies,  ouruir  boat 
Slow  o'er  the  crystal  wave  did  floot. 

With  kindly  zephyrs  blowing. 

'Blest  morns,  bright  noons,  sweot  evening  hourBy 
And  boat,  all  garlanded  with  flowers  — 

Again  1  '11  see  them  never! 
All,  all  are  gimQ ;  mv  sister  sleeps ; 
Death  her  <iark-fringed  eye-lids  keeps 

Closed  o'er  her  orbs  forever! 
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'Ah !  soon,  his  touch  will  heal  my  breast 
Of  sorrows,  sighs,  and  sod  unrest ; 
And  then  in  funeral  garments  drcst, 

I'll  cn)ss  the  deep,  cold  river. 
But  oh  1  upon  the  other  side 
I  know  that  radiant  angels  glide. 

And  golden  sun-beams  quiver.' 

"Wc  shall  have  an  eye  upon  these  young  cousins,  as  wo  doubt  not  they 
will  upon  ono  another ;  *  favorable  eyes,'  we  fancy,  too.  This  wTiting  poetry 
in  wedded  authorship  is  dangerous  business.  It  may  lead  to  a  matrimonial 
interest  in  the  copy-right  of  the  book,  if  *women*s-rights'  are  conceded. 


The  Lamp-liguter.     In  one  volume:  pp.523.    Boston:  published  by  Joux  P.  Jewbtt 
AND  Company.    Cleveland,  Ohio:  Jewett,  Puoctor  and  Worthinotox. 

Wk  are  not  at  all  surprised  to  learn  that  this  work  has  met  with  extraor- 
dinary success,  for  it  eminently  deserves  it.  It  is  one  of  the  most  original 
and  natural  narratives  wo  have  encountered  for  many  a  year.  Nothing 
could  be  more  simple  and  unaftectcd  than  its  delightful  style  ;  investing  its 
incidents  with  an  interest  so  deep,  that  it  is  impossible  to  lay  aside  the  book 
until  its  perusal  is  accomplished.  Let  us  glance  briefly  at  the  character  of 
the  story  :  *  Gekty  '  is  an  orphan,  under  the  charge  of  an  old  hag,  who  ill- 
treats  her  in  every  possible  way ;  and  the  only  pleasure  of  the  poor  little 
child  is  to  sit  upon  the  door-steps  at  night-fall,  and  watch  an  old  lamp-lighter 
as  he  comes  along  the  street  with  his  ladder  and  torch,  to  light  the  city-lamps. 
One  night,  ho  sees  her  shamefully  abused  by  her  mistress  for  a  trifling 
jiccident,  and  kindly  gives  her  a  little  kitten  to  solace  her  grief  Her  devo- 
tion to  this  pet  is  admirably  described : 

*  How  much  she  came  in  time  to  love  that  kitten,  no  words  can  tell.  Her  little,  fierce, 
untamed,  impetuous  nature  had  hitherto  only  expressed  itself  in  angry  passion,  sullen 
obstinacy,  and  even  hatred.  But  there  were  in  her  soul  fountains  of  warm  uflection  yet 
unstirred,  a  depth  of  tenderness  never  yet  called  out,  and  a  warmth  and  devotion  of 
nature  that  wanted  only  an  object  to  expend  themselves  upon. 

'  So  she  poured  out  such  wealth  of  love  on  the  little  creature  that  clung  to  her  for  its 
f^upport,  as  only  such  a  desolate  little  heart  has  to  spare.  She  loved  the  kitten  all  the 
more  for  the  care  she  was  obliged  to  take  of  it,  and  the  trouble  and  anxiety  it  gave  her. 
Siie  kept  it,  as  much  as  possible,  out  among  the  boards,  in  her  own  favorite  Iiaunt. 
She  found  an  old  hat,  in  which  she  placed  her  own  hood,  to  make  u  bed  for  pussy.  She 
carried  it  apart  of  her  own  scanty  meals ;  she  braved  for  it  what  she  would  not  have  done 
for  herself;  for  she  almost  every  day  abstracted  from  the  kettle,  when  she  was  return- 
ing with  the  milk  for  Nan  Grant,  enough  for  pussy's  8U])per ;  running  the  risk  of  being 
discovered  and  punished,  the  only  risk  or  harm  the  poor,  ignorant  child  knew  or  thought 
of,  in  connection  with  the  theft  and  deception ;  for  ner  ideas  of  abstract  right  and  wrong 
were  utterly  undeveloped.  So  she  would  play  with  her  kitten  for  hours  among  the 
boards,  talk  to  it,  and  tell  it  how  much  she  loved  \U  But  when  the  days  were  very  cold, 
Mhe  was  often  puzzled  to  know  how  to  keep  herself  warm  out-of-doors,  and  the  risk  of 
bringing  the  kitten  into  the  house  was  great.  She  would  then  hide  it  in  her  bosom, 
und  run  with  it  into  the  little  ^rret-rocmi  where  she  slept;  and,  taking  care  to  keep 
the  door  shut,  usually  eluded  Nan's  eyes  and  ears.  Once  or  twice,  when  she  had  been 
off  her  guard,  her  little  plavful  pet  had  escaped  from  her,  and  scampered  through  the 
lower  room  and  possiige.  Once,  Nan  drove  it  out  with  a  broom ;  but  in  that  tnickly- 
peopled  region,  as  we  nave  said,  cats  and  kittens  were  not  so  uncommon  as  to  excite 
inquiry.' 

This  little  kitten,  so  loved  and  so  tended,  the  cruel  old  wretch,  in  a 
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niouK'iil  of  i!i!L'i)vcrnal)lc  jias^ion,  throws  into  a  till)  of  boiling  water,  an«l 
si'ald-  it  to  iKatl:.  MIiMiTv'  r-^^iMits  this  cnu-ltv  witli  a  vioK'Hi-e  that  causes 
hiT  to  hi  ti:i:n.",l  out  of  tlie  housf.  Previous  to  this,  howcvor,  lot  us  quote 
-:i  pretty  chilsl-skiti'h : 

*  WirKN  <;;.!.. !  Iii>f  found  luT-sriT  lucki-l  ii;»  t'ur  ihe  iii;;ht  in  ilu'  (hirk  p.irret,  ifiEnxv 
l.:'.li'il  ami  i.-uvi  l  il.i'  <liirk,  ■  >}u'  >\'»u\  \\tv  a  nliuiiti-  in'ili'i-rly  >!:H;  ilim  s:i-Mi*nly  h»'«r.ni 
t<i  >!aniii  ii:n!  >'iiMrii,  irk'«l  to  l.i-at  hjhm  ili-*  «liior,  umiI  >liiiUT<>il:  'I  ]i;it«.»  you.  Nan" 
(iitw'i  ;  Olil  N  w  (im.M,  I  l>:it«' yon  !  II  ii  !■.■•  Iimly  i'aijn.'ii«'.a' Iht;  un«l,  Jit'icru  Mhilc, 
"^lic  L'V'''^' I;.' ;■•■  ■,■■•■',  \\«:ii  aii'l  iKn-w  !i-' •  I:  •!•••.;  ^  i-n  lur  mi-- raM  '  I  i-l.  (■■ivi-n'it  lu-r 
face  witli  li-  rli?:I."  liiin  liainls,  xwA  ^'Au".''\  m  -1  vvwA  •..-*  it'  l.i  r  1hm»-;  whmM  bivuk.  Sliil 
.vi'jii  until  -111-  u:.-s  Milrily  i-.\li:iii'>!'<l ;  ;in«l  'h-'.:.  uradualh.  \M'ii  i.ii'.\  nnw  .lud  iht'ii  a 
Inw  Sill  ail'!  r:!i!i'iiL'  ot*  il.i'  l)v..a;li.  >^!n•  \ivy\\  •iM:tr>till.  li\-a!.i!'l»y.  Im'  ti  «ik  :i\vt\y  her 
liiniN  t'li'Ui  !m  I  !.)«■■.  c"!a'*}ii<l  tln-in  ti.:r,.t !,,.].  j.,  ,i  cunvul^Iv''  niai.i.-:.  ..vA  !•  i-keil  up  »t  a 
l.Itli-  jLila/'  ■■  ul:.;..  v  \'.\-  \\w  >i<l«'  it  \\\r  \"'\.  Il  w;;"  !i'i!  \\,U\'  jia:!-  >  i-i'  J;la^^  uiuvoiily 
-ttifk  111--.  ''..<■•■.  ;.  .i  '.'.1-  ll:i-  "nly  <li:u  •■■■  i-l"  li-li!  ;!;■>  r  'in  li::.l.  T;!.!'-  \^;;"4  no  nio.-n  ; 
hut,  a«i  i;ii.'\  1  •  !;im1  nil,  >hr  niw  ilir-u::li  ih»*  win-l.i\v.  *I,in:n:;  ili-wn  njf.n  lu-r,  ••.■.'■ 
'iri^^ht  >':i!-.  :'.i.-  'I;<m;i;!iI  >lii'  liad  iii  vi  :  •^I'lH  aii\  iii'ii,.'  Iiall' >■»  'hmuiIIuI.  Slii*  Iw.il 
«  I'trn  III  u  om;  I-l-  .-1-  wliiu  ill'-  -kvw..-  i'.Ji  ■  t'  « :  .; -.jiM'l  1  i-l  r.  :  ;i'-Jiiv.l  tliorn  mnch  ; 
')ul  iliis  iii«\  ai!  alor.i'.  sn  laviri-.  >•  lii'-^'li?.  ;ii.d  \''  s  •  «-t.!'r  nnd  iii-'i-^^nJ-loukin^r.  si'i-mcd 
lo  .-jH-ak  III  'u  !  ;  II  M-i-nii'd  lo  .-^iiy,  'Jii.i:i^  :  c;:;i;t\  !  ,  ...,■  l/ili;  (m.i^  :  *  S;u!  ihiin>:ht 
i:  N.csiii-d  I'k'-  ;.  -viid  Ian-.  >Mrli  a--  >!i"  1:.  d  a  i--i  u  !.::!-•  :'.-■•  -  1-:^  i-v  dri.'.:Mi'il  iibi-;!:. 
Suddi-nh  ii  i!a-!i.-i|  tjirouirli  lu-r  ni:i;d.  •  WImi  !.•  -r?  Sunn'  l...ilv  lit  \\\  Sonic  pind 
|M'i>on,  1  kn-i"  !  Oh!  h'lw  omld  In.';:'-'  i:|>  ^'  l.=;:li".  '  And  lii.iiiv  Iiil  a>iu-ji.  \\i»i.* 
di-iiuL'"  uli'i  I;'    !.!•  >'i\.\\ 

'  Poi.r.  I.!i!.'.  »ni'an::ht.  hiMii^dittd  <oul !  Wlin  >li;dl  i'nli::li'i':i  ihi-o*'  Thuu  art  (lon'r 
child,  linlf  I  :i.  '  CiiiM^r  du-d  li>r  ihi--.  Wiil  In.-  in.:  ^,<rid  i.i:.:iiir  auir.-]  l-i  lii:ht  up  iho 
daikn.-- V. ::).:.  '  «  kindh' a  li'_-it  liiai  -h  i!l  i>'\.r  -■»  t-nt,  tin-  \' .:\i\  th;it  -^h-ill  >biiu'' 
tiil'o'.urh  all  •  ".•     M.ty  ?  ' 

rin'i'.'  '\'k'  :,  ilsc  '1-imp  li;«'-htrr  *  of  tht-  ''.'ry.  liiid^  hi-r,  om  the  hitter  night 
in  \vhi<:i  si---  \.;i<  lunied  out  of  il.'-ii>.  hmur'i.-s  ;i::rl  MiHerini;  with  hiniger 
aiMl  e'.ihl ;  \\\v\  ;:lthiMi;r]i  oM,  :in<i  a'.'Me  in  t'lo  \vi';-!-l.  In-  takes  her  tt»  liis  deso- 
hite  lnnn«-;  \/ij»re,  with  Mii.h  eare  a>  him>uf  and  a  female  uei^liher,  assisted 
]i\-  *;ro«Kl  hhij  1  Latly  Kmu.v,'  an  a«hnirahh'  iduiraoter,  she  is  taught  to  know 
riirht  fn-ni  v.i.i!i;r.  The  <li;;(ii  of  her  tir>t  frieinl.  '  I'neh'  TitlK,'  and  her 
jrrief  at  hi-  l'->.-.  are  most  j^athetieid-y  iiridi'led.  Slio  is  howeviT  adopted  by 
a  utilde  spirit,  wlm  pnwo  a  '  frinnl  in  hvil/  Tlie  joy  she  hrings  to  the  poor, 
hlind  prir!.  vh-'-o  spirit  i-  so  pun*  and  ht»ly ;  the  separation  from  her  little 
frit  ml  Wh.i  ■.! .  who  goes  to  lndi:i.  iliat  he  may  seeuro  llie  means  of  support- 
in,i;  liis  iii.ilur  and  graml-mother  in  e(.mfort ;  tlic  detcnniued,  self-sacrificing 
spirit  in  whii  h  she  h>aves  a  luxurious  Iiome,  to  aiil,  hy  richool-teadungi  in 
suj^portin,:  Wii.i.ni's  niotluT  and  graml-father,  who  is  rapidly  piflring  AWagf{ 
all  the<e  \\\\\  atlraet  the  admiration  uf  every  reader.  Nor  will  the  Idnfr 
Iiearted.  fiii'.d<  >\  in;r  1  >r.  Jki:i:m v,  lu*  the  quaint  and  original  Pattt  Pao%  w1i0MI^> 
very  eo>inine  tK'>oribes  hei  character,  fail  to  receive  high  copitf'**^*''*** 
The  plot  is  well-sustained,  and  every  charad  is  %  *^Hiihf^ 
artist-like  'u  -■  the  pictures  drawn  of  thr  "'  v  nf  ov 
the  d«S(Ti!»tion  of  a  vi.«it  to  Sarati  ■»*■■ 

and  the  thrilHnp:  inc»'^'»"*'   ^^  wol' 
beauty  and  ])ower.      ^-  «< 

true  woman  can  an* 
t'hh'  boi^k.     You  v» 
its  perusal  "  '*' 
like  a  Inm- 
Vou  will 


ln]ahad«p»^ 


-ti 
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TuE  Poetical  Works  of  William  II.  C.  IIosmeh.    In  two  volumes:  pp.  751.    N 
York :  J.  S.  Redfield. 

The  readers  of  this  Magazine  are  no  strangers  to  the  high  poetical  merits 
of  the  author  of  these  Toluroes ;  for  Mr.  IIosmer  has  for  a  long  series  of 
years  been  an  ever-welcome  and  favorite  contributor  to  its  pages.  Much, 
indeed,  of  the  poetry  which  goes  to  make  up  these  two  very  handsome 
volumes  has  been  widely  copied  from  the  Knickerbocker  into  the  journals 
of  the  Union,  and  not  a  few  of  the  briefer  effusions  into  those  of  Great 
Britain.  And  of  the  more  extended  efforts,  which  have  appeared  elsewhere, 
and  republished,  have  been  reviewed  in  our  pages.  Of  the  longest  of  these, 
*Yo?inonrlio^^  we  have  already  *  said  our  say.'  It  is  a  noble  poem,  descriptive 
of  events  which  happened  in  the  valley  of  the  Genessee,  during  the  summer 
and  autumn  of  1087 ;  of  the  memorable  attempt  of  the  Marquis  De  Nouville, 
imder  pretext  of  preventing  an  inten'uption  of  the  French  tiade,  to  plant 
the  standard  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth  in  the  beautiful  country  of  the  Scnecas. 
*T/ie  Monfh\^  on  their  appearance  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Ticknor,  Reed 
and  Fields,  were  reviewed  in  this  department.  In  his  preface  to  the  ^Poems 
relating  to  the  Indians,^  Mr.  IIosmeh  thus  replies  to  the  objection  sometimes 
made,  that  it  is  impossible  to  invest  the  character  of  the  Indian  with  the 
charms  of  poetry,  and  that  the  theme  itself  is  unpoetical : 


into  a  higher  utmosphero  of  song 


*  'Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  spot 
Which  men  call  earth : ' 

and  when  it  condescends  to  alight  again,  brings  with  it  ethereal  visions,  unsiiitcd  to  the 

frrosser  comnrchension  of  mortals.  *  These  mystical  wise  men,'  savs  old  Wiu^ox,  in 
lis  Art  of  Khotoric,  *  will  speak  nothing  but  quaint  proverbs  ani  blind  allegories, 
delighting  much  in  their  own  darkness.*  To  poets  of  this  description,  who  have  no 
archetype,  unless  it  is  in  the  metaphysical  school,  made  so  renowned  by  the  merited 
chastisement  which  it  received  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Johnson,  the  wild  American,  that 
Columbus  found  *  bepirt  with  feathered  cincture,'  with  no  instructor  but  the  Great 
Spirit,  and  uninitiated  in  the  mysteries  of  atheistical  philosophy,  is  no  tit  snbjcct  for 
the  lyre.  To  another  class,  both  of  poets  and  readers,  whose  tastes  and  iud^ment  arc 
formed  upon  quite  a  different  model,  no  object  in  Mhis  breathing  world  affords  sucb 
rich  and  varied  attractions  for  the  magic  pencil  of  the  muse  as  the  primitive  inhabitant 
of  the  forest. 

'  They  behold  a  being  exhibiting  in  the  wild  independence  of  his  native  retreats  all  the 
prominent  passitms  and  affections  of  which  human  nature  is  susceptible,  in  their  most 
vivid  expression,  nerving  him  into  action  and  graving  themselves  indelibly  on  the 
features  of  his  face;  a  bemgof  matchless  grace  and  beauty,  standing  'in  nearer  kin- 
dred '  than  themselves  *  to  the  elements ' ;  rivalling  the  shaggy  denizens  of  the  woods 
around  him  in  their  respective  ((Uiilities  of  physical  superiontv:  the  elk  in  fleetness; 
the  panther  in  agility;  the  fox  in  cunning;  the  hawk  m  watcufnlness ;  the  beaver  in 
wisoom;  and  the  gaunt  wolf  in  endurance  of  cold  and  pinching  hunger;  with  an  intel- 
lect quick,  clear,  and  strong,  and  speaking  a  language  tnat  can  imitate  every  vibration 
of  Nature's  harp,  abounding  in  metaphor,  pleasing  the  ear  by  its  euphony,  and  which 
the  muses  themselves  would  utter,  were  they  upon  the  earth.  In  our  own  *  Land  of 
Iiakes,'  as  the  region,  now  imperial  New- York,  was  styled  by  the  Aborigines,  the  fea- 
tures of  externalnature,  though  picturesque,  receive  an  added  charm  from  their  asso- 
ciation with  Indian  diaJects.  Every  river,  fall,  cloud-kissing  hill,  wooded  point,  in- 
dented bay,  and  wave-zoned  isle,  bear  names,  conferred  long  ago  by  tbeir  former 
proprietors,  whose  signification  is  poetry,  and  whose  true  accentuation  is  the  richest 
nmsic.    How  descriptive  and  melodious  are  the  following:  Ta-ha-wus,  a  high  peak,  (he 


512  Literary  Xatkes.  [May, 

RplilK  llir  hky  1  >  Kr'^-k■ll1|^:'1ul-■]i,  ■  camndr  n«r  Ihc  MinrCM  of  ttic  llndfun.  (brukcn 
water;'!  Ti-viii'vo-m,  mlrmm  anuiii|f  tlw  biM-wimdii.) 

'Tliiineti  iniirnitiiry  in  liiw  bsbilii  tiinr  iitrtiii);iiiii]  nnil-rnolpit  niv  bin  luoilallachnwnti! 
The  pnrr*  t-(  hi*  uiniitiirH  on-  m>  prrrionii  lu  liiiii  »*  tlivr  were  la  ilif  ilvlnj;  pnTriarch 
Willi,  miikliw  n  liiitl  ri'iiiirrit  ti)  111*  mm,  fXi-liuiiHil.  willi  ft  liimiDl  of  uld  T<.-Ci>llcclioiii 
TiiKliliiRiiiiliiHhcflri,  'Uumiic  irnt, I  iirit iliii>, hi  F«>'pt,  Ihii  1  will  lii>  with mybtlien, 
■Dd  lliiHi  limit  uiiTv  me  mit  (if  Kfri']ii,  uiiil  Inirr  mv  in  ihrir  biirial-]ilnce.'  Tlw  pnver 
nf  ihr lli'iiri'w  wiupvnird; lnit  tiit.' ]iiK«-]iiiliiuiVny,  ■Jiurrmc  withRivfiiihen!'  ii 
drnrmtl  i>T  tlif  n1l^h^lf  tbu  liilliiic  fiin-it,  niid  tln'  n«r  (>f  BdTniidDc  niiiliiiuile*. 

'Tlu-ri:iimi>li  tVvlinKlliatbnnwintliFliivnHt  nf  the  killnl  HiulilaiHUT  lu*  »  bonw 
■IfeO  lu  bin  iiriMiil,  iiiiiiiili-iTc  hi-nrt.  In  nmiiiicin  with  ilie  Ciniirr,  hii>  livnililiiTT  ani- 
ni>ii<iti(iiir<-i|iii'I1i'diiLlvIiv>U.iitb;  mid  uh  dvnr  !•>  Iiiiii  were  tlu!  ):r<ui.'S^-^  lii<  chiU- 
tHKHl,  n*  ibr  hi'iiihvr  tii  hub  Ri>r. 

'TtuTi'un'iriliiT  ciiniiMiTnlii'qi*  wliv  iliv  rtii  man  inwiiHhy  iif  Ivricwltbritr.  The 
myuvry  iliul  luinp^i,  likoa  bRHHiinic  ^llllll»w.  i'Tit  liii>  'iripa;  bis  luaTvoli'iu  KlIpoM 
n>niiiiiiii('i>,  tlic  ft'iirt.  ibv  ilincv ;  liiii  Htriritv  in  (Ih-  rhuw,  and  i<ii  iliu  wvr-path ;  bit 
M'll^-iiaTin-inadr(ivil,THiKlrxtniiii'iH-iil;  iiinOaiiniUvS  bwiii|cat  tlic  sinho.  bii  aoiig 
of  di'iiann',  nnd  llip  kliiriiift  iiwuli'iil:i.  wJllmnl  nnnilikT,  wbirb  du.'qni'r  h>»  ri>Tiii|[  lift, 
ivnikT  Iiiiii  tbt  liitHirnt  cutin-iTalilv  nHri'l  fiv  artitilio  ni^i ;  ihe  titv  vt'iiliv  iif  iwctioU 
■i(nu.-iiidi :  aiKl  nbichcTi'odetcnninnl  l'i>pp.  at  unt  liuir,  ioiubIk  biui  ibe  aul^t  of 

Tliisis  ivill  :incl  fonilily  iml;  Uit  (nir  frumlluis  »  ImjIUt  iir™Hiiiciit  He 
liaH /'A'/M?,  W  liis  iiwii  !iiiiiinvii;s  ami  liuiiiiliriil  Icpi'inls,  that  Iniliun  clutmo 
tors  atii!  Imriilums  art'  full  of  jiciliy,  :iiicl  ttiat  cf  ii  lii^-li  urdir.  llnving 
lilniuIi'Viil  im-i  n'lilii'U  llio  'red  man  of  tlii>  ivooil-;'  until  thi-rc  is  nothing 
U-fl  r»r  IIS  III  sti'nl,  we  ini^'lil  ;il  ]•.::>{  •■•■iviti'.-  tliat  tliiTc  w  MHiK'tliing  about 
tlitiii  «-..il!:;.- ..f  rifonU  s^iiii.tliiii- iini  uullili-.i  fi.r  tlii' jioct's  uiuso.  From 
'77,.  ,1/...-.'/.;  w,-  ;iivi.-  till'  liiiis  tu  -M-n:  I'liii-'  iK't  only  timi-!y,  but  pictu- 
n-siiuf  hikI  lH'u.u(ifiil : 
'AiRofn'nitbpclpBrvinilli-K'rHt  linvf  lirmc     In  wliiic  iliu  i.lnm  ami  jieororo  dreiMd, 

A  fuirr  hittiiT  nil  llu'ir  wiiip>.  I>lt^lL^it1t'  "il..r  mund ; 

And  [liiniiK  |tri<-r  f»nn-1i>  to  m-oini,  H.-iin-bi''l.  in  l.^^■llll^d^  bv  tlip  Ijrceze, 

TTan-iiiKrii'il  l>y  iIh'  {iMln)  kliv  >iii$r«.         Tbi>  imiiiliil  dnipcrv  iif  tlic  trevA 
I'lilf  Wa\t,  ill  rutt^iil.  tliin  ullin-.  Van/,  raricliui;  ilii'  |n><uiid. 

^^Wl.fnil«un11!!'l.h!irv^^^^^  ■lliir>in.-«ilir..u^f.,ilb(V,.iiin.lnndhilI 

Oiiiiimrrrd,il  1..^^^^^^^  Wb™.««tyBiidsrotc«|ncufbioll, 

S-A-f  Ji  r  .,  7^i.w  )T«i„».  ™  M-  "■■'""I  M.iT.im  prtandiid  and  lalf 

llii-  Miii-iiiilu  fn-c  mill  wiinu.  „j.  ,,,^^,  ,,,^,^  ^  ^^^^  ^^  crowned, 

■Tli'-div|i,  tin-lii'i>inil  wixnI  iriTPi' Mir,  '- ' ' " —  '-' — '— ^ 

Tbrilii'ii  tii  it*  hwirt  bv  Jnvimn  fWK:  .  - — ..  .- 

And  ill  11..-  l^ii^HiiiiK  llvrdi  f  h.ur  With  hui«liinfE  »\     

Uld  Tiiiri'S  tliat  witc  Hilunl  lung ;  •  CAmporled  mil  t£al  lMn«  (S  tB 

111  a  rii'li  i-iiit  nf  nilil  and  black,  ,     I'uoa  Ibu  dsiaiul  lawn. 
The  Orii'li-  '■■■*'■    — ' — '  '— ■'■ 

Aiulilwl.  .         _ , 

F»r  iiianv  weary  moiin^  exilod, 

Frutii  lH>U|:b  lu  buujrb  tukca  flight. 
'A  ifa  iif  vftflnrc  (iT«r-ipmdi 

Tb(>  ni'lir  bunk*  of  twod  and  <m 
And  wild-ll<iwm  lift  Ibair  JnraMI 

Fiail,  ■Ir^n'nnD  oeuaan  of  tbi  r 


In'  _._ 

Wilh  1ui>d<Hi' 
Hicir  enpa,  I' 

Allnre  ibe  . 
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Alone  th^  proud  and  mighty  glad 
At  her  bright  court  are  made ; 

Alike  upon  the  great  and  small 

Ucr  royal  favors  freely  fall  — 
Ucr  sun-shine  and  her  shade. 

*Thou  art  the  Mat  of  other  hours; 

Uudimmcd  thy  locks  of  golden  sheen ; 
And  still,  with  dandelion-flowers, 

Is  starred  thy  plaid  of  living  green ; 
But  time,  alas !  in  me  hath  wrought 
Drear  changes,  both  in  form  and  thought, 

Since  boyhood^s  blissful  time. 
When,  lulled  by  bird  and  running  stream, 
I  couched  me  oh  thy  flowers,  to  dream 

Of  Ueaven's  unshadowed  clime.' 


*  Bright  drops  on  floral  cup  and  bell, 
^  W  uen  breaks  the  first  fair  morn  of  May, 
No  longer,  blest  b^  fairy  spell. 

Can  charm  the  freckled  mole  away ; 
But,  ah!  this  season  of  delight 
Hath  magic  yet  to  make  more  bright 

The  tomb-stone  of  the  Past ; 
And  Memory  '  a-Maying '  goes. 
Reviving  many  a  withered  rose, 

In  gardens  dim  and  vast. 

'  Called  by  the  flowery  Queen  of  Spring, 

Dispensing  bliss  without  alloy. 
The  sportive  insect-tribes  take  wing, 

And  Nature's  holiday  enjoy : 
Oh !  not  in  gaudy  trappings'clud, 

Right  well  pleased  should  we  be,  did  our  crowded  limits  permit,  to  pi-esent 
specinicns  of  Mr.  IIosmek  s  genius  from  the  other  poems  contained  in  this 
well-edited  collection.  They  are  embraced  under  the  divisions  of  ^  Historic 
Scenes,'  *  Martial  Lyrics,'  *  Songs  and  Ballads,*  *  Funeral  Echoes,'  *  Sonnets,' 
and  '  Miscellaneous  Poems.'  We  must  content  ourselves,  however,  by 
warmly  commending  the  volumes  to  the  hearty  favor  of  the  public.  They 
contain  a  great  amount  of  true  poetry,  and  they  are  thoroughly  American 
and  original.  The  publisher  has  performed  his  part  with  his  accustomed 
liberality  and  good  taste ;  and  the  work  is  rendered  still  farther  attractive 
by  an  excellent  portrait  of  the  uthor,  engraved  on  steel.  As  our  departed 
friend  Inman  has  said  elsewhere,  it  is  *  a  screeching  likeness.' 


MixxiE  IIermon  :  or  the  Night  aud  its  Morning.  A  Tale  for  the  Times.  By  Tmirlow 
\y.  BiiowN.  In  one  volume:  pp.  472.  Auburn  and  Buflhlo:  Miller,  Obton*  and 
Mulligan. 

*  Minnie  Hekmon  '  was  commenced  two  years  ago,  in  the  ^American  Tetii- 
peranc-e  Magazine,''  but  abandoned  by  the  author  in  consequence  of  more 
pressing  duties.  The  writer  declares  that  every  chapter  in  the  book  is  drawn 
from  life,  with  the  necessary  change  of  names  and  dates.  The  style  is  level^ 
not  being  sufficiently  marked  either  to  rise  above  or  sink  below  a  very  mode- 
rate standard.  Some  how  or  other,  our  temperance-writers  fail  to  aid  the 
noble  cause  they  espouse,  by  oft-repeated  tales,  all  of  which  have  a  family 
resemblance  so  strong  that  when  you  have  read  one,  you  have  read  all.  It 
is  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again ;  the  variations  being  only  less  or 
additional  platitudes  interpolated  into  the  *  same  old  story.'  There  are  some 
good  sketches  of  character  in  *  Min'nie  IIermon,'  and  among  them  one  of  a 
cast-iron  religious  bigot,  more  common  when  we  were  a  boy  than  in  this 
more  liberal  and  enlightened  age.  We  present  the  portrait  of  *  Elder  Sny- 
der,' that  his  like,  if  recognized  any  where,  by  any  of  our  readers,  may  be 
duly  despised : 

'  '  Xo,  I  Ml  not  forgive  him.  He 's  a  wilful  boy,  and  has  disobeyed  me  thrice  in  this 
matter.  He  has  sho^f^'n  himself  a  child  of  the  devil,  and  he  must  go  oat.  He  is  no  son 
of  mine,  and  this  is  his  home  no  longer  1 ' 

*  *  Nay,  William,'  pleaded  the  tearful  wife,  *  he  is  our  only  child.  Do  not  turn  him 
away,  but  forgive  him.    Uo  is  wayward,  but  not  vicious.    Vears  and  ktodness  will  oool 
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lii^  fi-rv  iifitiin-,  nii'l  fj»:  w!Il  }»«•  a  hN.-i^ini:  in  *nir  «fl«l  ap*.  <Ioii  will  nn?  learp  Viiin ;  we 
fiiiMt  iii»t.  Th'-  :u-'  rii:iy  I."  li>  ruMi,  iinfl  plant  :«iirTi»w  in  diirolil  ht-ar?**  U*r  hfv.  Our 
."^w  I'll  i;  \Mi-  t"r>:i\iii::.  Wh.m  wi,'  imd  ili>:  r.-itriif^t  u-iiiii:iii  Iji*!  litT  lr.inil  p-iiily  nn  the 
uriii ''f  the -"Til  ii::tri  lj»:f"ii:  )i4.r,  *aii(l  nliuuM  iv*.*  imi  bear  loiiju'irr  wiiti  ihe  uiily  one 
iriw  K'ff  11"? ' 

*  *'\'ru)\t\  uit"  not,  wnrunn !  Vmir  in'ither'*  li«'arl  tlinjr^  wickflly  to  an  unwnrthy 
\i\ii\.  Til'-  h'»y  lisi-*  wari'li-n*'!  fr-iin  tli»*  f'lM  mA  mir  IiiMrtli->idf,  aii«l  ^niiirht  iiili-rcniirse 
ivitli  till-  uii<;i)(llv.  Jlir  i«  ln^t,  but  (ruii'i  will  hi:  iloiie.  I  iiiu-t  noi  >)ir!iik  ;  fi>r  we  read 
thai  it'  till- <-v*' oH'iii'l,  wr  ii>>r'>t  {ilnr.-k  ii  out.  Ai>'i:kii  \a  fli;tt'rmin<'<l  tn  inflict  di^f^race 
iifiMii  ii<*  aii'I  till-  <-li(ir<-li.  Hi.**  [iiiiii*li  is  tilicil  with  ciir^iiiL"*,  und  lii:*  lii-art  with  distibe- 
*\u'.\\**',  un<l  I  fan  liarli«>i'  iiini  ti<«  nMiP.*.' 

*  *  I'.ut  it  flu-  priifli;,Ml  >h'Hi|il  r«-iiini,'  rmiiiirMii-il  tin-  nmv  ui,T]iin«r  luntlicr,  'yon surely 
nmild  w«l''«iiin'  him  t-i  «iiii'  Ii'jMH'?  ' 

'  '  l-!n<iiii;h  III'  this,  M  \i:r  ;  it  is  wr  iM^  To  n-pinr.  It  !.<«  nrdrrcd  that  our  child  bbould 
hi-  f-:i>i  oiii  IVniii  aiJiiiDi;  ihi-  ri^ht4-oii-,  and  il  is  oiir-*  tu  :>iihiiiii.' 

'  Th<-  iiii:.'«-l-hi-aMi-d  iii«>:li«-r  i\iiit]il  h:i\'-  ."till  y\v:\t\  t^r  IttT  wayward  Ifiy,  Ynit  she 
|ii'.I.i-d  in  thi-  liii-i'  (A'  ihi-  "iiTti,  ti-arh->^  taihiT.  and  with  a  f{iiivi>rinLr  lip  tiinu*d  ixwiky  to 
v,fi-|i  ii^  only  a  iiinlhiT  U'-i-jf^,  and  l>-tt  thai  Iniwnint;  man  to  walk  lii.n  sitiidy  with  tt  tinii 
tM':id  anil  :i  (■■•iiiiin— -'-d  lip. 

*  Kld«T  S\>iiKii  w!is  :i  rhri'-lian  "f  in-n  iiionlil.  Nn  pciinnri-dnin^r  monk  wafi  ever 
ni'iM'  i-\:i(i  and  ri^rid  in  ihr  y.t'iX'^ >\\\ii.\\*\'  '.\  hi>  i>-]i>;iiiii'«  dntii-<i,  and  nmn'  uidVirgivin^ 
tir.\:.rd  th»'  wavwiird  anil  uiiL"dl;..  M-  I  .i'k«-d  ujitiii  iln*  h-ast  ^in  wilh  no  iKyrt'c  tif 
:dlM\\:iii(>>,  and  f'l-lt  it  'i  i-i]i::iM  duty  tn  h*-:i]i  ili<>  tim-i-^t  nindi'iiin:ili<in  upon  uli  who  did 
n-il  M|iiar<'  hy  lii-*  >1aiiilarii  >>l  tailh.  Ili^  wa;*  u  ca-^:*ir«in  eivi'il,  unyii'ldin^  and  unfor- 
;;I\iri'.'.  II''  w:i«.  (iiimi  |iiT.««i-«ufiir  ot"  :lif  saint.'s:  hut  now  a  niini>li'r  of  thi-  p^^poI,  who 
ih-:ilt  iiidv  in  I  he  tii-n-i>,  r«-d  iniapTy  nf  Ih-II  and  its  tornirnt^.  in  hi.x  Sablxilh  niinistra- 
tloii-t.  ||i>  iirM-r  s]iok4*  t>t'  till-  Iovl*  of  th<>  child-liki'  Swkm  k,  nor wi>pt  us  that  Savioib 
ivrnt ;  n<\«-r  fiii%'a\i':i"»  that  Swioi  i:  f  iiyjivr.  Ih*  ni'ViTsinih'd;  but,  ii>hl.  {>assti)nle:$>!>| 
iiiiM  .sii-iii,  ^tiKid  Ilk*'  an  anu'i'l  with  a  fhi'iiiiiL'  sword,  to  drive  out  the  erriu^  for  ever; 
iii'Ai  r,  ld;i'  the  ini-«-k  Ui.ni.i.MKi:,  tn  f>>r(:i\<'  an<l  ])ar-diin  on  the  cross,  and  widcoiMC  tu 
li(M\i-ii  the  pra>iii:r  ami  priiitcnt  ihirf.  He  w:i>  e\i-r  dark  and  furhiddinir,  and  his 
.Hi'i'nii<n'4  well-  ever\\»»Aeii  with  the  s^iinhre  ti-vtnre  of  efrrnal  wr.ith.  Tlieniihl,  winninj; 
li^hi  of  iiur  I  ill  >-«<•<  I  n'liL'i"n  ni'\i-r\\iiriiii"l  i.rirratliated  his  diirk  nature.  Ho  eMtcomcd 
jiiy  and  l.iiii:hliT  a  .-in,  and  ]ia-.T»l  :inniM';  hi',  penpli'  \\{\\\  a  rountenance  tts  rij;id  and 
unlii-MdiiiL''  a."*  thou;:h  no  liiMit  tlirohhrd  oeiuMth  that  slnlid  .«»urfae<'. 

•Siii-h  W.I.N  the  fathiTiif  Ai.iia.n  SwiiKit,  fur  whom  the  nn>ther  plead  in  the  bi'f^n- 
n:n;r  I'f  lhi-(  ehapler.  The  mmui;;  hioki-il  upon  him  witli  awe,  but  not  nith  love  and 
leniTatinn.  Thfre  was  notliin;;  in  hi-  inanni-r  or  r'»nvi  r-atinn  to  win  Ihc  ufl'ection  of 
the  \outh,  <ir  tti  altraet  them  toward  him.  From  the  h:dl-]ilay  or  (lie  rin^;  he  turned 
away  with  a  frown  and  a  siirh.  Hi.-  jirayers  wi-re  ever  «if  u  chilling;  Holeniniiy,  and 
lin-alln  il  only  deiiunriation-*  ML'ain-t  the  imiii-niteiit.  And  in  tlieehaiiiberof  the  (lyinff, 
hi'  never  wore  that  smile  of  hn]"'  and  iaith.  whieh  burns  like  a  beaoui  above  the  hilrnt 
wa".Ns  1,1  a  ^hllrl•ll•-"*  nemn.  rhiii|hiii>d  shrunk  away  in  whi.-]>ers  fnuii  that  cloudy 
bri-w.  and  hn-h'-tl  tie-  lanu'hliT  nf  it'.  jny>. 

*  We  ni'ed  not  detail  the  hi'<tory  i>f  an  edueation  at  .such  a  hearth,  and  hy  such  a 
teai'her.  His  tre.itmeiit  of  his  funily  «-hiHed  i-irrv  warm  imnul-e  <d"  his  ehildrcu,  and 
t;r.i;:h'  thi'in  thai  all  earthly  J>iy  wa-  a  >in.  AH  but  one  ot  his  ehildren  hud  paS.<>cd 
iiw.-iv,  bui  the  iron  man  ne\er  wept;  it  would  have  Ixvii  sinful  to  have  wept  uver  the 
prn\  iileiwe  nf  (ton! 

'.\nd  sn  thi"  mothiT  wept  alniie  in  liiT  heart  and  chamber  over  the  wastinir  of  Iicr 

id  ds. 

•Thus  .\inii.ii  Sm  iiKii  trrew  ujj  to  i-arly  nianhtioil.  Inokinj;  upi»n  his  home  an  a 
pii-.iii-hoM-e,  and  his  t'ather  as  u  stern,  hard  keeper,  ami  ujion  the  world  as  a  bright 
Il  aim  whieh  lured  lorn  tu  plea».un's  he  eould  nut  enjuy.  Kven  the  nlo^t  inmicent 
ntiio-i  Hirni>  i>f  ehddiiiKid  Were  di-n:i-d  him.  The  tide  of  younuf  life's  buoyancy  was 
fruwui  il  bai-k  to  its  f.umtain.  where  if'.  peiiiMip  >tren;jih  stru^ijh'il  against  llie  imnatU" 
ral  and  unrea.-nnabie  re-traiut.  The  Ihule  and  the  eateehisui  wen*  the  <»nly  books;  the 
rml,  tlw  ili-\il,  and  pi-nlitii»n.  the  only  motives  in  lite.  The  re.»»ul:  of  such*  a  system  of 
trainioF.  upon  a  liery  nature,  neo«l  not  be  told.  Ai.kuho  inherited  nil  bis  fathy'r'rt  flrm- 
ne-s,  wiio  the  buoyant.  Mumy  nature  of  the  tnother.  His  heart  was  full  «)f  the  8un- 
ithine  of  life,  and  td' the  iiidiility  of  maiduHid.  He  turned  kindly  to  evor^' one,  and 
eam'ily  snu^ht  tin'  plea-ant  assoeiations  of  youth.  He  was  frank,  iiniiulHive,  and 
;r,>iienius:  and  from  ii  eohl  ami  umMinirenial  home,  turned  invtduntarily  to  catch  the 
>UM-shiiie  he  found  UMt  at  hi>  own  hearlh->ide.  Thus,  .-tep  by  step,  wilhout  dreaming* 
of  w  iMOir.  he  eros'.i'd  the  tir-t  eireles  K^i  \outhful  plea.-ure.  Insleiul  of  striviny;  to  make 
home  pleasant,  and  to  blend  insirueiiviu  with  umusement,  the  father  was  harshlr  atem 
and  nnfor^ji^  lujj.' 

This  *  pious'  older  l)o:its  his  son,  drives  him  from  liis  lioinc,  is  cruel  to  his 
luotlicr,  but  at  the  same  time  *  keeps  clean  the  outside  of  the  platter/  and  is 
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considered  an  *  exemplary'  Christian.  Whip  us  such  *  Christianity ! '  In 
the  foregoing  extract,  we  have  given  what  strikes  us  as  the  best  specimen 
of  *  composition '  in  the  book ;  and  with  this  *  act  of  justice,'  we  take  our 
leave  of  it. 


Crtstallixe,  or  thb  HetRESS  OF  Fall-Down  Castle,  A  Romance.  By  F.  W.  Suel- 
TON,  Author  of  'Salander  and  the  Dragon,'  •  Hector  of  St.  Bardolph's/  etc.  In  one 
vohune:  pp.250.     New-York:  Charles  »Scriunbu. 

A  I'UKELY  imaginative  and  very  charmingly- written  romance  is  *  Crystal- 
line.' It  will  enhance  the  already  high  reputation  of  its  author.  "We  have 
followed  the  little  heroine  through  all  her  reverses  and  triumphs,  with 
unabated  interest ;  but  it  is  not  our  purpose  to  let  the  reader  into  her  secrets. 
AVc  prefer  that  he  should  gather  them  from  the  book  itself;  and  if,  when  he 
arrives  at  the  end,  he  ascertains  that  the  closing  incident  has  been  employed 
before,  he  will  nevertheless  find  that  genius  has  clothed  the  story  with 
\mwonted  charms.  The  style  is  singularly  gi-aceful  and  winning;  in  proof 
of  which  we  quote  a  single  passage,  all,  unfortunately,  for  which  we  can 
find  present  space : 

'  In  Cuvstallinb  there  was  a  remarkably  developed  sentiment  in  one  so  young.  She 
had  an  affection,  and  that  of  the  tendcrest  kind,  which  engrossed  her  thoughts,  and 
imparted  a  certain  hue  to  all  her  conduct.  Nay,  it  might  have  been  the  secret  influence 
HO  luipressinfij  her,  as  to  have  excited  a  just  alarm  in  the  breast  of  those  to  whom  she 
was  dear.  l*erhaps  you  may  not  understand  the  idea  exactly,  but  if  I  refer  to  an  erotic 
tendency,  even  that  is  not  a  thing  unknown  at  such  a  tender  age.  But  this  has  no 
reference  to  the  subject.  A  holier  feeling,  ncrhups  the  less  unusual,  but  still  true,  had 
taken  possession  of  her  mind,  and  actuated  her  from  day  to  day,  wherever  her  steps 
were  turned ;  and  this  had  sprunp:  up  without  fosterinff,  without  observation,  like  a  true 
instinct  of  the  soul.  In  the  ancient  tower  of  the  castle  she  had  a  furnished  apartment 
of  her  own,  to  which  she  was  wont  to  retire  at  will;  a  place,  by  reason  of  its  solitude 
and  desolate  situation,  entered  by  no  intruding  step,  and  where  she  kept  those  treasures 
which  children  sacredly  preserve.  But  if  vou  had  privilege  to  enter  there,  it  looked 
like  no  baby-hcmse  of  a  little  girl.  Its  walls  were  hung  with  needle-work,  and  many 
specimens  of  the  art  of  delicate  embroidery  which  were  made  long  ago,  with  blisterecl 
pictures  rescued  from  some  old  garret,  but  preciOus  still,  with  many  fanciful  lists  of 
ancient  tapestry,  scissored  out  an)und  the  spots  where  the  moths  had  made  great  havoc ; 
while  on  a  liigli  and  slender  toiIet>table,  covered  with  purest  and  tiuest  linen,  was  placed 
♦he  "Word  of  God. 

*0h!  consecrated  tower!  —  if  ever  a  spirit  hovered  around  that  ancient  castle,  it 
seemed  to  dwell  there  still  among  the  ruins.  Into  the  windows  the  vines  insinuated 
their  green  tendrils,  and  birds  built  their  nests  about  it,  and  oft-times  voluntarily  encaged 
themselves  in  the  little  room.  It  was  a  lovely  spot  after  you  had  once  reached  it  by  the 
fatiguing  stairs ;  for  underneath,  the  river  glided,  and  the  vale  wound  between  the  lofty 
mountains,  and  over  a  thousand  acres,  without  an  intervening  fence  or  hedge,  the  wheat 
waved.  Fai-  be  vond,  vou  could  behold  the  sea  and  its  white-capped  breakers,  and  the  sails 
of  ships  ploughing  the  deep;  for  this  chamber  was  in  the  uppermost  part  of  the  tower. 
The  lower  rooms  were  occupied  by  the  farmer  and  his  wife.  Crystalline  had  among 
her  treasures  a  little  cabinet  of  rose-wood,  kept  sacredly  locked,  and  it  contained  a 
miniature  of  ivory,  set  in  a  plate  of  gold.  Sometimes  she  would  gaze  upon  it  for  hours 
in  silence,  and  seemed  to  pass  into  another  world ;  and  then  she  would  pass  to  that  part 
of  the  castle  where  (he  chapel  had  once  been,  and  stand  till  poor  iVNNKTTB  was  sent  to 
call  her  home.  And  this  was  the  picture  of  little  Ralph,  her  brother,  who  died  before 
she  was  born,  and  who  was  buried  in  the  vault  beneath  the  chapel,  a  ruin  amon^  ruins. 
It  indicated  a  i>eculiar  organisation  to  have  formed  an  attachment  so  intense  Tor  one 
whom  she  had  never  seen,  never  known,  and  the  impress  of  whose  moral  features  had 
not  been  made.  She  did  not  love  the  memory  of  her  brother ;  that  could  not  well 
be :  she  loved  her  brother.  For  her  he  had  never  died ;  and  she  had  developed  by 
degrees  an  imaginary  form  and  character  suitable  to  those  lineaments  on  which  she 
loved  to  giiice.  lie  was,  in  fact,  her  play-mate,  her  companion,  the  co-occupftnt  of  her 
tower,  her  twin-spirit,  growing  up  together  with  her,  linked  to  her  by  some  angelic 
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bond.  Her  smiles  were  rcfloded  from  his,  her  crhulncss  was  borrowed  fmni  anothN' 
spht'iv;  in  J  he  ^ovc  and  in  ihc  franicn,  she  wulKed  tocet  her  with  him.  Yet  how  ac- 
c\)mit  l':ir  this,  when  the  knight  m-ver  opened  hi--  lips  iibdut  his*  son?  only  the  mother, 
when  slie  >hn\ved  the  picture  to  ('nYST.vM.iXE,  hud  only  told  her  that  she  hud  a  little 
brother  in  the  >'kies.  jhit  the  manner  of  hid  death  ^he  mentioned  not;  Khe  made  n^ 
::llii.si('n  to  The  eurtain  of  blood.  Fnun  the  moment  that  she  possessed  this  knowled^, 
(.Ikyspam-ink  was  like  a  ehild  who  px-s  thnnijrh  winding  allies  and  walks,  scekinp:  dili- 
crenily  for  hi.-r  ]ilay-mate,  and  calling;  him  <iften  by  name ;  until  ut  last  by  the  hyuciuthine 
border-*,  she  liihls  him  with  exeei-diuy:  joy,  and  they  wander  ever  ntU*r  throug'h  the 
sweet  ;r.ir«lon,  h:uid-in-hand.  l^nj^hrined  in  his  transparent  ftirm,  and  fmdinfr  purity 
on  eariii,  ihis  hraveidy  mes.sen^^cr,  if  sneh  he  w««re,  nnist  hare  dearly  k)ved  his  mortal 
sister.  For  in  Iht  fves  beanuMl  fortli  the  c.ilm  exjire.ssi(m  of  requited  passion;  a  pas- 
sion siiL-h  as  common  lovers  never  know.' 

AVe  coimnencl  *Cuy<talmni:'  to  all  Diir  readers,  *  here,  there,  and  clse- 
wlK-re,'  as  a  little  work  whose  purity  of  style  ami  diversit}'  of  incideut  will 
amply  reward  perusal. 


Tiii:s.vrnrs  OX  ExfiLi^ii  "Word-i.  Ily  Ti-.tkr  Mark  Kuoi:t,  Author  of  the  *Bridpewater 
Tria;i>e on  Anim<d  and  Vegetable  Tin siohijry,'  t-tc.  Uevise<l  and  edited  by  Uarxabaji 
,*^KAi:s  J>.]>„  t?iTn.'tiiry  of  the  Ma.-s..'("Iius(tts  Hoard  of  Kduealion.  In  o'ucTolume: 
pp.  •'t'i".     IJosion  :  UoVi.o,  Kknoam.  am>  Jiivcor.N. 

Ir  til'.'  reader  ha>  ever  srtt  aivl  K-vraU'hed  his  head  in  the  vain  pursuit  of 
a  word  which  should  he  tli..'  sviuv.wm  «»f  S'Mjm'  other,  and  so  avoid  that 
tinplr'i>lii2  fvattire  in  literary  (Minpt'siiion,  ni)etition,  he  will  welcome  the 
vohuno  hefore  us  as  a  wv^rk  whifli  siipplies  a  very  important  dcRideratum. 
It  is  the  lh\st  work  of  its  kind  that  has  aj^peared  in  the  history  of  our 
hmgtia.ire,  and  in  the  completeness  of  its  jilan,  and  the  fidlne.ss  of  its  details, 
leaves  little  to  he  desired.  The  Auu-rifan  editor  does  not  claim  too  much  for 
it  when  he  rLinarks,  that  it  may  be  taken  up  advantageously  by  tlie  student 
i.f  Kuirlish  composition  as  an  auiple  vocabulary,  famished  for  his  especial 
usi'.  '  Tlic  hody  of  our  nohle  lanpiajre  is,  in  this  invaluable  manual,  anato- 
mized, as  it  were,  and  distributed,  not  tnider  any  merely  philological 
niTaii/enient,  connected  with  the  mechanistn  and  structure  of  language,  but 
clas<iiied  hy  the  wants  of  tlie  mind,  with  reterencc  to  the  purposes  of 
e\prersi()n,  and  the  actual  demands  of  written  or  oral  communication.*  The 
j)urp'»se  of  an  ordinary  dictionary  is  siinjjly  to  explain  the  meaning  of  words ; 
the  ohji.ct  of  the  voltimc  under  notice,  however,  is  exactly  the  converse  of 
(his;  tlu'  idea  being  given,  to  ilnd  the  word  or  words  by  which  that  idea 
;nay  ho  mo^t  iitly  and  aptly  expressed.  For  this  ptirpose,  the  words  and 
phras.-  (^f  the  laniruage  arc  classed,  in  ft  according  to  their  sound  or  their 
orthography,  hut  strictly  aecording  to  their  signitlcation.  It  is  to  those  who 
are  sti-ugi»ling  with  the  difiiculties  o^  composition,  tliat  the  work  before  us 
holds  out  a  helping  hand.  *  The  assistance  it  gives  is  that  of  furnishing  on 
every  topic,  a  copious  store  of  words  and  jdirases,  adapted  to  express  all  the 
reoognizahle  shades  and  modilications  of  the  general  idea  under  which  those 
words  and  phrases  are  arranged.  The  inquirer  can  readily  select,  out  of  the 
ample  coUeetion  spread  before  his  eyes,  those  expressions  which  are  best 
suited  to  his  purpose,  and  which  might  not  have  occurred  to  him  without 
such  assistance.  In  order  to  make  this  selection,  he  scarcely  ever  need 
engage  in  anj-  critical  or  elaborate  study  of  the  subtle  distinctions  existing 
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between  synonymous  terms  \  for  if  the  materials  set  before  him  be  sufficiently 
abundant,  an  instinctive  tact  will  rarely  fail  to  load  him  to  the  proper  choice.' 
The  matter  is  clearly  classified  and  arranged,  and  tlic  work  carefully  printed. 


A  IIiSTORT  OF  Illikoia,  froiD  its  Conimcnoement  as  a  State  in  1S14,  to  ist7.  CoDtoin- 
ing  a  full  account  of  the  Black-IIawk  "War,  the  Rise,  Profjress,  and  Full  of  Mormon- 
ism,  the  Alton  and  Lovejoy  Riots,  and  other  important  and  interesting  events.  By 
the  late  (Jov.  Tuomas  Ford.    Chicago:  S.  C.  (jriugs  and  Compast.    New -York: 

IVISOX  AND  PniXNET. 

Tins  volume  is  introduced  to  the  public  by  Gen.  Jamks  Shields,  who 
informs  us  that  the  author  resided  in  Illinois  more  than  forty  years.  After 
practising  the  legal  profession  for  a  considerable  period,  he  was  elected  an 
Associate  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  State,  and  discharged  the 
duties  of  that  responsible  station  with  distinguished  ability.  Lie  was  then 
chosen  Governor,  served  in  that  capacity  four  years,  retired  to  priv«ate  life, 
and  died  in  1850,  leaving  this  IJislory  to  be  published  for  the  bendit  of  his 
orphan  children.  It  will  be  seen  from  these  statements,  that  Gov.  Foiu) 
enjoyed  rare  facilities  for  the  preparation  of  his  work,  and  it  is  not  surpris- 
ing that  it  should  be  one  of  absorbing  interest 

The  reader  will  be  greatly  amused  with  the  account  of  those  non-committal 
judges  who  presided  in  the  earlier  days  of  Illinois.  To  avoid  giving  offence 
to  either  party,  they  left  every  thing  to  the  jury  without  comment  or 
instruction,  unless  expressly  called  for.  Tliis  trait  of  judicial  character  is 
timusingly  displayed  in  the  following  passage: 

*  I  KNKW  one  jndpe,  who  presided  at  a  court  in  ^iiich  a  man  named  Otieen  was  con- 
victed of  murder,  and  it  becaHie  his  unpleuAaat  duty  to  pronounce  uentence  of  death 
upon  the  culprit.  II?  cjilled  the  prisoner  before  him,  and  said  to  him:  *Mr.  Gkekn,  the 
jury  in  their  verdict  say  vou  are  guilty  of  murder,  and  the  law  says  you  ore  to  be  hung. 
Xow,  I  want  yon,  and  iUl  ^'our  friends  down  on  Indian  Creek,  tokoow  that  it  is  nut  J 
who  condemns  you,  but  it  is  the  jury  and  tlie  law.  Mr.  Gueex,  the  law  allows  you 
time  for  pn'paration,  and  so  the  Court  wants  t<i  know  what  time  you  would  like  to  be 
hun^?'    To  this,  the  prisoner  replied:  'Kay  it  please  the  Court,  I  am  ready  at  any 


happen  to  a  man  more  than  once  in  his  life,  and  you  had  better  take  all  the  time  you 
can  get:  the  Court  will  give  you  until  this  day  four  M'eeks.  Mr.  Clerk,  l(»ok  at  the 
nlmai\ac,  and  see  whether  this  day  four  weeks  comes  on  Sunday.'    The  clerk  looked  at 


^Yxiorney-ucnerai  oi  me  oiaie,  wno  nure  luierposeu,  ana  saiu :  :tiay  ii  picase  lue  \>uuri, 
on  solemn  occasions  like  the  present,  when  the  life  of  a  human  being  is  to  be  sentenced 
away  for  crime,  by  an  earthly  tribunal,  it  is  usual  and  proper  for  Courts  to  pronounce 
a  Dbrmai  sentence,  in  which  the  leading  fixtures  of  the  cnme  shall  be  brouf^^ht  to  the 
recollection  of  the  prisoner,  a  sense  ol  his  guilt  impressed  upon  his  wmscience,  and  in 


preached 

knows  he  has  got  to  be  hung  this  day  four  weeks.  Yuu  understand  it  in  that  way, 
Mr.  Grbe.v,  don't  yon? '  *  Yes,'  5aid  the  prisoner;  upon  which  the  judge  ordered  him 
to  be  remanded  to  jail,  and  the  Court  then  adjourned. 

The  book  is  neatly  got  up,  and  was  appropriately  published  in  Illinois. 
Wo  have  seen  no  history  of  any  of  the  newer  States,  tliat  possesses  more 
saatiricl  for  an  entertaining  work,  or  that  was  more  deftly  put  together. 
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'1*11  ten  the  Ifirer,  March,  ISMb 
*  Maijci!  I — The  *rnoiK-th'  of  March  in  this  climate  is  most  trying  to  the 
t'liifHTs  nrid  r-oiiHtitiitioiis  of  men.  I  think  that  it  is,  without  exception. 
tho  most  'Irtary  soasr^n  of  tlit  whole  j-car.  Kvcry  artificial  appliance  which 
jK<»p]<'  who  nrt'  '  well  to-<lo '  in  the*  world  can  command,  is  necessary  in  order 
to  Mj'Mlify  it^  disji^rroL-ahk-  rliaractr.T,  and  make  it  i>ass  away  with  any  degree 
of  fomloit..  Ti;:ht  iiou<cs,  dmihle  windows.  Liverpool  and  Anthracite  fur- 
MJH'i'S,  sf«  rini-nipfs,  flannrls,  rioaks,  oviT-(:«)ats,  shawls,  gloTej«,mitten8,  clogs, 
rtr.,  ar«'  most  needed  at  the  yvry  time  when  you  have  been  tempted  to  dis- 
poiisc  w  ith  their  nse.  Il  wants  the  sharp  and  stinging  atmosphere  of  winter 
whirh  irijikes  the  spirits  brisk,  and  arouses  all  the  physical  energies  to  meet 
it.  It  has  its  Miow-flakes,  but  they  are  soft  and  melting,  not  dry,  and  crys- 
lallint',  and  cieakin^;.  The  merry  sleigh-bells  arc  no  more  hung  about  the 
nerks  of  horses,  nor  do  the  latter  neigh  and  squeal  like  Mooded  colts,  as  in 
lh<'  I'Nliilaratini;  air  of  Januarius.  In  the  eomitry,  all  the  gutters  run,  the 
slush  ])i'netrates  \\\r  pores  of  the  linest  leatheV,  an<l  rises  above  the  uncom- 
tbrtabli'  i^mn  shoes  which  elinij:  tt»  the  feet.  The  mud  is  ankle-deep.  "Woe  be 
to  bin»  whose  d:iilv  walk  is  over  the  red  elav  of  the  *  Jarsies,'  which  sucks 
i»tr  the  sluK's  of  horses,  however  well  the  blacksmith  has  naile<l  them  down ! 
NVt»e  be  to  him  whose  habitation  is  on  a  romantic  hill-top  in  one  of  theriver- 

fi>wn<I     I  pai<l  a  visit,  on  ijivitation,  to  my  friend  C ,  who  lives  in  an 

elevated  position,  selected  with  a  choice  taste,  for  its  commanding  view  of 
rlu*  Hudson,  and  theoj>posite  Palisadoes.  ' 

*  It  was  t« sward  eveninir,  when,  in  company  of  a  timid  woman,  we  entered 
a  \eliii'le  which  liatl  seen  hard  usajro,  and  commenced  an  ascent  which,  for 
half  a  mile,  bnuight  back  a  fi>rciblo  reniembranco  of  the  terrors  of  Mount 
Hlanc.  o\\  ti»  say  the  lea<t,  of  the  dreadful  post -roads  over  the  Allegliany 
mountains.  It  rciiuireii  an  artistic  dodging  to  koc])  the  carriage  in  balance. 
It  jrroMued  painfully,  the  driver  rolled  upon  his  seat,  the  horses  strained  their 
nntsdcs  to  the  utmost,  and  more  than  once,  as  the  wheels  sank  deeply  in 
some  hiihlcn  guUev,  we  were  fain  to  clench  our  lists  spasmoilically  at  the 
•speedy  pro-ipect  of  being  sejmlchrcd  in  mud.  Arrived  at  the  top  of  the  hill 
in  satVty,  we  alight,  while  Jrur,  whose  abilities  had  been  taxed  to  the  very 
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utmost,  remarked  that  the  man  who  would  build  a  house  in  such  a  place,  was 
worthy  of  a  residence  in  Sing-Sing  prison: 

*  'Ah  I  few  can  tcll  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 
The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar/ 

It  was  as  a  preliminary  exercise  and  training  of  the  limbs,  no  doubt,  in  the 
noble  race  of  ambition,  that  my  friend  has  fixed  his  temporary  abode  as  high 
as  Crow's  nest  After  wo  had  got  up,  and  got  in,  and  became  refreshed,  and 
warmed,  and  hung  up  our  Totive  chaplets,  w^hat  was  my  surprise  to  hear  him 
propose  that  we  should  presently  descend  again  into  the  yallcy  to  attend  a 
lecture  at  a  country  lyceum !  Moreover,  a  thick  fog  began  to  distil  in  copious 
rain.  The  feat  was  resolved  upon,  but  it  looked  like  one  of  unparalleled 
rashness ;  and  what  motive  could  there  be  to  make  so  tremendous  an  effort? 
Were  not  lectures  a  drug  in  the  market  ?  Was  there  any  prospect  of  being 
treated  to  a  single  novel  or  original  idea?  None,  whatever.  Still  it  is  neces- 
sary to  stand  by  and  encourage  associations  of  the  kind.     We  moved  onward 

in  single  file,  four  in  number.     C held  the  lantern,  and  swayed  it  around, 

so  as  to  illuminate  a  tolerable  circumference,  leaping  from  tuft  to  tuft,  from 
log  to  log,  and  from  rock  to  rock,  and  from  ditch  to  ditch.  We  followed 
suit     At  last  we  reach  the  low-lands,  where  muck  and  mud  still  abound. 

*  But  after  all,  the  city,  with  its  paved  streets  and  municipal  regulations,  is 
not  a  whit  better  off  in  this  respect  The  little  sweepers  who,  with  bare 
legs,  ply  their  brooms  at  the  crossings,  and  stretch  their  supplicating  palms 
for  pennies,  alone  mimic  the  laborious  IIekcules,  who  could  perform  the  job 
of  cleansing  such  an  Augean  stable.  The  metropolitan  mud  is,  moreover,  a 
most  filthy  compound,  which  no  chemist  could  analyze,  except  into  its  con- 
stituent parts  of  decayed  potatoes  and  vegetable  things.  The  multitude  of 
smells  which  lurk  therein  or  hover  around  the  sepulchral  heaps  raised  up 
jocosely  to  the  memory  of  some  luckless  functionary,  are  destitute  of  names 
or  parentage.  No  one  can  find  out  what  begat  them,  or  whence  they  came, 
except  that  they  are  denizens  of  the  city. 

*  Hope  is  soon  dashed  by  despair  in  this  treacherous  month.  Warm  and 
genially  the  sun  shines  for  a  few  days,  the  skies  are  blue,  and  the  streets  arc 
thronged  by  gay  pedestrians,  and  in  the  exhilaration  of  the  feelings  produced 
by  such  a  change,  we  begin  to  say,  *  The  winter  Ls  past,  the  rain  is  over  and 
gone.'  Presently,  from  snow-mountains  comes  on  a  Wolent  and  most  exas- 
peratini?  easterly  wind,  cutting  you  to  the  bone  with  a  far  sharper  severity 
than  the  still,  zeronian  cold  which  we  might  think  intolerable,  and  howling 
over  the  earth  for  a  week  incessantly,  carrying  with  it,  through  the  streets 
and  thoroughfares,  clouds  of  dust  which  destroy  the  clothes,  fill  the  eyes, 
nose,  and  mouth  with  grit,  and  penetrate  the  pores  like  the  fine  particles 
swept  along  by  the  simoon  or  the  sirocco.  You  put  your  head  down  like  a 
camel  in  the  desert,  and  in  the  corner  of  a  street  you  stand  to  strengthen 
your  position,  as  a  ship  casts  anchor  in  a  gale.  In  the  broad  avenues  you 
see  the  yellow,  murky  cloud  advancing,  and  turning  your  back  as  an  obstacle, 
it  wheels  around  you,  and,  separated  into  columns,  rolls  on  till  it  shall  meet 
some  other  barrier.  Arrived  at  home,  you  must  change  every  particle  of 
dress  upon  you.    Your  linen  is  unfit  to  be  seen ;  your  cloth  must  be  thrashed 
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and  beaten ;  and  to  get  your  face  and  hands  clean,  and  make  your  finger-nails 
irreproachable,  and  your  locks  free  from  powder,  is  the  work  of  one  good 
hour.  That  being  done,  your  temper,  which  has  become  peevish  and  irrita- 
ble, is  perhaps  soothed  down  by  the  very  nature  of  cleanliness,  to  a  more 
amicable  and  Christian  condition. 

*  Small  elements  these,  however,  in  the  character  of  our  martial  friend. 
On  his  furious  wings  he  carries  the  sleet  and  peppering  hail ;  and  if  he  docs 
not  whiten  the  earth  again  with  immaculate  snows,  he  gives  you  ^ slush'  in 
abundance,  (slmJi,  which  the  very  name  expresses,)  a  little  softer  than  mud, 
and  a  little  thicker  than  molasses,  but  at  the  same  time,  as  it  is  mostly  made 
in  winter,  somewhat  colder  than  either.  This  slush  does  not  bring  into  play 
that  jud^rment  and  careful  foresight  required  in  the  process  which  we  call 
*  picking  one's  steps.'  In  a  muddy  region,  by  pausing  a  moment  and  looking 
before,  you  find  a  chip,  a  stone,  an  elevated  ridge,  a  dry  spot  whereon  you 
may  leap,  and  so  get  over  a  nasty  spot  to  the  opposite  brink  without  having 
your  boots  soiled.  But  the  surface  of  slush  is  a  dead  level,  almost  as  much 
so  as  that  of  water.  There  is  no  choice  to  be  exercised  in  crossing,  but  all 
you  have  to  do  is  to  pull  up  your  pantaloons,  if  you  are  a  man,  or  your 
8kirt<9,  if  you  are  a  woman,  fix  your  eyes  on  the  distant  shores,  and  cross  tlie 
ford  in  the  quickest  time  possible.  Take  your  course  in  a  direct  line. 
Whether  you  go  ankle-deep,  or  knee-deep,  is  immaterial,  or  at  least  doubtful. 
Your  business  is  to  get  over. 

*  When  sleet  has  been  dashing  against  your  windows  all  night,  you  fancy 
that  the  wind  will  veer  about,  and  that  the  next  morning  will  bring  a  change 
of  weather.  You  arc  not  wrong  in  that  sup])osition,  although  you  may  be 
disappointed  in  a  hopeful  anprury.  When  the  day  dawns,  it  will  not  be  known 
to  yo»i,  unless  you  creep  out  of  your  bed  at  mid-night,  ascend  the  house-top, 
and  carefully  wait  for  its  first  beams,  like  a  watchman  from  his  tower.  If 
you  remain  snoozinjr,  you  may  not  be  aroused  except  by  the  tintinnabula- 
tions of  the  most  clamorous  breakfast-bell.  As  to  a  change  of  wind,  there 
is  none,  except  that  apparently  there  is  no  wind.  In  whatever  direction  its 
impalpable  current  may  sweep  would  not  be  indicated  by  the  most  downy 
feather.  A  dense  fog,  such  as  might  come  from  a  smouldering  forest,  rests 
upon  land  and  sea.  You  can  almost  smell  the  smoke,  and  could  not  see  the 
face  of  your  best  friend  so  far  as  you  could  pitch  a  barley-corn  from  your 

thumb-nail : 

* '  Far  as  a  Utile  candle  casts  its  ravFi, 
So  shiiic8  u  guod  docd  in  a  nuuglity  world.' 

Thus  speaks  the  great  bard,  but  an  heroic  action  would  stand  little  chance  of 
admiration  if  it  shone  before  men  through  such  a  medium,  which  is  impene- 
trable by  the  most  vivid  light.  Ga.ses  are  surrounded  by  short-going  rays, 
extending  no  farther  than  the  spokes  of  a  wheel.  Boats  and  barges  move 
about  stealthily  in  the  river,  jostle  one  another,  or,  in  spite  of  the  scrutiny 
of  pilots,  ran  butt  against  the  wharves.  The  most  accomplished  pAUNrais 
is  as  good  as  stone-blind.  The  overhanging  vapor  remains  all  day,  and  the 
perpetual  sound  of  dripping  is  heard  from  the  eaves ;  but  at  mid-night,  if 
awake,  it  rhaps  you  will  once  more  hear  the  easterly  winds  howling  with 
such  ferocity  as  to  tear  the  slate  or  shingles  from  the  roof,  and  presently 
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comes  solemnly  boomiDg  on  the  ear  the  sounds  of  the  great  bells  in  the  iron 
towers:  Ose  —  two — three  —  four — five.    Fire!  Fire!  FireI 

*  No  articulate  voice  is  more  intelligible,  or  more  quickly  caught  by  the 
sharp  ear.  In  short,  all  the  elements  practice  their  greatest  mischief,  singly 
and  combined.  The  little  sparks  which  lie  among  the  ashes,  pretending  dead, 
rise  up  with  dazzling  wings,  and  with  the  swiftness  of  electric  fire,  flit  oflf 
to  some  ambitious  roof.  They  wake  when  all  the  city  is  asleep,  and  court 
the  wafling  winds,  rebound  against  the  asbestus  spots,  and  couch  them- 
selves in  nests  of  shavings,  or  dodge  among  the  sticks  of  pitchy  pine.  Their 
treatment  is  like  that  which  men  receive  —  respected  not  for  their  essential 
principle;  treated,  it  may  be,  with  profound  contempt  as  merely  sparks ;  but 
looked  upon  as  powerful  despots,  when  they  have  reached  the  magnitude  of 
(lames. 

*  Toward  the  end  of  the  month,  after  a  long  interregnum,  when  the  winds 
have  *  cracked  their  cheeks,'  come  two  or  three  genial  days  again,  and  the 
peach-buds  grow  plump,  and  the  pink-blossoms  begin  to  show  themselves. 
Better  for  those  who  love  the  pulp  of  fruits  and  luscious  juices,  if  they  would 
stay  behind,  else  they  will  turn  black,  and  fall  to  the  ground,  when  the  ponds 
arc  glazed  with  thin  ice  in  the  nones  of  April,  and  the  markets  will  be  im- 
poverished, and  the  tables  will  want  the  ruddy  cheek  of  Peach  to  blend  with 
golden  pears  and  purple  grapes  in  autumn.  But  if  all  this  is  in  a  complain- 
ing mood,  what  puts  a  man  in  a  more  unenviable  humor  than  in  an  exacer- 
bating, easterly  wind,  to  have  his  hat  rudely  knocked  from  off  his  brows  and 
rolled  away,  defying  all  his  speed  to  overtake  it,  until  it  lodges  in  a  filthy 
gutter,  or  is  crushed  beneath  a  cumbrous  wheel,  and  all  the  while  spectators 
watch  the  race  with  outright  laughter,  or  with  smiles  unmannerly? 

*A11  sorts  of  diseases  now  abound.  The  spotted  and  speckled  form  of 
incipient  small-pox  walks  abroad  unconsciously  in  the  streets,  exhaling  its 
contaminating  breath,  and  darting  its  poison  into  the  lungs  of  the  jovial 
pedestrian,  who  knows  not  that  he  entertains  the  seeds  of  the  plague,  and 
that  the  portals  of  the  hospital,  which  perhaps  he  has  just  passed,  must  soon 
open  to  receive  him  in  his  loathsome  estate.  Scarlet-fever,  that  dread  enemy, 
comes  with  all  its  complicated  phases,  to  take  away  the  darling  child.  The 
milder  inea.sles  asserts  its  reign.  An  incomprehensible  mumps,  for  which 
there  is  nothing  to  be  done,  causes  the  glands  to  swell.  Belterated  and  hack- 
ing coughs  annoy  the  speakers  in  public  assemblies.  Lungs  are  inflamed, 
throats  sore,  noses  run,  the  eyes  weep  rivers  of  tears.  Many  complain 
wofuUy  at  night  that  they  have  a  *  bad  code  id  der  head ; '  they  take  a  dose 
of  molasses  and  vinegar,  commonly  called  *  stewed  Quaker, '  and  retire  dis- 
consolately for  the  night 

*  The  subjects  of  a  hectic  fever  look  forward  to  this  period  with  prophetic 
dread.  Now  the  pale  cheeks  become  more  wan,  and  the  limbs  feebler,  and 
the  eyes  shine  with  a  more  glassy  brilliance,  and  they  no  longer  reply  each 
day  in  hopeful  accents,  *  better,  better.'  They  betake  themselves  to  their 
beds,  never  to  leave  them  again  until  the  feet  of  those  are  without  who  are 
to  carry  them  away.  But  if  perchance  they  survive  the  cutting  blasts  sod 
cold  tempestuous  weather  of  the  season,  then  they  suppose,  alas  I  perhaps 
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with  too  much  confidence,  that  pale  Death  has  given  them  a  respite  until 
.sucirec'tlinp:  Mar  -h.  Cheerily  and  chirpinfrl y  they  go  forth  into  the  sun-shine, 
}in<l  fool  on  ail  equality  with  other  men. 

'  0  thou  i'lM,  cheerless, heartless,  and  inhospitable  month,  situate  midway 
betwixt  an  Arctic  winter  and  the  hlodniing  sprinp,  when  wilt  thou  pass  by, 
and  ceas'3  to  disappoint  our  kindlier  hopes?  As  those  who  through  a 
lengthenc'l  ni;rht  sigh  for  the  first  stnaks  of  the  coming  dawn,  we  wait  for 
sobbing  April,  and  the  advances  of  the  lovelier  May.  "Welcome,  ye  violets, 
faintly  hroatl ling!  0  for  the.  days  when  roses  bloom  again  with  wildest 
luxury,  ^md  honey-bees  begin  to  browse  through  fields  of  clover,  and  bobo- 
links sh.'ill  carol  on  the  wing,  and  when  the  heart  takes  up  the  exulting  song, 
*  The  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  has  come,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is 
heard  in  the  land  I  ^ '  f.  ▼.  ■. 


Anothkk  CiiArTKii  in  tuk  History  ()r  'Unh.e  Reuben.'  —  Our  entertaining 
V)iogr:ipher  ^as  furnished  us  with  another  instalment  of  the  history  of  that 
good-luartcd  man,  but  invetenite  old  joker,  *  Uncle  KErBEN.'  lie  must  have 
been  a  rjjrc  wag.  It  is  quite  easy  to  see  that  he  is  a  real  personage;  and 
doubtless  his  counterpart  will  be  recalled  by  many  a  reader : 

•  *  ITxn.E  I\i:rnKN '  was  not  nnich  of  a  poliiician,  nlthough  he  gonorally  voted  with  the 
Fcdernlisis;  but  ho  avouKI  oficn  *b«»li,'  ami  carry  the  town  with  bim. 

'A  county  «on:itor  was  to  be  n<miin:itoil.  Mr.  Dijakk,  a  rich  ond  unacnipiiloDS  man, 
was  th»'  candMlate  <»f  thirteen  of  the  twi'nty-liVo  towns.  *  Uncle  Keuben  '  had  personal 
know1e'1<;i.'  of  liis  dishonesty,  and  was  inditrnnnt  at  Mich  a  nomination,  solely  because 
he  employ od  nmre  men,  held  more  mortpip^cs,  and  ciuild  carry  more  voters  to  the  polls 
than  any  uiau  in  his  town.  Mr.  Pearson  was  his  rival ;  a  public-spiritod,  high-miDdcd 
ninn,  and  ciuinently  qualified  for  the  odico.  Ihit  Pkakson  wanted  one  more  vote  in 
convention  in  secure  his  nomination.  But  could  it  Ik*  procured  in  such  high  party  times? 
It  was  barely  p.»ssible.  When  '  UncK»  Rkj-hkn  *  declared,  with  moi%  warmth  than  usual, 
'//f  ff/f't^f  hii  '■'  if  I '  his  friends  considered  it  .settled.    They  Uliend  it  would  be  done,  for 

•  Uncle  KrruKv'  never  missed  the  mark.    But  tlie  canvasser  reiwrted  again  and  again, 

•  Tliirtrt-n  Duakk  men  to  twelve  Pkakson'  n)en.' 

'  •I-ncli'ItEi  hkn'  stood  h>okin^out  of  the  shi»e-sho])  window,  when  a  Drake  delegate 
came  in  sij^ht,  driving  his  loaded  team  toward  the  shire-town  where  Dr.vkk  resided. 

•  *  There  is  my  man  I  *  said  '  Uncle  U  Kinrv.*    *  He  loves  a  dollar  better  than  his  child. ' 
'Forth  went  *  Uncle  Kkibex,*  and  accosted  Mr.  S.vow. 

•  'To  the  shire-town,  Sir?  ' 

•  *  Yes,  Sir.' 

'  •'Well,  then,  could  I  get  you  to  do  a  little  errand  for  me? ' 

•  *Certainlv,  Sir.* 

•  *  It  is  n  small  matter,  but  what  is  rijirht  is  right.  I  wish  you  would  call  at  Mr. 
Drake's  couutinp-room,  and  get  a  small  l>alanceof  account  due  me  —  only  nine-aud-six- 
jicnce.  It  is  hardly  worth  funno  for,  and  my  neighbors  have  never  got  it  for  me.  As 
so<m  as  I  saw  you,  I  thought  you  was  just  the  man,  for  you  always  «/o  what  you  under- 
take. Mr.  Svow,  a  num  of  energy,  promptness,  and  perseverance,  is  my  delights  I 
l(»vc  to  shake  hands  with  such  a  man,  and  I  am  sure  you  can  get  the  nine-and-sizpcncc 
if  ant/  /•/"///  can.  ^Ir.  Drake  well  knows  I  have  no  book-account  to  which  I  can  swear 
in  court ;  but  tell  him  I  can 't  think  him  so  a  bad  man  as  to  take  advantage  of  that 
He  will  swell  up,  and  jday  bluff,  Mr.  Snow,  but  you  ^tick  to  him;  and  here  is  a  half 
dollar  if  you  will  faithfully  attend  to  the  matter.* 
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'Mr.  Snow  objected  that  nine-pence  was  a  plenty,  but  said  '  Uncle  Reubex:  ' 

'  *  You  do  n't  know  Mr.  Drake  as  well  as  I  do.  You  will  have  a  chance  to  earn  that 
money,  Mr.  Snow;  that  you  will,  Sir  — yes,  earn  it.' 

'Mr.  Snow,  with  n^at  energy,  promised  faithfully  to  do  the  errand,  and,  what  was 
more,  he  would  not  leave  the  shire-town  without  the  money,  unless  old  Drake's  purse 
had  the  *  empty  belly-ache.' 

'  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  walked  along  by  the  team,  praised  the  oxen,  and  worked  into  Mr. 
Snow's  good  graces  as  none  but  he  knew  how  to  do,  and  bidding  him  good-morning,  said 
he  would  set  up  for  him  as  he  returned  that  evening,  ns  he  should  be  anxious  to  have 
an  account  of  his  interview  and  success. 

'Mr.  Snow,  during  his  journey,  had  his  mind  almost  entirely*  upon  the  method  of 
approaching  Mr.  Drake,  and  what  he  would  say  if  he  demurred.  lie  had  a  hundred 
answers  to  imaginary  questions,  and  even  got  quite  excited,  and  gesticulated  vehe- 
mently as  he  walked  by  his  oxen.  It  never  occurred  to  him  that  *  Uncle  Reuben  '  had 
no  account  against  Drake  ! 

'After  he  had  disposed  of  his  wood,  he  sought  the  counting-room : 

'  Snow  :  '  Good-momin',  Mr.  Drake.' 

*  Drake  :  *  Your  servant.  Sir.' 

*  Snow  :  *  I  called,  Sir,  in  behalf  of  Mr.  Reuben  P ,  to  get  a  small  balance  you 

owe  him.' 

'  Drake,  {fhoughtfuUy :)  *  Reuben  P ?    Reuben  P ?    Mr.  Book-keeper,  look 

at  the  ledger.' 

*  Book-keeper  :  *  No  such  name  on  the  book.' 

'Drake:  'Haven't  you  got  into  the  wrong  pew,  Mr. ?    Where  docs  Reuben 

p live?' 

'  Snow  :  '  I  hope,  because  he  lives  ten  miles  away,  Mr.  Drake,  tliat  that  is  no  objection 
to  his  being  paid  his  just  due.' 

'Drake:  '  Certainly  not.    You  have  made  a  mistake.  Sir.' 

'  Snow  :  *  I  am  not  to  be  put  off  in  this  way.  Sir.    Mr.  P is  well  on  in  years,  and 

it  is  a  long  way  for  him  to  come  on  purpose  for  nine-and-sixpencc.  It  is  a  small  sum: 
but  what  is  right  is  right.' 

'  Drake  :  '  But,  Sir,  I  do  n't  know  any  such  man.' 

*  Snow  :  '  Well,  /.do;  and  a  finer  man  does  not  walk  the  earth.* 

'  Drake  :  '  I  dare  say  he  is  a  fine  man ;  but  what  and  where  is  his  bill?  Show  mc 
his  bill ! ' 

'  Snow  :  '  You  know  well  enough,  Mr.  Drake,  that  Reuben  P keeps  no  books : 

but  are  you  the  man  to  take  advantage  of  that  f  He  can 't  bring  his  books  into  court 
and  swear  to  them,  for  he  has  none,  and  that  is  a  sufficient  reason ;  .and  nine-and-six- 
pence  is  the  price  by  which  he  is  to  be  defrauded.    Let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  that  Reuben 

P docs  n't  treat  his  creditors  in  that  way.    No ;  the  veriest  rascal  in  Eden  ton  would 

be  ashamed  of  it,  and  so  ought  you  to  be,  Mr.  Drake.' 

'  Drake  :  '  Do  n't  you  insinuate  that  I  am  a  rascal.  Sir,  in  my  own  house ! ' 

'  Snow  :  '  I  ain't  to  be  skairt  at  bluster.  Sir,  and  I  shan't  leave  the  room  till  the  nine- 
and-sixpence  is  paid.  You  may  bet  high  on  ihat !  And  in  the  mean  time,  if  you  want  to 
'  fist  it '  a  little,  or  take  a  back-hug,  or  a  side-hold,  or  arms'-length,  I  am  just  the  man  for  it.' 

' Drake:  '  Well,  Sir,  just  step  into  the  street,  and  wo  will  settle  the  question.' 

'Whereupon,  Snow  stepped  into  the  street,  and  took  off  his  coat,  when  Drake  shut 
and  fastened  the  door.  Drake  then  appeared  at  the  window  and  told  Snow  that  unless 
he  drove  that  poor  old  horse  out  of  town,  he  would  have  him  put  into  the  pound,  and 
regaled  as  he  had  not  been  for  a  year.  Whereupon,  the  stopple  of  Snow's  temper  flew 
out,  and  all  the  violent,  saucy,  and  slanderous  epithets  he  could  coigure  up  were  hurled 
with  terrible  violence  toward  Mr.  Drake.  Some  of  Drake's  neighbors  said  it  was 
mostly  true,  but  the  nine-and-sixpence  remained  where  it  was. 

'  Now,  can  you  imagine  how  it  happened  that,  in  the  Convention,  Pkabson  hftd  the 
majority  of  one  f    Snow,  of  course,  voted  with  his  party. 

'  *  Of  course  he  did.' 
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*  WlicD  Pearson  was  elected,  and  bvthc  President  of  the  Senate  named  as  Chaimum 
of  the  'Cuminiftte  o/t  Acaniutif,^  a  very  undigniHed  sensation  was  produced  in  a  bodj  so 
august. 

*At  the  special  request  of  *  Uncle  IlErBEx/  Mr.  S.vow  was  'jumped,'  and  Mr.  Dbaee 
elected  a  member  of  'The  Trade-Sule  Company  *  as  a  *  reward  of  merit! ' 

'  Now  I  might  go  on,  and  tell  you  bow  it  happened  that  the  story  of  General  WAsn- 
ington's  death  was  circulated  long  before  it  happened,  and  how  divers  old  men  and 
women  were  bhocked  that  it  occurn^d  *  while  he  was  climbing  a  pine-tree  to  get  a  stick 
to  whip  his  negroes  with  I '  How  the  church-bell  was  tolled  by  witches,  and  how  many 
prayers  were  made  as  the  parson  entered  the  church,  and  what  extraordinary  courage 

*  Uncle  Kki'ukn  '  evinced,  by  going  inti)  the  belfry  in  advance  of  all  others,  and  cutting 
the  strin:  that  was  tied  to  the  clapper  and  a  thousand  other  like  stories. 

'There  was  a  cross-path  fn  m  the  county-road  to  *  Uncle  RerBEK's'  house,  which  he 
frequently  passed.  As  a  Mr.  Rose  climbed  over  the  fence  across  the  path,  he  placed  the 
bar  in  such  a  jtosition  that  it  would  easily  slip  out,  and  whoever  next  climbed  over  it 
was  sure  to  catch  a  fall.  Mr.  Rose,  however,  rcttiming,  forgot  his  own  joke  intended 
for  '  Uncle  REruKN,'and  was  victimized  himself.  *  Uncle  Reubex  '  ran  to  bis  relief,  and 
fearing  that  he  might  be  suspected  of  perpetrating  a  joke  that  hazarded  life  or  limb,  he 
utterly  denied  it.    Whereupon,  Mr.  Rose  owned  up  that  the  bar  was  set  by  himself  for 

*  Uncle  Rkubex.*  Mr.  Rose  not  being  injured  as  much  as  Was  at  first  feared,  *  Uncle 
Reuben  '  concluded  that  he  was  not  fully  paid  ft)r  his  wilfulness.  He  also  recollected 
that  he  had  sold  him  some  very  bad  herrings  for  a  very  good  price. 

'  Uncle  Rkkben  '  was  one  day  in  that  same  old  shoe-maker's  shop,  and  saw  Mr.  RosB 
close  to  the  door,  with  his  arm  in  a  sling. 

*  *  Xow,'  said  '  Uncle  Reiben,'  *  Mr.  Standish,  mind  your  eye.  Here  comes  a  rose  in 
full  blv>ssom.     Herrings  is  the  text.'     j  Kutr  A*ose.\ 

'  Rose  :  *  Sir,  your  most.' 

*  Rei  HEN :  *  Sir,  your  quite.* 

*  Stanoisii  :  '  Yes,  Sir ;  the  herring-fisheries  are  worth  more  to  this  town  thou  all  the 
capitation  taxes.* 

'Reuben:  'And  /w/.V  that  Mr.  Cobb  the  luckiest  man  you  ever  saw?  That  whole 
family  are  always  blundering  into  good  fortune.  Would  any  man  but  a  Cobb  ever  have 
thought  of  such  a  thing  y  It  makes  me  think  of  Lord  Dkxter  sending  warming-pans 
ts>  the  ludies  on  a  speculation.' 

*  Rose  :  '  What  are  you  talking  about,  gentlemen  ?  ' 

'SH'ANDTsn :  '  How  much  do  you  think  he  will  make  by  it  the  present  year  ^  * 

'  Kkuuen  :  '  Oh !  he  will  probably  make  more  this  season  than  any  hereafter,  for  every 
body  that  has  a  jHrnd  will  go  into  the  business.' 

'Standish:  'Well,  it  does  beat  the  Dutch,  and  the  Dutch,  vou  know,  beat  the 
d-1.' 

'  Ruse:  'And  what  the  d  —  1  are  you  talking  about V  Why  don't  you  enlighten  the 
rest  of  us  ? ' 

'  Reuben:  'Nothing  but  Mr.  Cobb's  herring  speculation.' 

'  RasE :  '  What !  Miller  Cobb  ? ' 

'Standish:  'Yes,  ves.' 

*  Rei- BEN :  *  The  select-men  of  this  town  say  he  will  clear  nine  thousand  dollars  thia 
year ;  and  I  should  n't  wonder  if  it  was  nearer  double  that  amount.  At  any  rate,  her- 
rings will  be  cheaper  after  this.' 

'  Rose  :  '  Gome,  now,  this  is  Greek  to  me.' 

*  Rkubkn  :  *  Why  do  n't  you  take  the  papers? ' 
'Standish:  ' Or  f^ot  up  earlier  in  the  morning?* 

*  Rose  :  *  Come,  out  with  it.' 

*  Reuben  :  '  Can  you  keep  your  tongue  still  ?  * 
•Rose:  '  Yes,  .S'*>-r-r .' ' 

'Reuben:  'Well,  Mr.  Cobb  has  made  a  great  discovery.  It  occurred  to  hun  that 
lucre  were  a  million  eggs  in  the  roe  or  spawn  of  a  single  herring.    He  therefore  Bared 
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all  the  roes.  Some  he  took  out  before  cooking,  some  after.  These,  with  some  old  her- 
ring, he  threw  into  his  pond.  Now,  it  is  not  known  whether  the  cooked  or  uncooked 
spawn  pnKluced  the  innumerable  herrings  in  his  mill-pond,  but  certain  it  is,  there  is 
not  a  foot  of  water  there  that  does  not  hold  many  herrings.  When  the  mill-wheel  goes, 
it  is  turned  by  the  weight  of  herring.  Boys  for  miles  around  come  with  their  bags  and 
baskets,  wade  into  the  water  up  to  their  knees,  and  throw  them  out  with  their  hands. 
Parson  Saundebs  says  it  is  a  miracle,  and  that  he  could  hear  the  flap  of  their  tails  many 
rods  from  the  pond.' 

'  Standish  :  '  Do  n't  yon  see  the  carriages  passing  to-day  more  than  usual,  all  going 
there?' 

*  Rose  :  *  Why,  yes.' 

'  REt'BEN :  '  I  never  would  have  believed  it  had  I  not  seen  it  myself;  and  Mr.  Cobb 
says  ho  should  have  thought  nothing  of  having  thrown  the  roes  into  his  pond,  had  he 
not  seen  and  heard  the  herrings  after  the  ice  had  thawed.' 

'  Rose  :  '  By  the  lord  IIabrt,  I  '11  go  over  there  this  blessed  day ! ' 

'Reubex:  'What!  — with  your  lame  arm,  and  in  this  drizzling  day,  when  you  can 't 
get  back  till  night-fall  ?  Goodness !  I  would  not  walk  four  miles  and  back  this  weather, 
for  all  the  herrings  I  could  carry.' 

'  Rose  :  *  By  gracious,  Mr.  Standish,  lend  me  that  basket ! ' 

*  Standish  :  *  Take  it  and  be  off,  and  remember  to  leave  half  a  dozen  herrings  at  the 
door  as  you  return ;  and  do  n't  blab  all  you  know  to  every  fool  you  meet.^ 

'Away  went  Rose  ;  and  when  he  came  to  where  the  pond  had  formerly  been,  not  a 
drop  of  water  was  to  be  seen,  for  the  stream  had  been  turned ;  and  it  was  literally  true 
that  there  were  herrings  for  every  foot  of  water  1 

'After  he  had  returned  from  his  wearisome  journey,  eaten  his  supper,  and  was  repos- 
ing soundly  in  bed,  at  eleven  o'clock,  a  heavy  rap  at  the  door  awoke  him.  It  was  a 
long  time  before  he  was  wide  awake  enough  to  go  to  the  door  and  let  in  the  visitor.  At 
last,  Paul  Brtant  gained  admission.  A  light  was  struck  with  the  tinder-box,  a  fire 
started,  while  Rose  was  shivering  in  his  night-gown. 

'  Paul  :  '  Important  business  only  would  bring  me  out  this  stormy  night,  I  assure 

you.    Now,  Mr.  Rose,  I  have  always  taken  you  to  be  a  friend  to  me,  and  I No, 

Mr.  Rose,  no  body  is  dead :  guess  again.    No,  nor  sick.    No,  nor  am  I  come  by  the 

command  of  the  sheriff.    But  ah  I  Mr.  Rose How  pale  you  look  I    You  won't 

hold  any  hardness  toward  me^  will  you,  Mr.  Rose?  Well,  I  'm  glad  of  that.  Now  be 
quiet,  and  I  'II  tell  you  as  soon  as  you  are  sufficiently  composed.  Do  n't  glare  at  me  so, 
for  Heaven's  sake  I    Shall  I  go  on,  Mr.  Rose  ?    Weill    I  came  through  this  hail-storm 

for  the  purpose  of  communicating  to  you No,  I  do  n't  want  your  wife  to  be  called. 

Yon  can  break  it  to  her  after  I  am  gone.  I  came  to  inform  you  that  you  was  elected  a 
member  of  the  Trade-Sa. '    {Ejoit  in  haste,'] 

'  Rose  :  '  Goodness  I  gracious  I  if  Paul  Bbtant  had  n't  gone  like  lightnii^,  that  flat- 
iron  would  have  hit  him  in  the  head  instead  of  knocking  the  panel  out  of  the  door ! ' 

'  I  might  go  on  and  tell  you  how  polite  Mr.  Rose  was  afterward  to  *  Uncle  Reuben,' 
and  how,  at  his  special  request,  he  met  him  at  the  blacksmith-shop  to  turn  the  grind- 
stone for  him  to  grind  his  saw^  and  how  bad  he  felt  when  the  smith  told  him  he  had 
concluded  to^^  it !    But  here  is  too  much  already.' 

We  have  taken  a  good  deal  of  interest  in  the  quips  and  quirks  and  eccen- 
tricities of  *  Uncle  Reuben.'  We  onee  knew  just  such  a  good-humored,  just- 
minded  old  wag,  when  wo  lived  in  the  country ;  and  when  he  departed  this 
life,  he  had  the  largest  funeral  *  ever  known  in  those  parts.'  Some  day  or 
another,  *  when  we  have  nothing  better  to  do,'  we  intend  to  attempt  a  sketch 
of  him  ;  but  doubtless  wc  shall  not  come  within  gun-shot  of  him,  be  was  *  so 
very  peculiar.'  In  fact,  *  none  but  himself  could  be  his  parallel,'  or  describe 
his  own  counterpart. 
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IlKMiM-rEvcKs.  —  Kccn  b!ows  the  c<^d  March  wind  without  the  sanctuin 
to-ni^rht.  and  hlinds  *  rattle  and  bang*  alon^  the  street  But  all  this  onlj 
makoii  it  the  more  cheery  iwthin.  Kvcn  the  cat,  as  she  lifts  up  her  head 
from  hf-r  extended  paw^i.  stretched  towarrl  the  glowing  grate,  seem^  to  *  pes- 
sfr^.i  !ii:rs»:lf  ill  jrr<-at  contontment,*  fts  «he  hears  the  wailing  of  the  fitful  gu8t& 
Well,  wi;  are  about  to  desert  the  sanrtum  ;  the  place,  reader,  whence  for  many 
y<'ars  we  have  sent  out  to  you  nurner«)us  messages,  and  received  dlTerse 
others  in  return ;  so  that  wc  have  come  to  seem  X.okiio\t  each  other, although 
v.  (:  liuv(;  never  met.  aiid  perhaps  never  may  meet,  on  this  ^de  of  the  grare. 
After  Ion;:  mefrofiolit.'in  liou^e-holdinpr,  we  are  going  to  enjoy  ^country-life 
within  «;«.,y  ri ty -reach '  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson;  and  if  our  hopes  do 
not  d<.«"eiv<.'  us,  it  will  not  be  long  before  we  and  *  those  whom  God  has  giTen 
w-C  A\'A\  be  enablrd  to  \sit  under  our  vine  and  fig-tree,*  amid  the  *  pleasant 
places'  rif  beautiful  Nature.  And  yet  it  has  made  us  sad  to-night  to  think 
of  }e.i>in;f  the  ^old  familiar  placi>/  where  so  many  precious  hours  baTc  been 
spent  or  niis-Hpent.  And  now  that  we  are  about  to  depart  from  all  town- 
sanr^lurns,  we  have  been  wandering  back  to  the  three  we  have  occupied  since 
we  rost;  to  the  dignity  of  a  *f:unily-m,'in  I'uida  house-holder/ and  all  the  events 
which  will  render  inetTHceable  the  memory  of  the  dwellings  of  which  they 
furnnd  fi  part.     Let  u?»  remember  ///<?»/</  t».>  you,  reader. 

If  you  plensr,  xve  are  in  II street,  on  the  east  side  of  the  metropolisL 

In  Jin  upper  chamber,  looking  out  by  two  windows  upon  long  rows  of  plea- 
sant gardens,  abutting  upon  eac^h  other  from  the  rear  of  two  streets,  is  our 
first  sanrtum.  It  is  a  cheerful  s))ot,  and  has  been  decorated  by  the  hand  of 
AH.  Paintings  and  engravings  adorn  the  wall.s  and  altove  all,  *it  is  m  cosy!  * 
That  V  what  nil  the  lady-visitors  used  to  ejaculate,  upon  entering  it.  The 
roof-;  (»f  the  whoh?  bloi-k  of  threc-storv  basement-houses,  of  which  ours  was 
one,  were  surroundt-d  by  one  entire  balustrade:  and  when  the  sun  bad  gone 
down,  in  the  hot  season  of  mid-.<unnner,  we  used  to  take  up  chairs,  and  sit 
in  the  cool  air  that  swept  over  the  bay,  and  read  the  evening  newspapers, 
interrupted  only  by  the  ])attering  feet  and  joyous  prattle  of  the  little  folk,  who 
always  used  to  be  with  ns  on  such  occasions. 

One  sultry  evenin;^  in  the  summer-solstice  —  while  we  were  engrossed  in 
the  perusal  of  a  new  and  interesting  work  by  Miss  Skugwick — one  of  the 
'wee  people*  aforesai«i,  a  little  girl  of  some  live  years,  scampered  with  an 
elder  sister  along  the  nearly -level  roof,  laughing  and  romping  as  they  ran, 

*  TriiNixG  to  mirth 
All  things  of  earth. 
As  only  childhood  can.* 

Presently  there  came  a  cnisli  —  a  jingle,  as  of  broken  glass ;  and  the  elder 
ol'  the  two  sisters  came  screaming  to  our  side,  with  wild  terror  in  her  eyes: 

M/ /drw  MUn  tltromih  the  nkf/-lu/ht  f    To  rush  down  the  three  inter- 

vt'ning  pairs  of  stairs  t<^  the  street  —  bringing  the  affrighted  mother  fVom 
ilie  nursery,  with  a  young  infant  t with  'no  expense  for  clothing^  at  that 
Lurried  moment )  rolled  up  in  her  apron  —  was  the  work  of  an  instant.     Into 
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which  of  the  neighboring  houses  had  she  fallen  ?  We  had  forgotten  to  look. 
How  frantically  we  rushed  up  the  steps  of  our  neighbors !  —  with  what 
agony  we  saw  that  the  blinds  of  some  of  the  houses  were  drawn,  the  door- 
plates  dingy — the  houses  locked  —  the  occupants  in  the  country !  At  length 
a  key  turned,  and  a  servant-girl  stood  in  the  door  with  our  little  girl  in  her 
arms ;  the  blood  streaming  from  her  face  and  temples,  and  her  great  dark 
eyes  staring  with  terror.  *  I  did  n't  mmn  to  do  it,  father ! '  was  her  first 
exclamation.  Dear  child !  —  as  if  a  thought  of  blame  could  be  in  our  hearts 
at  such  a  moment!  She  was  quickly  taken  home ;  and  the  first  thing  to  be 
ascertained  was,  whether  her  head  was  injured;  but,  beyond  a  cut  over  the 
eye-brow,  from  which  the  blood  flowed  profusely,  the  head  was  found  unin- 
j  ured.  '  Thank  God  ! '  was  our  united  exclamation  ;  *  after  all,  she  is  unhurt ! ' 
She  was  carefully  undressed  for  bed ;  but  in  doing  so,  her  left  leg  swung 
backward  and  forward,  like  tfie  pendulous  leg  of  a  doll.  It  was  broken  in 
two  places  above  the  kuea  How  the  surgeons  came  and  replaced  the  broken 
bones ;  how  the  little  suiTerer  lay  for  nearly  three  months  with  her  limb 
*  knitting'  with  pain,  in  a  surgical  boot;  how  at  length  the  bandages  and 
splints  were  removed,  and  it  was  found  to  be  as  strait  and  firm  as  its  ftllow; 
how  we  all  '  rejoiced  and  were  exceeding  glad,*  it  *  boots  not  now  to  say.' 
But  reader,  to  have  such  a  miracle  as  a  beloved  child  suddenly  precipitated 
thirty-six  feet  into  an  open  hall,  falling,  in  her  descent,  upon  two  bannisters, 
and  escaping  with  both  life  and  limb,  is  not  that  one  incident  sufficient  to 
make  a  dwelling  memorable  ? 

And  herewithal  comes  back  also  the  memory  of  the  dear  little  baby- 
brother —  so  bright,  so  lovely,  so  spiritual  in  his  transcendant  beauty,  that 
it  was  often  predicted  that  he  would  be  early  called  away  —  who  was  brought 
home  one  bitter  day  from  his  brief  sojourn  by  the  sea-side,  and  lay  in  his 
little  coffin,  his  hand.<3  cross-folded  upon  his  silent  breast,  and  flowers,  pure 
as  his  innocent  spirit,  bedecking  his  lifeless  form  : 

*  On !  these  are  recollections 

Round  piu*ent8*  hearts  that  cling; 
That  ming^le  with  the  tears 
And  smiles  uf  after  years, 

With  oft-awakening.' 

But  very  vivid  is  the  recollection  of  many  another  event  which  occurred 
there.  There  it  was  that  we  had  the  pleasure  to  welcome  two  *  new-bom 
babes ; '  it  wjis  there  where  *  many  friends  we  met,'  some  of  whom  *  are 
not,'  but  others,  thanks  to  a  good  God,  still  *  live,  and  move,  and  have  their 
being'  in  this  beautiful  world  We  recal  a  dinner-gathering  there,  the 
only  sadness  in  the  memory  of  which  is,  that  dear  friends  who  were  then 
present  have  gone  from  among  us  for  ever.  The  author  of  ^The  Sketch- 
Booh '  enjoys  a  sunny  life,  that  only  goldens  toward  its  setting;  the  biogra- 
pher of '  Oliveu'  and  *  Little  Nell  *  *  expands  and  bourgeons ; '  the  hand  that 
traced  *  Fanny  '  and  *  Marco  Bozarkis  '  has  as  cordial  a  grasp,  and  the  eye 
of  the  poet  is  as  bright  and  his  smile  as  genial  as  ever ;  he  who  wrote 
^Thanafop8i\'  WQ  saw  but  yesterday,  *in  the  fuU  strength  of  years ;  *  and 
the  beloved  bishop,  who  with  these  then  sat  at  meat  with  us,  still  *  goes  about 
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doing  pood  *  among  the  churches  over  which  he  has  been  made  overseer;  and 
the  quaint  and  refined  *  John  Watei{S,'  yet  in  active  life,  seems  no  whit  the 
older.  But  where  arc  If.  I.,  the  beloved  and  accomplished  artist;  S.  D.  D.^ 
the  old,  and  cherished,  and  generous  friend ;  D.  G.,  the  warm-hearted 
companion  and  eloquent  advocate;  where  H.  B.,  the  life-long  friend  of 
Geoffrey  Crayon — the  friend  of  all  who  knew  him  ?     *  Gone  —  all  gone  I 

But  these  reminiscences  have  so  multiplied,  that  we  must  resume 
our  thenio  in  subsequent  numbers.  The  wind  has  gone  down;  the  fire  has 
dwindled  low;  the  cat  got  up  just  now,  yawned  till  his  head  seemed  to 
be  turning  wrong-side  out,  elevated  his  back  to  an  acute  angle,  and  retired: 
and  now,  if  it  please  you,  ire  will  *  ruminate  bed-ward/ 


Gossip  with  Readers  ANd  CoRRESPONnENTs.  — Law-students  and  lawyers 
who  have  been  students,  will  smile  at  this  ^Sceae  in  a  Court-Room,^  where 
*  examinations  for  admission  to  the  bar*  are  going  one 

*  Examiner:  'Mr. ,  what  is  Law?  * 

'Stakti.ko    Stidext,   {atrlvihtj  to  nJhd  gcifftrtd    facfilfics:)    *Ijiw?     Law,  Sir, 

is { urnhr-totn. )  I  wonder  what  the  devil  law  l<t!    Law  is did  yon  ask,  Sir,  what 

lawis?' 

'ExAMixKB,  ('jetting  crujiti/:)  *  Ves,  Sir.' 

'  Staktlei)  Stidkxt,  (t/(ttln'7  wiU : »  *  Lnw,  Sir,  is  —  is  —  is  —  it  *«  a  rule.  Sir,  of  dvil 
conduct,  prescribed  by  municipal  regulations.* 

'Examiner:  'What?* 

'Startled  Student,  {in  agon'/,  awl  h^'otnlmj  dtupiratc:)  'A  rule,  Sir — oh  I  I'm  sore 
I  do  n't  know  what  it  is.' 

'Examiner,  (jt'dcmnhf :)  'What  are  treaties?' 

'  Staiitled  Sti-dknt  :  *A  treatise,  Sir,  is  a  book  —  it 's  judicial  reports  —  I  memn  reports 
of  judicial  decisions,  cnllect^Kl  together,  and  forming  what  is  called  unwritten,  or  com- 
mon liiw.' 

'Examiner:  'Atr/mty 

'Startlkd  Stidkxt:  *A  book,  Sir  I  —a  book,  Sir,  is  a  Cidlection  of  leaves  of  printed 
paper,  sewed  together,  and  when  pa>ted  to  a  thick  cover,  it  is  called  'bound/ and  when 
it  has  only  a  paper-cover,  it  is  denominated  a  pamphlet.  Sir.* 

'Examiner:  'Do  vou  intend  to  sav.  Sir,  that  trt.tt'ns  are  lx)oks?* 

'Startled  Stidext:  'Treatises  —  you  mean  treatises,  Sir:  yes,  Sir,  treatises  are 
books,  (./  li'jht  J'Hr/ci "//  In  tiilJi  I'd  ml  lid)  —  oh  !  you  mean  inatif  —  treaty  spelt  with  a 
'.</,'  nut  with  '/V<  .•'  oh  I  yi's,  Sir,  a  treaty  's  a  difloreut  affair.  A  treaty,  Sir,  refers  to 
the  law  of  nations ;  or  rather,  Sir,  it 's  p>t  something  to  do  with  the  law  of  nations  and 
war;  that  is  to  .<ay,  Avhen  the  law  of  nations  is  at  war,  then  the  treaty  don't  come  in; 
but  when  there's  peace*,  treaties  «;eneniUy  ensue.* 

'Examinkij,  i^Mtrrnbf :)  'What  is  a  summons.  Sir?* 

'SrAKTLKD  Stidknt,  [J\' ^h"j  Ifj" /''(I :)  'Oh  I  yes,  Sir;  a  summons  is  subscribed  by 
the  plaintilf  and  din>rlod  to  titc  defendant,  and  re(piirin{7  an  answer  thereof  within 
twenty  days,  or  else  to  he  h.irrod  thereby,  and  liable  on  said  contingency  to  have  judg- 
ment entered  up  ajqfainst  him.' 

' Examiner  :  '  What  is  a  comphiint  V  * 

'  Startled  Srr dent,  u/it/A'  ifiro.n'injt>l :)  'A  complaint.  Sir,  is  a  statement  of  tacts  : 
the  naiiio  of  the  court  is  put  up  at  the  top  of  the  page,  and  a  line  drawn  under  it;  and 
then  you  write  the  name  of  the  county,  and  then  draw  a  line  again;  and  then  there  are 
two  or  more  names,  frequently  more,  generally  put  with  a  flourish  on  one  side  and  two 


1854.]  Editor' a  TaUe,  529 

letters,  *  w.,*  between  them ;  but  I  never  knew  what  *  w.'  meant.    I  suppose,  however, 
it 's  a  mere  form,  and  is  probably  used  in  the  cose  of  a  formal  complaint.' 
'Examikkr:  '  How,  Sir,  would  you  commence  an  action  in  a  court  of  law?  * 

*  Student,  {radiant :)  *  Oh  I  Sir,  I  would  first  serve  a  siunmons  on  the  sheriff,  by 
leaving  a  copy  with  him,  and  making  an  aiiidavit  that  he  was  the  individual  known  and 
described  therein,  and  that  I  knew  the  same  to  be  the  same,  and  requiring  him  to  hold 
and  execute  the  same  by  demanding  a  delivery  of  the  property,  and  in  case  it  was  shut 
up  in  an  inclosurc,  if  there  wasn't  any  person  inside,  or  the  property  wasn't  delivered 
up  forthwith,  then  straightway  to  demolish  said  inclosure,  and  seize  the  same,  and  allow 
him  the  privilege  of  culling  in  the  *posse  coinitatuSf  although  those  words  always 
'knocked  me,'  and  I  do  n't  know  to  this  day  what  they  mean! ' 

*  ExAMiXEtt :  *  That  '11  do,  Sir  1 '  

We  honor  the  heart  of  Georcje  S.  IIillard,  of  Boston,  for  the  beautiful 
(although  unusual)  sentiment  embodied  in  these  remarks :  *  I  confess  that 
increasing  years  bring  with  them  an  increasing  respect  for  men  who  do  not 
*  succeed  in  life,*  as  those  words  are  commonly  used.  Heaven  is  said  to  be  a 
place  for  those  who  have  not  succeeded  upon  earth ;  and  it  is  surely  true 
that  celestial  graces  do  not  best  thrive  and  bloom  in  the  hot  blaze  of  worldly 
prosperity.  Ill-success  sometimes  arises  from  a  superabundance  of  qualities 
in  themselves  good ;  from  a  conscience  too  sensitive,  a  taste  too  fastidious, 
a  self-forgetfulness  too  romantic,  a  modesty  too  retiring.  I  will  not  go  so  far 
as  to  say  with  a  living  poet,  that  *  the  world  knows  nothing  of  its  greatest 
men ; '  but  there  are  forms  of  greatness,  or  at  least  of  excellence,  which  *  die 
and  make  no  sign;'  there  are  martyrs  that  miss  the  palm,  but  not  the 
stake;  there  are  heroes  without  the  laurel,  and  conquerors  without  the 
triumph.'  -  -  -  In  former  days,  when  Return  J.  Meigs  was  Postmaster- 
General,  he  had  occasion  to  address  a  letter  to  a  newly-installed  deputy,  in  a 
small  town  '  down-east.'  The  deputy  made  out  to  read  the  body  of  the  let- 
ter, but  could  make  nothing  of  the  scrawl  at  the  bottom.  After  puzzling 
over  it,  and  scratching  his  official  head  for  an  hour  or  two,  he  could  make 
only  a  peremptory  order,  ^Return  your  MiigsJ*  Ho  applied  to  his  predecessor 
and  to  all  the  justices  of  the  peace,  and  Quorum  and  Gustos  Botolorum^  the 
school-master  and  the  parson,  but  they  could  give  liim  no  satisfactory  eluci- 
dation of  the  new  order.  He  determined  to  take  a  journey  to  the  shire-town, 
and  there  to  consult  with  the  learned  lawyer,  who  was  the  post-master  of  that 
growing  town,  and  was  well  posted  up  in  all  the  rules  and  mysteries  of  the 
law  of  letterja.  Upon  stating  the  case,  this  able  civilian,  having  obtained  his 
reputation  by  never  being  at  a  loss  on  any  subject,  at  once  informed  him  that 
there  were  many  post-oflices  in  the  county  in  an  intermediate  state  between 
the  large  cities  and  the  small  towns,  and  in  which  they  had  not  quite  risen 
to  the  dignity  and  importance  of  having  regular  and  lixcd  boxes  for  indivi- 
duals, but  used  VLvgs  instead ;  and  each  man  had  his  designated  mug,  into 
which  all  his  letters  were  placed !  This  was  clear  and  satisfactory,  and  the 
deputy  returned  home  much  enlightened  and  comforted.  And  ever  after,  at 
the  bottom  of  all  his  quarterly  returns  he  added  a  *  nota  bene ; '  ^Ko  mugs 
■used  at  this  office!''  What  particular  construction  was  put  upon  this  oft- 
recurring  note  at  the  *  department,'  was  never  divulged.  -  -  -  *  Family 
Quarrels,'  as  a  general  thing,  do  not  form  what  is  termed  good   *  read- 
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ing  matter;'  but  a  highly  esteemed  correspondent  at  Auburn,  Indiana, 
has  sent  us  a  specimen  that  is  decidedly  *  rich.'  Mr.  George  Duowly,  '  an  in- 
jured man,'  sends  to  the  village  newspaper  a  long  communication,  setting  forth 
his  domestic  troubles,  his  wife  having  left  his  bed  and  board.  The  editor 
publishes  it  in  a  modified  form ;  whereupon  Mr.  Drowly  waxes  wroth,  and 
threatens  that  unless  the  whole  article  is  published  he  will  sue  for  a  return 
of  the  money  he  had  paid  for  its  insertion.  The  editor,  therefore,  gives  the 
communication  entire,  and  ^Tcrhatim^  et  literatim^  et  ftpell-ntim.'  Here  is 
the  conclusion  of  the  document ;  and  really,  there  is  something  very  touch- 
ing in  the  alhision  to  his  dying  child.  It  is  evident,  however,  that  *  whiskey,' 
that  bane  of  domestic  peace,  had  something  to  do  with  the  separation  : 

'For  the  first  few  mootlis  she  thought  i  was  an  anc^cl  then  she  thought  i  was  nothiofif 
more  thun  a  Common  Man  Next  i  was  afuol  and  did  not  know  any  thing  and  last  i  wu 
a  divi]  and  shu  could  not  live  with  me  wc  are  Hoth  to  lilame  i  say  ho. 
*  the  Case  uiand  Just  like  this  sposc  me  and  my  wife  Build  afire  iii  the  middel  of  mv 
house  and  it  burns  ^ood  i  cannot  put  this  tire'  out  alone  she  does  not  help  me  But 
Every  Intel  wile  throws  a  nother  stick  on  till  there  is  so  much  lire  and  smoke  she  cant 
stand  it  any  longiT  of  she  goes  and  tell  the  Folks  Drowlt  has  set  the  htmse  on  tire  i 
have  tried  all  i  can  to  stand  it  i  have  fit  fire  and  smoke  and  wasted  niv  strength  and 
Good  will  to  no  puipose  i  wont  live  there  any  longer  i  say  good  by,  and  When  she  has 
run  her  rase  on  Karlh  may  God  rest  her  sou!  in  some  secret  plase'out  of  quurling  dis- 
tance of  nnv  of  her  three  husbands  is  al  the  harm  i  wish  her  For  she  is  the  most  Con- 
tentious Woman  that  i  Ever  was  quainted  with  now  i  can  say  to  al  Men  i  am  the  same 
as  i  have  Iteen  for  the^o  hist  Seven  Years  Excepting  age  and  wear  and  tear  these  are 
the  word  of  my  Child  when  she  lay  on  her  death  bed  she  cald  the  Children  and  kiat 
them  and  fold  t'hem  thay  must  be  g('>od  to  poor  Old  pap  they  might  have  her  play-things 
she  should  not  want  them  any  more  then  she  says  pap  Come  and  let  mec  kiss  you  you 
have  Been  a  good  Father  to  mo  and  i  cant  doo  any  more  for  you  this  i  Can  prove  by 
more  than  one    these  statements  arc  facts  and  many  of  them'i  Can  prove.' 

*  I  iNCLOSK  you,'  writes  a  correspondent  from  a  town  on  the  border  of  a 
certain  north-western  State,  *  a  rare  specimen  of  Indian  oratory  and  induc- 
tive reasoning,  ft  was  delivered  at  a  missionary'  meeting  by  an  eccentric 
Indian,  who  for  years  has  labored  in  the  missionary  cause,  and  is  well  knomn 
in  the  vicinity  where  it  was  delivered.  The  copy  I  send  you  was  taken  by 
a  person  wlio  was  upon  the  spot : ' 

*  *Mu.  CiiAiRMAx:  You  know  what  old  beaver  do  when  he  want  to  build  dam?  Wellt 
I  tell  you :  old  beaver  he  always  swim  away  up  creek,  till  he  come  to  gcNid  place  to 
build  dam :  there  he  lift  his  head  up  out  of  water,  and  take  his  tail,  and  slap,  slap,  skp, 
jast  so,  right  on  water :  {<'?ictrs  and  lau<jhttr.)  Then  benver  they  lift  their  hcttds  up  out 
of  water  and  go  where  he  is.  They  know  he  going  to  do  some  great  work:  then  old 
beaver  he  go  to  work,  and  show  how  to  build  dam,  and  all  beaver  they  g»)  to  work  too. 
That  *s  tlu-  way  beaver,  he  build  dam. 

*  *Now,  Mr.  CiiAiRMAX,  you  just  like  old  beaver:  (chtcrg  and  lauahtfr.)  You  •boss* 
here  this  meeting ;  and  if  you  want  to  show  that  you  much  interest  here,  you  must  do 
just  like  (»ld  besiver ;  you  must  take  your  tail  and  slap,  slap,  slap,  just  like  beaver:  irwr* 
of  layrfhtii: )  Then  all  folks  hero  knt)W  you  g«»ng  to  do  something.  May  be  you  think  I 
wrong;  but  I  tell  yon,  if  you  go  to  work  your  tail,  and  all  folks  here  do  just  same,  then 
I  tell  you  we  stjon  have  plenty  of  good  time,  this  countrj- ! '  i^Ttttuendoun  vhftring  and 
i'CHxrs  of  htinjii^r,  dnriitij  ichiclt  the  )*jM.<ilii'  Unik  hl«  neat.'f 

*Last  evi-ning,'  writes  'J.  II.  A.  15./  from  Ohio,  *a  merchant  from  the 
Mnterior '  joiu'iieying  Gotlianiwanl,  enlivened  our  usually  sedate  and  practi- 
cal ollicc  with  the  following  yam  :  *A  sedate  old  blacksmith,  originally  hail- 
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ing  from  the  *  Keystone  State/  but  who  had  long  made  his  rc&idcnce  among 

the  tabernacles  of  the  Buckeyes,  was  expatiating  to  an  admiring  auditory  on 

the  Pennsylvania  anti-rail-road  policy,  and  wound  up  as  follows :  *  Y-a-a-s, 

these  rail-roads  are  bad  things.     In  my  younger  days,  Pennsylvanians  had  to 

Jtravel  a-horscback  ten  or  twenty  days  to  reach  Ohio,  and  then  they  Tamed 

something  on  the  way :  now  the  rail-roads  carry  them  in  as  many  hours,  and 

set  them  down  as  green  as  when  they  started  !    Y-a-a-s,  rail-roads  are  bad 

things!'     -     -     -     *WnAT  do  you  think,'  asks  a  town-correspondent,  *of 

the  plan  of  teaching  children  by  rote?     Southey,  in  his  *  Doctor,'  exclaims : 

*  Oh !  what  block-heads  are  those  wise  persons  who  think  it  necessary  that 

a  child  should  comprehend  every  thing  it  reads ! '     Some  things,  of  course, 

they   cannot    understand,    but    are   wo   not   too    content  with   teaching 

them  soinuU^  and  not  thoughts j  *  tax  et  jivcRterea  nihil  ? '    Some  things  which 

have  come  under  my  own  observation  on  this  topic  may  not  be  uninteresting : 

One  who  is  now  a  missionary.  Rev.  Charles  Stoddard,  at  Orooniiah,  in  Persia, 

had  been  taken  when  a  boy  to  visit  a  travelling  menagerie.     On  his  return, 

he  asked  his  mother,  before  he  *  said  his  prayers '  at  night,'  if  he  could  not 

say,  *  Now  I  camel  down  to  sleep  ? '     lie  was  tired  of  saying,  *  Now  I  llama 

down  to  sleep.'     I  have  always  been  a  regular  attendant  at  church  from 

childhood  up ;  but  in  my  juvenile  years  church-time  was  spent  either  in 

reading  Bible-stories,  or  more  usually  in  seeing  imaginary  sights,  and  doing 

imaginary  wonders  in  the  land  of  *  Miz.'     If  you  do  n't  know  where  ^Miz '  is, 

recall  the  words  of  the  fourth  commandment :  *  In  six  days  the  Loud  made 

heaven  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  all  that  in  them  is.'     This  last  clause  I  had 

twisted  into  *all  that's  in  the  Miz.'*    I  had  heard  and  read  of  fairies,  and 

such  like.     They  did  not  live  in  the  sea,  nor  on  the  earth,  nor  yet  in  heaven  : 

where  else  then  could  they  live,  but  in  the  *  Miz,'  between  heaven  and  earth? 

•Mary  Ilowirr,  in  her  autobiography,  says  she  was  under  the  same  delusion; 

and  I  have  met  acquaintances  whose  childish  imaginations  had  created  the 

same  fairy-land.     I  well  remember,  (it  was  in  my  fourteenth  year,)  when  I 

seemed  to  wake  up  to  a  consciousness  of  existence,  when  there  dropped  from 

my  eyes,  'as  it  were,  scales.'    My  mind  seemed  to  make  a  jump  from  the 

cerements  of  educational  routine  into  a  world  of  beauty,  wisdom,  and  goodness. 

Yet,  after  all,  can  children  learn  words  without  ideas  ? '     Our  correspondent's 

childish  experience  is  our  own    -     -     -    The  ^Spiritual  Harbinger^  a  paper 

printed  in  Rochester;  and  advocating  the  spiritual-rappings  mania,  has  the 

following :  *  In  the  twelfth  hour,  the  glory  of  God,  the  life  of  God,  the  Lord 

in  God,  the  Holy  Procedure  shall  crown  the  Triune  Creator  with  the  perfect 

disclosive  illumination  :  then  shall  the  creation  in  effulgence  above  the  Divine 

Seraphenial  arise  unto  the  Dome  of  the  disclosure  in  one  comprehensive, 

revolving  galaxy  of  supremo  created  Beatitudes.'    After  copying  the  above, 

the  ''Cayuga  Chiefs  responds  as  follows:  *Thcn  shall  block-heads  in  the 

jackassical  dome  of  disclosive  procedure,  above  the  all-fired  great  leather 

fungus  of  Peter  Nipnina,  rise  unto  the  dome-disclosive,  until  all  coequal  and 

extensive  and  conglomerated  lummuxes  in  incomprehensible  mux,  shall 

assimilate  into  nothing,  and  revolve  like  a  bob-tailed  pussy-cat  after  the 

space  where  the  tail  was ! '  Slightly  transcendental,  that!     -    -    -    Afrie5d 
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in  Jeilerson  (■ouiity,  Vir;riniii,  sends  us  the  following  *  Complaint  in  Rhftnc^ 
of  a  litllc  })0\\  who  really  seems  to  have  '  a  hard  row  to  hoe/  It  is  from  the 
pen  of  a  lud  in  the  vicinity  of  Lee.sbur<r.     The  soliloquy  runs  as  follows : 

*  *  I  WISH  I  was  a  bi>y  u^^iin,' 
1  ot'ioij  lit'ar  oil!  jii'uplo  sny. 
What  do  yiMj  want  in  bu  u  buy  for? 
Till  me  the  ri'tiscn  now,  I  pray. 

*  If  you  wotiM  but  ihink  of  the  liiinlsliips 

A  i>o«>r  l>«)y  b!i><  til  I'lidiire, 
I  think  yon  would  be  cnutcnt  with  your  manhood: 
Vou  /<"<//'/,  I  ail)  very  sure. 

*  If,  when  yon  have  been  hard  at  work, 

lie  hcohljid  for  a'teiiiplinj;  to  rest, 
I  think  you  would  not  wi^h  it  apiin, 
\i\\\  iliink  you  aiv  wonderfully  blest. 

'Sonietim(>.s  I  am  ^eohled  for  not  sweeping  the  mill; 

Sonietinios  for  sawinj^  the  l«»ps; 
Sonic  times  f'»r  not  ciirryinjr  the  horses, 
.Sometimes  for  not  feeding  the  hogs. 

*  If  r  attempt  to  p»  in  the  house, 

Tliey  scold  nie  for  not  cleaning  my  feet; 
Anrl  I  expect  to  hear,  some  of  these  days, 
Tbev  '11  sctild  mo  for  the  victuals  I  eat. 

*  If  I  go  «Mit  into  company. 

And  they  Ining  on  my  name  a  *  Mister,* 
They  are  ju^t  a>  ^iire  ii>  laugh  at  me, 
Mv  fatluT,  iiiv  nil -I her,  mv  Ms;er. 

*  If  I  alienipl  to  wail  on  the  girl.'*, 

Of  me  they  iiiak<»  fun  enough : 
yiy  sister  even  gi^"*  m>  far  as  to  say, 
1  must  wait  till  my  chin  guts  n)ugli. 

'  I'erhupA  it  was  not  so  in  the  olden  time, 
Or  when  you  was  a  boy  : 
Mav-be  your  parents  did  the  work. 
And  you  ywur  life  did  enji>y.' 

It  hardly  .Kccins  possible  th:it  the  suhjoiiied  specimen  of  ^A  Pulpit-Ezer- 
rin'  hi  1\  i-'is"  (Mil  he  authentic;  and  yet  wc  are  informed  by  a  brother- 
editor  in  that  region  that  it  is  cntiivly  true,  he  himself  having  heard  it 
delivered:  'One  of  those  zeahms  juvachers  who  draw  illustrations  firam 
every  tln'ng,  and  suller  no  oppori  unity  to  pass  at  all  admitting  of  a  moral, 
arriveil  at  his  lou'-church  one  morning  quite  late,  anil  took  for  his  text, 
^Mnrrrl  no! ; '  atid  tlieii  Went  on  in  the  following  strain,  in  his  i>ecaliariy 
drawling,  nasal,  half-singing  voice :  *  My  friends,  the  Scripture  says,  *  Marvel 
not ; '  and  hence  it  is  wrong  to  niarvel-cr.  As  I  was  a-riding  along  this 
morning-ir,  on  my  way  to  this  place,  I  happened  to  look  up,  and  I  seen  a 
parcel  of  boys  n-i)laying  marldes-er.  There  was  a  lean  boy,  fo  thin  that  it 
seemed  as  though,  ef  he  had  been  a  little  thiinier,  the  wind,  when  it  blew, 
would  blow  him  away-er ;  and  ihere  was  a  fat  boy  there,  so  fat,  that  if  he  had 
been  a  little  fatter  he  would  have  looked  almost  as  broad  as  he  was  longer-cr. 
And  the}' were  playing  marbles-er;  and  I  heerd  what  they  said-cr.  And 
soon  1  heerd  the  lean  boy,  so  thin  that  it  seemed  as  though  ef  he  had  been 
a  little  thinner  the  wind  when  it  blew  would  blow  him  away-cr,  say,  *  I  'm  fet* 
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And  he  lied-er;  for  he  was  no  more  fat  than  I  was-er.  And  then  they 
played  ag'in-or ;  and  I  heerd  the  fat  boy,  so  fat  that  ef  he  had  been  a  little 
fatter,  ho  would  have  looked  almost  as  broad  as  he  was  long-er,  say,  *  I  'm 
lean.'  And  he  lied-er,  for  he  was  no  more  lean  than  I  was-er.  And  there 
come  up  a  little  boy,  who  was  very  ppry,  as  spry  as  a  cricket-er.  And  he 
kept  running  about,  and  jumping,  and  shouting-er.  And  he  played  with 
the  rest;  and  in  a  little  while,  I  heard  him  say,  *By  golly !  I*m  dead!*-er. 
And  he  lied,  for  he  was  no  more  dead  than  I  was-er.  Now,  my  brethren, 
the  Scripture  says.  Thou  shalt  not  lie-er;  and  you  see  *marblcing*  leads  to 
lying-er.  And  you  see  how  very  wrong  it  is  to  *  marble.'  And  therefore,  I 
say  again,  *Marbel  NOT-er!''  -  -  -  A  correspondent  has  forwarded 
to  us  the  following  Negro  Lote-Letter.  It  is  a  veritable  epistle,  in  the 
*  colored  pusson's'  own  hand- writing,  and  bears  date  *Huntsville,  Walker 
county,  Texas,  June  26,  18o3': 

'  Deau  Miss  it  avails  mo  great  pleasure  to  write  you  a  fuw  lines  to  let  you  know  that 
I  am  well  hoping  these  fuw  lines  may  find  you  enjoying  the  same  blessing  when  first 
I  fell  in  love  with  you,  your  feachers  I  did  gain :  I  woold  like  to  cort  you  Miss  Hulda 
if  you  have  know  objection  the  first  time  I  saw  you  I  thought  you  was  the  pink  of  the 
world  I  do  know  that  I  lore  you  bitter  than  any  person  in  this  world.  If  I  could  just 
call  you  mine,  I  would  be  willing  to  dye  you  are  so  prety  in  the  face  and  so  slim  in  the 
wast  If  you  love  me  like  I  love  you  thare  is  no  knife  can  cut  our  lov  in  2.  I  have 
seen  all  the  Girls  in  Huntsville,  but  thare  is  non  can  come  up  with  you  Lord  bliss  my 
soul !  I  love  you  more  than  Gold    Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  see  Hulda  is  de  Gal  fore  me  I 

'Jacob  Skblton. 

*  Kind  Miss,  my  heart  is  very  much  broken  about  you  My  dear  miss  I  would  like  to 
have  a  kiss  from  you  as  I  made  my  remarks  a  bout  my  heart  being  broken  I  cant  pos- 
sible do  my  duty  for  my  heart  is  very  near  broken  Miss  Huldt  I  would  give  my  heart 
head  and  hand  to  peep  at  you  one  more  0  miss  Huldy  do  lit  me  in,  for  the  way  I  love 
you  is  a  sin  0  could  I  but  call  Miss  Huldt  the  darling  of  my  heart  I  would  bid  fare 
well  to  this  vain  world  and  wipe  my  weping  eyes  de  sun  am  set,  dis  Nigger  am  free : 
de  colired  gals  I  am  bound  to  see.  Carlbs  Bird  well  sends  his  love  to  you :  sais  de  way 
he  loves  you  is  a  sin 

*  When  this  you  see  remember  me  —  affectionate  Jacob  Skelton.  Roses  is  red  violets 
blue  sugar  is  sweet  and  so  are  you  Jacob  Skelton.' 

There 's  *  colored  fervor  *  for  you !  -  -  -  The  last  number  of  the  ^Southern 
Literary  Messenger ^^  an  excellent  issue,  let  us  add  in  passing,  of  an  uni- 
formly excellent  magazine,  has  a  capital  portrait  of  a  kind  of  military  Skim- 
pole,  in  Tenncsee,  embraced  in  a  sketch  entitled  ^General  Gymm  and  CoUh 
nel  Burrows.''  The  General  is  one  of  those  characters  who  *  follow  the  pro-  ' 
fession  of  a  gentleman ;  *  who  *  never  degrade  their  talents,  or  prostitute  their 
accomplishments  to  any  ignoble  calling.'     *  He  lived  on  the  Gentlemanly :  * 

'He  cultivated  the  Gentlemanly  as  Count  D*0r8at  sculpture — as  an  elegant  art,  an 
exquisite  studj^ — yet  as  a  means  of  livelihood;  bethinking  him,  that,  hke  a  grateful 
child  or  pupil,  it  should  pay  the  way  of  its  august  protector  and  patron.  •  •  •  There 
were  some  idiosyncrasies  in  the  General  which  gave  his  character  an  agreeable  relish 
and  a  refreshing  picjuancy :  his  views  were  large  and  original ;  he  thouffbt  in  a  peculiar 
vein  on  many  subjects.  Amonr  these  were  the  nature  and  extent  or  the  obligations 
imposed  by  a  contract  He  held  that  these  obligations  being  the  mere  creatures  of 
society,  were  only  conventional ;  that  society  had  prescribed  in  what  way  these  oontraota 
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origin  in  b-'irbaroiis  timet*.  The  fiirnishinp:  of  articles  of  conTenienoe  and  luzaxr  to  a 
mcinbtT  of  siicieiy,  bv  those  who  had  more  of  such  articles  than  they  had  use  wr,  1m 
was  8tron<rly  to  ri'gurd  ad  a  social  courtesy  f«»r  which  it  was  unreasonable,  if  not  aoni^ 
what  churlish,  to  fx^icct  payment  in  vulgar  coin.  He  preferred  reciprocal  conrtcsieB: 
to  mnkc  the  business  arrangements  of  s<»cicty  go  on  nptm  the  basis  of  an  exchange  of 
coninKidliics  Mieh  as  cuuld  be  most  conveniently  lumishcd;  as  at  a  barbecue,  where 
each  contribuii.:>  to  the  common  stock  (»f  ^uch  ihingfl  as  he  can  best  spare.  The  Oeoe- 
ral  waA  ulwu\r»  ready  to  throw  in  of  hi'*  bi'st ;  but  what  more  could  be  asked  of  him? ' 

This  cdndciiscd  sketch  of  *  General  Gvmm'  will  enlighten  the  reader  as  to 
what  mninuT  of  man  he  was.  *  Colonel  Bikkows,'  however,  is  in  marked 
contra'^t,  bcinir  a  merchant  of  wealth,  remarkable  sagacity,  acute,  practical, 
well-infonne«l,  and  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  wisdom  which  such  faculties 
gather  from  a  long  intercourse  with  the  world,  and  uncommon  powers  of 
ob.ser\'alion : 

*  Ilii  hiul  l(M\nii>d  to  rend  men  like  books,  and,  however  fine  the  print,  had  nodiffloultr 
in  deciithorinir  the  most  illegible  HcroU  of  chunictor.  .Eminent  as  a  financier,  he  had 
succeeai'd  in  ix!riaiting  himself  from  manv  u  diflicultv  which  would  have  proved  insn- 
perabU*  tn  li'>s  expert  and  adroit  men.  Ife  saved  debti^  which  in  other  hands  would 
nave  bot'ii  ho])i'it>-<>«  losses;  and  while  <in  n  visit  to  his  friends  in  Alabama,  amused  his 
leisure  hy  ■Venning  claims, due  the  tirni  i>f  which  he  was  a  dormant  partner,  whidi  had 
foiled  the  mlilivss  of  the  home-managers.  S)  successful  had  ho  been  in  these  enteik 
pri.si's,  ili:it  h"  wiis  in  the  habit,  whon  in  a  ]iloHsant  mood,  of  twitting  his  partners  upon 
their  ne;rli.Lr<-nt''>  and  ineflieieney  in  this  most  important  department  of  ttie  mercantile 
mystery,  indi.'cil.  he  was  increduhms  of  nil  excuses  for  failures  of  this  sort.  He  wss 
in' the  luihit  nf  .saying  that  no  debt,  in  "'/•'//  a  eountry  us  this,  muJd  be  h)st  unless  by  the 
iiegligi'not.- 1>1'  th(.>  crt'ditor;  and  would  chnckU;  with  delightful  and  amiable  humor  when 
coming  into  thi>  counting-room  with  a  )>aper  in  his  baud  representing  a  debt  secured 
which  lu'fiiri'  was  in  rather  a  doubtful  or  even  desperate  condition.* 

Amoii^  tlie  assets  of  the  firm  in  question  was  a  note  of  'General  Gymm's,' 
long  laid  by  as  hopeless,  and  the  amount  placed  to  the  account  of  *  profit 
and  loss.'  The  *  Colonel'  wjis  requi'sted  to  try  his  hand  at  collecting  this 
debt  which,  if  lie  accomplished,  miirht  well  be  considered  as  the  most  bril- 
liant trophy  of  his  financial  prowes.<.  The  Colonel  declared  his  willingness 
to  make  the  eiri)rt,  and  even  went  so  far  its  to  stake  his  reputation  upon  his 
success  in  tlie  adventure.  Accordingly,  armed  with  the  note,  he  sallied  forth 
like  ano^'.MT  K  hight  Errant  in  quest  of  a  victory  over  this  giant  of  Insolvency: 

'TiiK  ('.•l-invl  esteemed  it  a  fi)rtunato  ci rem n •stance  that  he  fmnd  the  Gcncnl  on  the 
street.  Ill*  viM  walking  towanl  him  with  the  low  and  commanding  dignity  which  dis- 
tingui>h(-il  hi>  movements.  The  chainpi^ius  of  their  respective  creeds  and  castes  ap- 
pmnrhf'd.  The  meeting  was  like  that  of  TALLrvuAxn  and  Mktterxich  when  they  met 
to  do  thiit  Iitih>  JkI)  for  the  Em]*kr(»k.  Suoh  {Hiliteness,  such  dignity,  such  compUmeiits 
nearly  ex  ha  n^UMl  the  manual  of  di])loniatie  salutations.  From  the  cordiality  of  their 
greeting'*  him-  might  suppose  that  two  friends  had  met,  who  had  been  parted 'for  a  long 
time  ami  ha<!  iviiewtnl  a  correspondence  which  hud  been  the  pabulum  of  life  toesira 
other.  Th'>  (Muversation,  after  some  general  remarks,  took  the  direction  the  Coloiuel 
intended  a.*«  iiitrndnctory  to  the  business  iu  hand. 

*  •  What  :\  1  "viiii  ifnl  ci  »'unlry,  my  dear  ( a-neral,  you  have.  I  have  never  seen  it  eqnslled. 
The  res<ii:n-<>s  i>t  the  omntfy  are  enormons,  too.  Really,  it  is  astonishing  witn  what 
facility  iiii'  nu  aiis  of  life  are  procured  here,  and  how  easy  it  is  for  any  one  who  desires 
it  to  supjmri  hinisclf  in  crvdit  and  respectability.' 

'To  all  which  the  Cieneral  assented  with  readiness  and  unction. 

*  'And  \fi.'  rosumed  the  Cohmel,  'ttuTc  are  some  objections,  not  to  the  countijio 
niueh  as  to  ihe  manner  iu  which  business  is  conducted:  now,  for  instance.  General,  it 
is  diitieuli  u*  ha\e  business  done  here  ]iniTK'rly  in  consequence  of  this  same  facility  in 
the  raisinir  cf  money.  Want  of  punctuality  in  meeting  engagements  is  the  bane  of 
commercr,  (^'lu-rul.  It  is  not  so  much  the  fault  t^f  the  debtor  as  the  creditor  class.  Bot 
it  injure^  \\\o  character  and  interests  of  Ixith.  N'<>w,  to  illustrate,  Qeneral,  what  do  yon 
suppost'  oc'<-ii!Te<l  this  very  moniinj;?  Why,  my  dear  Sir,  I  was  looking  over  some  of 
the  assiM^i  nf  i-ur  tirm  here',  and  what  should  1  see,  (iencral,  but  your  note  for  some  two 
hundred  d« •liars  due  several  years  ago;  doubtless  sullered  thus  to  remain  fh>m  ths 
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sheer  carelessness  of  my  clerks.  I  felt  shocked  at  the  injustice  done  you :  indeed,  I  felt 
somewhat  indicant.  'What,'  said  I, '  the  note  of  General  Gmu,  a  man  of  his  respecta- 
bility and  distinction,  (the  General  here  bowed  in  acknowledgment,)  given  for  a  few 
necessary  articles,  to  lie  orer  for  years,  subjecting  him,  if  unhappily  the  fact  should  be 
discovered,  to  the  imputation  of  suffering  such  claims  to  be  dishonored  I  Give  me  the 
papers,'  said  I,  'and  I  will  go  at  once  and  make  the  necessary  apologies  to  the  gentle- 
man, and  repair  the  injustice  done  him,  by  receiving  the  monev  and  closin^^  the  unfor- 
tunate transaction.'  And  so.  General,  I  have  come  with  it  that  it  might  be  immediately 
rectified.  I  hope  you  will  find  the  calculation  of  the  interest  on  the  back  of  the  note 
all  right ;  and  I  trust  you  will  take  no  offence  at  this  remissness,  as  I  assure  you  that 
nothing  of  the  sort  was  intended.' 

*  The  General  took  out  his  snuff-box,  rapped  it  two  or  three  times,  offered  it  to  the 
Colonel,  who  took  a  pinch,  and  proceeded  to  assure  the  Colonel  of  his  entire  satisfaction 
with  the  explanation  offered.  'And  now,'  remarked  the  General,  '  I  will  tell  vou  some- 
thing of  a  personal  character  bearing  a  little  on  the  matter  in  hand.  Colonef,  1  had  an 
aunt  in  the  State  of  Georgia ;  a  remarkable  woman  she  was,  too.  Indeed,  I  hope  I  may 
say  without  any  indelicacy,  she  was  one  of  the  cleverest  women  I  ever  knew.' 

' Colonel  Burrows :  'Indeed,  I  can  well  believe  that  from  her  relation  to  y<nt, 
General.' 

'  General  :  '  Thank  you  —  yes,  a  remarkable  woman.  She  was  a  lady  of  great  enter- 
prise and  many  manly  virtues.  Unfortunately,  she  was  addicted  to  politics.  Mer  stump- 
speeches  were  the  most  eloquent  in  Georgia.' 

*  Colonel:  '  But,  my  dear  General,  although  this  is  certainly  a  very  interesting  piece 
of  biography,  yet,  may  I  ask,  what  connection  it  has  with  the  subject  we  were  discuss- 
ing?' 

'General :  '  We  shall  see  presently.  My  aunt,  as  I  said,  was  a  politician.  She  ran 
for  the  Legislature.  She  was  elected,  having  first,  however,  to  horsewhip  the  opposing 
candidate  for  some  slanders  he  put  out  against  her  when  they  were  treatmg  at  the  f^ro- 
ccry.  But  she  was  elected.  She  went  on  and  took  her  seat.  And  she  came  near  being 
elected  speaker.  She  would  have  been  elected  but  for  the  foolish  squeamishness  of 
some  of  the  members  who  objected  to  addressing  the  presiding-oflScer  as  Mrs.  Speaker. 
Do  you  observe  ? ' 

'Colonel  :  'Why  —  ah — yes,  but.  General,  really  I  don't  see  yet  what  all  this  has 
to  do  with  the  note  —  eh?' 

'  General  :  '  The  application  you  will  see.  If  my  dear  aunt  had  been  elected  speaker, 
she  would  have  been  entitled  to  eight  dollars ^^r  dienit  and  I  was  her  heir;  so  that  if 
she  had  received  the  money,  /  would  have  received  it,  and  thus  been  enabled  to  pay  this 
small  debt.    Good-morning,  Colonel.' 

'And  the  General  ^assea  on  without  cracking  a  smile^  leaving  the  Colonel  looking 
after  him  in  a  state  ot  astonishment  at  his  overpowering  impudence.' 

After  the  Coloners  return  to  the  counting-room,  ho  is  asked  if  he  had 
obtained  the  money,  as  he  had  expected :  whereto  the  Colonel,  not  a  little 
irate,  replies:  *No,  Sir  —  no,  Sir,  I  did  not:  the  man  is  incorrigible.  Sir, 
the  man  is  deranged.  I  can  collect  money  out  of  any  sane  man,  but.  Sir,  I 
never  pretended  I  could  collect  money  out  of  a  crazy  man ! '  It  was  the 
*  method'  exhibited  in  the  General's  'madness,'  however,  that  seems  to 
have  exasperated  the  Colonel !  -  -  -  We  have  had  the  pleasure  to  look 
over  several  private  letters  of  our  friend  the  lamented  Henrv  Inman,  ad- 
dressed to  an  old  and  tried  friend  in  this  city.  They  have  reminded  us  very 
forcibly  of  his  conversation,  always  so  pleasant  and  winning.  The  following 
passage  is  from  a  letter  dated  at  London,  in  July,  1844 : 

*  We  visited  the  Italian  opera  the  very  first  night  of  our  arrival  in  London.  The 
piece  was  ^Otello^  in  which  you  may  remember  Gabcia's  fine  tenor.  We  saw  Grisi  as 
Desdtmona^  Mario  as  OtdLo^  La  BLAcns  as  the  Doge^  and  Fornasari  as  lago.  In  the 
ballet  afterward  we  saw  our  old  friend  Fanny  Elsslbr,  and  the  new  and  younger  dancer, 
the  famous  Cerito.  So  you  see  that,  with  the  exception  of  Taglioni,  if  we  were  to  hunt 
Europe  thntugh,  we  could  not  have  a  finer  feast  in  the  way  of  music  and  dancing  than 
we  enjoyed  on  the  very  first  day  of  our  stay  in  London. 

'After  hearing  the  overture  to  '  Otello  '  played  by  an  immense  orchestra,  which 
'  can 't  be  beat '  in  the  world,  the  opera  commenced.  Before  I  speak  of  the  singing,  let 
me  observe,  that  the  ading  alone,  in  the  hands  of  these  perfect  vocalists,  seemed  but 
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■'-jf;  xiii'^r-.l  .  :..:  .r/i:.f-n*  .f  iLo  niu^-io.  v. bile  ibe  recitation  appeared  to  be  ib«  onlj 
\>T*.\t^i  V."  .  'i'.r-.'C'ii  wbicL  t-j  C'jDvey  ibL-  cxprc»:oa  of  ibe  paf«iuc$.  G&xsi  U  eer^ 
"d'nly  ujj  !•  ■  i  ■■  .■;  ir:iiff!n*;  nf  fierffCtion  ;n  i-iQjinj.  wiih  a  voice  like  silver:  poveifiil 
\s\io\i  r.f "  -'.vrM:  an'i  j-laimire  wb-.-n  Tvi-'It-nie?*  i*  required:  and  all  this  eom- 

b!fi«.''l  W.'\  .  .  ■.  '."'  -rji.*  a-i  iru!b.  aiiJ  in  t-xt-?:::!  .n  vrivbuul  a  fauli,  C'>  xnaTTer  whmt  of 
'.-ctoriTir- :  :.i:iy  h':  In  liiC  poff^ajv :  ull  iL">  wi:a  un  aciLon  thai  ii  grucc  iieelC,  mav 

:fiv«;y.('i  •  !.   ;.  .:i  '»f  wbal  wo  ii.'Ti'  have  tiij-»ye'i.     N-jw  fur  L.\  Blacbe  :  Su^rni 

'pl.t'.'*:  .'  .■  ;".■.♦  I  rf-f.-'l  >ay  i.b  itj:  ' "'  -'rj;n:«:.  Alt!)niijrh  he  is  a  in^eat  fat  man, 
■jls  r-xj.."  ■  .  :.:.  1  n^'i-jii  are  r.I-.v-ys  ;.].:. r  ;.r.i!v  and  cTdcoful.  He  :5  altogether 
■.Tcat  -  'jr..'.  .I-:-*  i:iia:rJnf;  onr  jrra'ilict:!  -u  *■  b-.-urinjaquialeTic  c-.'inpjsod  of  Gusi, 
\.\  lii.v  in .  'm::i'i.  F';r.y\SAi:i.  an-l  an  ult-i  pir;  by  Covelli.  another  delightful  roice, 
-.vbicb  1  f .::.'  '  *■-  'ni-iiM'-n.  Wbtn  we  cii.'ue  'iit  rif  the  «'i»era-h'.".i*e.  C'-irij  home  bra 
\^ilf^:^'",•  *  t.  I  N  ,'.  I  .-'Vi-r^il  '.vl;i'il-b:irr- ■'.".>  in  fraznivnt?,  irb-..so  b  earls  bad  evidenllj 
bi.'C-ri  bi'l  •'.  '  •■  1.-;.:j;'i^'  ajraih.-t  ;bc  w.;il.>  of  ibc  tboatre  wbile  sucli  uiu>ic  was  going 
on : ' 

Some  ()r  \':\i:  Ii. iters  coiitaiii  ndiiiiraMv.'  pon-aiid-ink  and  pencil  dravriDg& 
III  fine,  «!:.■  'i  fit  Mount  Holly,  (Xiw-Jiiscy.)  in  Fehniary,  lS3i,  he  says:  *I 
send  ;i  lt<.-<>\  l-'i*  you  to  look  at.  It  trrats  of  a  sulject  wliicli  has,  and  I  hope 
rilways  \^  iH  liJivj ,  for  us  a  great  cliurin.  The  next  excursion  wc  take  together 
we  will  t:ik'  it  i\]ifU'*,  by  way  of  heliiini:  to  pass  the  time  between  the  *  bites.* 
I  mean  iu  !:■  nl  yoii  all,  next  spring  —  so  look  out!  E^See  the  smallest  I 
mean  to  <:it<h  ! '  Then  follows  a  picture  of  the  successful  fishcmian,  stag- 
gfrin^  nh<l»  r  ll.i?  weight  of  a  regular  *  >ojkdolnger.'  AVritingfrom  Philadel* 
phia  in  l>^'i*J,  where  he  was  then  engaged  in  painting  some  of  his  best  pic- 
tures, hi-  s;iy s :  *  I  have  completed  my  wh« ilc-kngth  portrait  of  Col.  V ^  and 

must  eoruf  on  with  him  to  see  him  'liange*!/  He  is  already  *  drawn,'  and  I  sup- 
pose the  rritii-s  in  the  fine  arts  will  show  him  small  *  quarters.'  It  is  pro- 
nounced a  screeching  likeness.'  Poor  Inmax!  *IIe  should  have  died  here- 
after.' '  -  -  -  Bovs  are  great  wags,  and  some  of  them  very  wicked  ones,  too. 
We  'langlit  (1  consumedly '  over  an  anecdote  which  has  just  been  related  to  nsi 
in  which  llic  latter  class  of  'boy-wags '  played  a  conspicuous  part.  Down  in 
Frank f«;it-siroet,  hard  by  to  William,  lives  a  Dutch  pork-seller  and  sausage- 
maker.  Some  rude  boys  in  his  vicinity  had  annoyed  him  with  taunting  inqui- 
ries as  to  the  mutcrUl  of  which  his  *  links'  were  composed,  and  he  had 

*  trounced '  )ne  or  two  of  them  rather  roughly  for  their  impertinence.     The 

*  whirligig  of  time/  however,  soon  *  brought  about  their  revenges.'  They  went 
down,  one  morning,  into  *the  Swamp  '  and  collected  a  long  string  of  the  huge 
rats  that  infisl  the  stores  of  that  sunken  neighborhood;  and  while  two  or 
three  boys,  by  dint  of  joke  and  taunt,  seduced  the  butcher  to  pursue  them 
down  tlu"  stivol,  another  entered  his  shop  and  hung  up  the  string  of  rats  on 
a  nail  in  his  show-window,  between  the  tempting  festoons  of  his  savoiy 
sausages !  By-and-by,  people  began  to  stop  before  his  shop,  and  stare  into 
his  window  ;  then  roar  out  laughing,  and  pass  on.  Presently  a  large  crowd 
collected,  and  the  butcher  came  out  to  ascertain  what  it  was  that  attracted 
their  curiosity.  *Is  that  the  kind  of  stuff  you  make  sausages  of?'  asked 
one,  pointing  to  the  string  of  rats :  *  Got  any  rat-steaks  ?'  inquired  another: 

*  Send  me  over  a  rat-sparc-rib ! '  added  a  third,  until  the  man,  livid  with  ragc^ 
shut  his  door  u])on  the  crowd,  removed  the  '  incumbrance '  from  his  window, 
and  ^  sat  him  down  and  wept,'  like  a  big  Dutch  baby  as  he  was.    -    -    -    The 
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Rov.  Stdnet  Dyer,  of  Indianapolis,  Indiana,  has  written  a  good  many  clever 
songs  which  have  heen  set  to  music.  He  understands  the  art,  for  it  is  an 
art,  of  which  terseness  and  simplicity  are  important  features.  The  following, 
^My  Father  is  Herey^  is  from  his  pen : 

*  Ik  the  hush  of  tho  eTcnins^  alone, 

A  mother  sat  watchiag  her  child, 
When  a  liffht  o'er  its  fair  features  shone, 
And  its  Tips  in  soft  murmurings  smiled. 
She  listens  to  catch  every  sigh, 

And  joy  takes  the  place  of  a  tear; 
For  it  tafks  of  the  ans^els  on  hieb, 
And  whispers,  my  Father  is  here, 
My  Father  is  here  I 

'And  her  heart  grew  so  calm  and  serene, 

As  she  gazed  on  the  vacant  old  chair, 
Whore  so  often  the  loved  one  was  seen. 

For  she  knew  that  his  spirit  was  there : 
Then  she  pressed  the  soft  lips  of  her  child, 

And  felt  that  an  angel  was  near, 
For  it  woke  to  her  pressure  and  smiled, 

And  whispered,  my  Father  is  here, 
My  Father  is  here !  * 

Sauntering  *with  pleased  delay,'  the  other  morning,  (having  just  left  the 
National  Academy,)  through  tho  renovated  and  beautiful  establishment  of 
Messrs.  Evans  and  Dickerson,  publishers,  importers,  and  book-sellers,  one 
door  below  Fourth-street,   in  Broadway,  west  side,  we  came  across  an 

*  antique,'  which  at  once  arrested  attention.  It  was  a  small  volume,  upon 
dingy  yellowish  paper,  and  the  oldest  of  old-fashioned  types.      It  was 

*  imprinted  at  London,  for  J.  Marshall,  in  Grace-Church-street,  in  1768, 
and  is  intitled,'  ^The  New  Help  to  Discourse^  or  Wit  and  Mirth  Intermixed 
with  more  Serious  Matters  ;^  including  ^pleasaunt,  philosophical,  physical, 
historical,  moral,  and  political  questions  and  answers:  with  proverbs, 
epitaphs,  epigrams,  riddles,  posies,  rules  for  behaviour,'  etc.:  *the  ninth 
edition,  with  many  new  additions.'  In  a  long  *  discourse'  touching  the 
history  of  paper,  Mr.  William  Gent,  the  author,  informs  us,  that  our  paper, 

*  made  of  ragges,  succeeded  to  the  ^Egyptian  papyrus :  the  author  of  the 
modern  invention  our  progenitors  have  not  committed  to  memory ;  the  more 
is  the  pity,  that  he  who  found  out  the  use  of  paper,  should  not  have  his 
memory  preserved  hy  paper.'  Information,  *  in  this  style,'  as  cheap  artists 
say,  in  shop-windows,  is  conveyed  upon  all  sorts  of  subjects.     For  example : 

'  Q.   Wherein  consists  the  Praise  of  a  Couidry-IAfe  t 

'J.  The  Countryman  is  thrice  Happy  in  this,  that  he  plays  not  with  his  Wings  in  the 
(j olden  Flames  of  the  Court,  nor  setteth  his  Foot  in  the  busy  Throng  of  the  City,  nor 


their  Instruments  yield  ten  thousand  several  Tunes. 


for  nothing. 
'  Q.   Wliat  answer  teas  given  to  hirn'thar dissuaded  one  /rom  Marrying  a  Wife,  because 
.-he  was  no  wiser  t 
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*A.  'I  desire/  eaid  be,  *  mr  Wife  bhould  hjtve  no  more  Wit,  ihmn  to  be  Able  to  dis- 
tlDfruish  my  Bed  from  aDOther  Man's/ 
*Q.    Wlkilt  Rtqily  wat  ma-U  Uj  him  thai  tall  hi  dil  not  u*€  to  gltt  tk$  Walk  to  trery 

*A.  Miut  /  do,  Sir! '  and  so  j^re  him  the  Walk/ 

Jons  Raxdolph  has  always  bccQ  credited  with  this  rejoinder,  but  our 
'Okn't*  of  1753  is  *  ahead  of  him/  The  Epigrams  arc  introduced  to  the 
reader  with  thiii  distich : 

'Tnou  that  rcad'st  these,  if  thou  commend'st  them  all, 
Thuu  *st  too  much  milk  —  if  none,  thou  'st  too  much  galL' 

The  first  propositioa  is  quite  true,  for  some  of  the  examples  are  indifferent 
enough.     The  three  that  ensue  are  the  best : 

'  The  Lrar  and  the  Thief  have  one  Vocation ; 
Their  difforence  is  but  only  in  their  fashion : 
They  both  deceive,  but  diversely  proceed : 
The'finit  deceives  bv  Word,  tho  last  bv  Deed.' 

'We  to  oursclven  most  partial  judges  be, 
And  faults  in  others,  not  ourselves,  can  see : 
Our  Enemies,  we  faiu  would  have  'em  Haltered; 
Hut  when  we  jud^e  ourselves,  tho  case  is  Altered.' 

*  The  World  's  an  Tnn,  and  I  her  Guest : 
I  eat  and  drink,  and  take  my  rest ; 
My  Hostess  Natlmie  doth  deny  me 
N^othing  wherewith  she  can  supply  me : 
Where,  huvine  staid  awhile,  I  j>ay 
Her  lavish  Bills,  and  go  my  >V  ay.' 

They  could  scarcely  have  been  much  more  refined  and  polite,  a  hundred 
years  ago  in  London,  than  arc  our  metropolitan  citizens  of  the  present  daj, 
at  least,  if  wo  may  judge  from  a  few  of  the  ^EuUs  of  Citility  and  Decent 
Behaviour^  here  set  down.    As  for  instance : 

'Spit  not  on  your  Fingers,  nor  pull  them  as  if  you  would  make  them  longer. 

'  It  iri  a  Point  of  Cluuiuinessi  to  wash  one's  Face  and  Hands  in  a  Morning,  when  alao 
comb  t)ie  llea<l ! 

'  (lazo  not  on  the  Marks  or  Blumishos  of  others,  and  ask  not  how  they  came. 

'  'T  'is  not  handsome  to  spit  the  stones  of  any  fruit  upon  a  Dish,  but  take  them  from 
your  Mouth  with  your  Hand.' 

Thus  much  for  Mr.  AV.  AV.  Gent's  *  New  Help  to  Discourse.'  And  apropo§ 
of  rare  old  books,  we  would  commend  to  book-readers  and  book-buyers  a 
call  upon  Messrs.  Evans  and  Dicrekson.  They  have  monthly  importations 
from  London  and  other  cities  of  all  that  is  rare  and  valuable  in  English 
standard  literature,  together  with  those  choice  morsels,  *  quaint  and  curious 
volumes  of  almost  forgotten  lore,*  for  which  LAMB-like  epicures  have  so  keen 
a  relish ;  while  all  new  American  works  may  be  found  upon  their  sheLves 
and  tables.  They  have  also  published  a  series  of  very  instructive  and  enter- 
taining books  for  children,  profusely  and  beautifully  illustrated.  Four  of 
these,  *  Pleasure  and  Projif,^  and  *JIow  to  Ikhace,^  by  Mrs.  MANinuts,  ^Tke 
Pet  Bird^  and  Other  Stories^'  by  *  Cousin  Alice,*  and  an  illustrated  ^Book  of 
Sougttfor  Children  y*  hay  a  been  read  and  re-read  by  our  own  little  ones^  with 
pleasure  and  profit.  The  same  publishers  issue  monthly  a  well-edited  and 
liberally 'illustrated  juvenile  magazine  for  children,  called  ^The  School'/ellaWf'* 
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which,  like  Grace  Greenwood^s  admirable  *Zittle  Pilgnm^^  has  acquired 
deserved  popularity.  -  -  -  The  ^Bovine  Melodies  *  are  touching.  They 
must  have  been  written  after  a  surfeit  of  veal-cutlets : 


'  Sad  bleating  fills  the  ambient  air ; 
Young  calves  are  djing  everj  where ; 
The  household  board  is  over^spread 
With  '  jUnts '  of  those  already  dead : 

'Blar^I' 

*  The  cows  in  slow  procession  pass. 
Funereal  to  the  last  degree, 
Chanting,  with  swallowed  '  cud/  a  mass 
Sacred  to  butchered  infancy : 

«Blar-a!» 

*  Each  mother's  son  and  daughter  dead ; 
Each  mother  quits  her  strawy  bed 

To  gore  with  horns  the  bloody  vealain, 
That 's  killed  her  calf,  devoid  of  feelin' : 

«Bla-a!' 


'  Calf,  too,  doth  form  perennial  diet^ 
As  all  can  vouch  who  're  doomed  to  try  it : 
For  when  you  trust 't  is  gone  —  *  all  out,' 
'T  will  re&ppear  as  '  chick.'  or  *  mut. :' 

'Bla^I' 

'  Our  books  and  boots  are  bound  in  calf; 
Yes,  bovine  is  the  world  one  half; 
Sick-abed  now  by  veal  undone, 
Quadruped  soon  we  must  become : 

'Bla-a!' 

*  If  I  was  bom  for  *  weal  or  woe,* 
Which  all  the  marriage  contracts  show, 
Give  me,  for  one,  the  joyful  *  woe,* 
And  let  the  '  weal '  to  *  pot-pie '  go ! 

*Bla-a!" 


TuE  ^National  Academy  of  Design '  was  open  but  for  a  brief  space  this 
season,  owing  to  the  sale  of  the  property  upon  which  the  building  stands ; 
and  as  it  will  close  before  the  present  number  can  come  before  our  town- 
readers,  it  would  be  useless  to  call  attention  to  the  exhibition.  We  cannot 
forbear  the  expression,  however,  of  our  admiration  of  certain  of  the  pictures 
in  the  gallery.  Durand  never  painted  so  well  before.  His  picture  of  a 
passing  storm,  over  a  charmingly  diversified  landscape,  is  the  .very  perfec- 
tion of  nature.  Kensett,  who  copies  nature  like  a  daguerreotype,  had  one 
fine  picture,  and  no  more.  Gkjn oux's  *  On  the  Hudson '  was  greatly  admired. 
Huntington  exhibited  a  large  picture  of  the  *  Good  Sanuiritan,*  which  had 
no  great  originality  as  a  composition,  but  the  coloring  was  v*ry  fine  and 
harmonious.  Among  the  portrait-painters,  Baker,  Hicks,  and  Elliott,  were 
the  most  conspicuous.  Hicks'  large  picture  of  a  Quaker,  standing  by  a 
public  school-house,  with  numerous  subdued  accessories  in  the  back-ground 
and  middle  distance,  won  for  him  much  commendation,  but  we  should  have 
preferred  his  portrait  of  '  Bishop  Wainwrioht,*  had  he  not  made  him  quite 
so  stern.  *  The  Gypsey,'  by  the  same  artist,  is  a  pleasing,  harmoniously- 
colored,  well-conceived  picture.  On  the  whole,  however,  we  saw  nothing  of 
Mr.  Hicks*  this  year  to  equal  his  female  Quaker-head  in  the  exhibition  last 
year.  Baker  had  specimens  of  his  faithful  likenesses  and  charming  coloring, 
and  Gray's  portraits  had  many  admirers.  But  Elliott,  as  usual,  seemed  to 
^  bear  the  palm.*  His  portraits  of  Bryant,  Mayor  Eingsland,  and  others, 
were  almost  universally  extolled,  by  the  press  and  the  public.  The  ^Herald  * 
remarked :  *  In  our  opinion,  Elliott  leads  the  portrait-painters ;  and  although 
ho  has  many  imitators,  none  of  them  approximate  him  in  the  delineation  of 
expression  —  that  mysterious  charm  which  leads  one  to  sit  half  an  hour  be- 
fore a  portrait,  and  ever  and  anon  be  carried  away  by  the  idea  that  it  is  really 
the  man,  and  not  the  *  counterfeit  presentment,*  which  entrances  you.'  And 
the  ^ Courier:^  Grace,  ease,  freedom,  and  facility  of  execution  Elliott  pos- 
sesses in  as  high  a  degree  as  any  artist  among  us,  perhaps  in  as  eminent  a 
degree  as  any  that  ever  lived.     His  heads  are  put  upon  the  canvas  with  the 
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accuracy  and  confidence  of  a  reflection  in  a  mirror.  There  is  not  the  least 
appearance  of  effort  in  any  thing  he  docs,  nor  any  indication  of  his  falling  a 
hairVbrcadth  short  of  the  ef!ect  he  aims  at.'  The  ^Alhion^^  which  is  con- 
servative in  its  opinions,  and  in  general  somewhat  chary  of  its  praise,  says  of 
this  eminent  American  artist :  *  In  his  happiest  efforts,  Elliott  has  no  rival  in 
this  country,  and  fe^  living  rivals  any  where.'  This  is  high  praise,  but  it  is 
just  praise,  as  all  visitors  to  the  Academy  can  testify.  CniRcn  has  one  of 
his  glorious  sun-set  scenes,  in  which  his  pencil  stands  unrivalled.  Among 
the  other  landscape-painters,  Mr.  AVii.liam  IIakt  is  conspicuous.  'His  pic- 
tures,' says  Mr.  Wiiitlev,  of  the  ^IToholen  OazcftCy*  a  capable  and  apprecia- 
tive critic,  *  reflect  great  credit  on  his  endeavors  to  delineate  the  charming 
features  of  Nature  in  her  most  harmonious  and  soothing  mood.  Ilis  picture, 
^ Peace  autl  Plenttj^^  is  an  imdeniable  evidence  of  the  possession  of  genins 
and  judgment;  and  what  is  rather  uncommon  among  painters  now-a-days, 
partakes  but  very  little  of  the  manner  of  any  other  master.  lie  seems  to 
view  Nature  and  her  operations  with  a  peculiar  vision,  and  that  singularity 
of  perception  is  so  adroit  that  it  enables  him  to  give  a  transparency  and 
undulation  of  atmosphere  far  more  perfect  than  we  are  accustomed  to  see  on 
canvas.  lie  has  a  grace  and  boldness  in  the  disposition  of  his  tints  and 
handling  which  sweetly  deceive  the  sense,  and  we  are  inclined  to  admire  him 
the  more  as  he  departs  farther  and  farther  from  the  finikin  style  of  more 
laborious  but  less  ruminating  artists.  Mr.  Hart  has  several  other  pictures 
on  the  walls  of  the  Academy,  which  ought  to  procure  commissions  from  *  the 
oldest  and  best  families '  on  the  American  continent.'  -  -  -  Mr.  '  "W".  Hop- 
kins,' who  writes  for  the  ^Dayton  {Ohio)  Jonrual^'  is  clo.sc  upon  the  heels 
of  Mr.  K.  N.  PErpEu.  He  is  very  patriotic,  his  theme  being  ^ America,^  The 
*  Great  Republic'  is  very  much  obliged  to  him.  "We  annex  a  *  sample'  of 
his  wares,  not  a  *  specimen : ' 

*  Amkrica  I  Ittud  of  the  noble  free  I 
High-floAvn  words  are  spoke  of  thee  : 
Of  thy  Uninn.  ami  its  ties, 

For  songs  of  Freedom  rend  the  skies. 

*  From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south. 
You  will  hear  the  words  in  every  mouth, 
Tluit  freedom  n»ijrns  in  sin^ilar  strains. 
And  God  this  libertv  maintains. 

*  Her  fame  hath  spread  both  fur  and  near 
And  nations  preet  the  aiming  year, 
When  their  nionarchs  shall  be  o'erthrown 
And  despotism  utter  his  last  dying  gR)an. 

'  Oh !  then  shall  come  that  hapjiy  time. 

When  freedom  will  extend  to  every  clime, 

And  give  the  nations  all  to  know, 

That  it  is  not  a  mere  vain  and  empty  show, 

Ihit  something:  sacred  .ind  all-sublime 

In  such  a  chanieter  as  wc  define : 

No  nation  can  so  ])roudly  boast 

As  America,  of  the  literature  which  lino  her  coast : 

She  lifts  her  towerinij  heatl  toward  the  skic.', 

And  bids  dep^raded  Europe  to  arise 

And  seek  an  asylum  fmm  torment  piven, 

In  a  land  where  King  and  Queen  doth  hold  no  realm.' 

*  Thank*ee,'  Mr.  IIopkins  :  for,  as  a  small  part  of  the  *  literature  that  line 
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our  coast,'  wc  consider  the  Knickerbocker  poetically  complimented,  and  arc 
duly  grateful  accordingly.  -  -  -  Messrs.  H.  Long  and  Brother  have 
removed  their  establishment  to  the  new  and  splendid  white  marble  store  in 
Nassau-street,  near  Beekman,  where  their  facilities  for  the  transaction  of 
their  large  and  increasing  business  are  very  greatly  extended.  These  gen- 
tlemen, by  a  course  of  honorable  enterprise  and  liberality,  have  built  up  for 
themselves  a  book-trade  which  promises  to  give  them  *  as  much  as  they  can 
do,  and  more  too,'  although  their  *■  premises '  were  even  more  capacious  than 
they  are.  -  -  -  *Our  worthy  Governor,  Horatio  Seymour,'  writes  a 
metropolitan  friend,  recently  from  our  State  capital,  *  having  vetoed,  as  every 
body  knows,  the  so-called  ''Maine  Liquor-Law,^  has  since  received  many 
letters  from  the  friends  as  well  as  the  opponents  of  that  measure.  Among 
others,  *A  strong  Advocate  of  Temperance,  but  no  Maine-Law  Man,'  wrote 
him  to  the  following  effect :  *1  have  read  your  message  vetoing  the  *  Maine 
Law '  bill  with  great  gratification.  I  am  a  temperance  man,  and  I  hope  I  am 
a  moral  man.  I  also  claim  to  have  some  knowledge  of  fundamental  law ; 
and  in  my  opinion  your  views  are  fully  sustained  by  law  and  good  morals. 
I  have  been  a  diligent  reader  of  the  Old  Testament,  as  well  as  the  New ;  and 
in  the  former  I  find  that  the^use  of  wine  was  countenanced  by  the  wise  and 
good  of  the  olden  time.  Even  Lot,  the  only  *just  man '  in  Sodom,  carried 
his  prejudice  in  favor  of  a  *  social  glass  of  wine'  so  far,  that  he  became 
intoxicated.  (See  Genesis,  chapter  nineteenth.)  And  in  the  New  Testament 
we  are  told  that  our  Saviour  and  Uis  disciples  made  generous  use  (without 
abuse)  of  the  *  wine  benign ;  *  and  on  one  memorable  occasion,  by  a  miracle, 
He  even  mad^  wine  from  water,  for  a  wedding-party.  Now,  as  I  have  said, 
I  have  been  a  diligent  student  of  the  Scriptures ;  I  have  read  the  Bible  from 
Genesis  to  Revelations ;  and  I  can  find  no  mention  of  but  one  man's  call- 
ing for  water;  and  he  was  in  h — 11,  where  he  ought  to  be! '  So  far  our 
correspondent.  The  ingenious  *  argument '  cited  will  remind  the  reader  of 
the  sermon  against  the  style  of  a  certain  ancient  head-dress  called  *  top-knots,' 
which  was  preached  from  the  text,  ^Top-Jcnot,  come  down  ! '  It  was  the  last 
part  of  the  sentence:  *And  let  him  that  is  on  the  hoMsa-'' Top-Tcnot,  come 
down  / '  -  -  -  We  could  wish  there  were  more  ^Humlugs '  in  the  world 
than  there  are ;  that  is,  if  either  Barnum  is  one,  or  Genin  another.  Look 
at  what  the  former  has  done  with  the  *  Crystal  Palace,'  and  the  latter  with 
Broadway !  Such  men  are  public  benefactors,  and  deserve  the  full  confidence 
of  the  public.  Genin  is  our  next  candidate  for  Mayor  of  the  city !  He  shall 
have  our  *  unanimous' vote!  -  -  -  Mr.  Samuel  Hueston,  Number  Three 
Hundred  and  Forty-eight  Broadway,  (Knickerbocker  office,)  will  shortly 
publish  *  Plddleford  and  rrs  People,'  with  beautiful  illustrations  from  original 
designs.  This  book  gives  a  graphic  and  very  amusing  descriptio7i  of  society 
in  a  village  of  the  West,  in  the  early  settlement  of  that  country.  Several 
chapters  of  the  book  have  already  appeared  in  this  Magazine ;  and  those 
who  have  read  ''The  Bee-Hunt,^  ^A  Court-Scene  at  PuddUfordy  etc,  will  be 
likely  to  send  for  the  entire  work.  It  is  by  an  old  correspondent  of  the 
Knickerbocker,  Mr.  H.  H.  Riley,  of  Michigan,  His  descriptions  are  real 
daguerreotypes/ izkojixv^oxiihes^oV    -    -    -    We  liavo  received  a  daguor- 
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reotypc  of  '  Bishop  Stevekson/  of  Pittsburgh,  not  as  he  appears  when  dis- 
posing of  his  *  csansis  *  on  secular  occasions,  but  in  his  robes,  as  he  exposes 
himself  when  preaching  on  the  '  criminality  of  crime/  and  other  deep  themes.* 
The  portrait  entirely  comes  up  to  our  expectations.  What  loftiness  of  fesr 
tures !  —  what  refinement  of  manner !  The  lifted  brow,  the  *  white  choke,^ 
the  compressed  lips ;  it  m  u%t  be  the  ^  Bishop '  himselP.  *  It '  seems  as  ef  we 
never  knowM  a  man  as  know'd  as  much  as  what  he  9cem%  to  know;'  and 
yet  we  have  never  Tieard  him.     *  Sech  is  *  Genus !  "    -    -    -    Tue  following 

*  explains  itself/  Its  records  are  simple,  but  they  arc  true.  They  are  firom 
the  ''Porl'ville  Trumpet  of  Freedom :  * 

'Melanciiolt  Catastuopx[e.  —  Ad  exciting  incident  occurred  in  this  village  on  Than- 
day  last.  Mr.  Pipkin's  little  apprentice-boy,  Joseph  Robbing,  hod  ascended  a  ladder, 
and  was  in  the  act  of  painting  a  sign  which  had  been  placed  under  the  eaves  of  Hr. 
Dlacklock's  new  and  splendid  store.    lie  was  Jiist  in  the  act  of  currccting  the  letters 

*  T  R,'  when  an  avalanche  from  the  roof  (as  the  snow  had  fallen  to  a  great  depth) 
suddenly  full  as  ho  held  the  brush  in  his  hand,  casting  him  down  with  the  backet,  and 
killing  him  on  the  spot.  Mr.  '  G.  W.  P./  our  village  poet,  has  written  the  foUowinn^ 
exquisite  verses,  to  commemorate  the  event  z^ 

••ON    THE    DANGERS    OF    BARLT    RI.SINO 

*  *  A  r.AD  stood  on  a  Inddc-r  tall, 
A-painting  of  a  higii, 
A  new  short  ^I^  ;  und  Lane  SvDC  Auld 
lie  whlMtliNl ;  the  Biiu  did  shmc. 

'  •  And  tnnfi  or  ^nn  i»ovo<l  5now  on  roof, 
UnubHeil  til  melting  iihmmI; 
It  rild  and  pwiK*il  o'rr  eaves  above, 
£ave;*Hlri)pi»liig  where  he  stMKL 

'  *■  He,  pazini!  down  on  >f Lm  l>cneath. 
Dreamed  not  inlx.'hancc  was  near 
But  held  Mfi  bucket  in  hb  hand, 
And  bni>he<l  av  ay  a  T  IL 

' '  Ho  was  a  palnter'ii  *prentio«-boy ; 
I  nee<1  not  |irint  \\\i*  name ; 
He  came  of  bleb  der^cent  Indeed, 
But  iiuw  *t  i»  all  ibu  MUiie. 

* '  For  ah  !  the  snow !  too  M>on  it  fell. 
Ail  if  wltb  fell  de-lL'n ; 
He  kiektnl  the  bucket,  down  be  dropped. 
He  died  and  inaile  no  hi^ru !' 


Mit.  Scuoss,  Number  Three  Hundred  and  Three,  Broadway,  has  juBt  pub- 
lished a  large  and  very  timely  ei»praving,  namely :  Portraits  of  the  Queen^ 
of  England,  the  King»  of  Juntrift  and  Pruma,  and  the  Emperor*  Nichola9 
of  Puma  and  XajioJcon  II.  of  France^  all  on  one  sheet.  The  likenesses  are 
well  authenticated,  and  the  engraving  is  of  the  hest  order  of  lithograph. 
They  are  'at  it'  now,  and  it  was  high  time,  for  Ualk*  had  hecn  exhausted. 

As  old  SuiKLKY  says : 

*  TiiFSE  businesses  of  fighting 

Should  be  dei<patched  n*i  d(  ctors  do  prescribe 
I'hysical  pills,  not  to  be  chewed,  but  swallowed: 
Time  spent  in  the  con^ideriIlg  dulls  the  appetite/ 

The  *  public '  on  *  our  side '  will  be  glad  to  look  upon  the  *  heads  *  of  the  great 
actors  in  this  awful  world-drama.  -  -  -  *  "\Ve  perceive  that  our  old  friend^ 
W.  F.  BriKiKss,  who  has  been  engaged  in  the  publishing  and  general  book 
and  stationary  business  for  the  last  fiflcen  years,  has  formed  a  co-partnenbip 
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with  Mr.  F.  W.  Day,  and  the  business  will  be  conducted  hereafter  under  the 
name  of  Burgess  and  Day,  at  Number  One  Hundred  Nassau-street  A 
number  of  new  works  are  announced  as  in  course  of  publication ;  and  the 
reputation  of  both  members  of  the  firm,  as  energetic  and  enterprising  busi- 
ness men,  is  such  as  to  assure  their  friends  and  the  public  that  they  will 
prosecute  their  business  with  vigor  and  success.'  *And  so  say  all  of  us,'  who 
know  the  new  firm  as  well  as  our  contemporary,  from  whom  we  quote  the 
foregoing.  -  -  -  How  very  characteristic  of  Sydney  Smith,  is  the  following 
passage  from  Moore's  diary,  describing  a  breakfast  with  the  witty  clergyman, 
and  other  eminent  persons,  at  Samuel  Rogers':  *In  talking  of  the  stories 
about  dram-drinkers  catching  fire,  he  pursued  the  idea  in  every  possible 
shape.  The  inconvenience  of  a  man  coming  too  near  the  candle  when  he 
was  speaking :  *  Sir,  your  observation  has  caught  fire.'  Then  he  imagined  a 
parson  breaking  into  a  blaze  in  the  pulpit ;  the  engines  called  to  put  him 
out;  no  water  to  be  had,  the  man  at  the  water-works  being  an  atheist.  Said 
of  some  one,  *He  has  no  command  over  his  understanding:  it  is  always 
getting  between  his  legs  and  tripping  him  up.'  Called  with  him  at  Newton's, 
to  see  my  picture ;  said,  in  his  gravest  manner,  to  Newton,  *  Could  n't  you 
contrive  to  throw  into  his  face  somewhat  of  a  stronger  expression  of  hostility 
to  the  church-establishment  ? ' '  -  -  -  People  who  *  love  their  country ' 
and  their  country's  products,  should  step  into  the  extensive  establishment 
of  Mr.  Frederick  S.  Cozzens,  Number  Eighty-five  Chambers-street,  and  taste 
the  different  varieties  of  Longworth's  Ohio  Wines.  We  may  be  partial,  but 
in  our  *'umble'  opinion,  the  *  Sparkling'  and  *  Still'  Catawba  juices  are 
not  excelled  by  any  foreign  wines  of  a  kindred  description.  -  -  -  Is  not 
the  following  passage,  taken  from  a  friendly  letter,  too  felicitous  to  sleep 
in  a  pigeon-hole  of  a  private  secretary  ?  We  think  so :  *  Is  it  not  beautiful, 
this  pristine  freshness  of  the  heart!  Valuable  for  its  rareness,  if  for  nothing 
else.  It  is  unnecessary  for  me  to  say,  *  Let  us  strive  to  keep  it  thus,'  when 
thus  it  will  remain,  without  the  aid  of  effort  or  of  wilL  Nature  does  not 
exert  herself  to  cause  the  flowers  to  bloom  in  beauty  on  her  grateful  breast; 
they  spring  to  greet  the  sun,  and  all  the  liberal  airs  of  heaven,  because  they 
must ;  and  thus  will  they  remain,  blest  and  blessing,  until  comes  the  blight 
of  death,  and  at  its  coming  only  do  they  perish.'  -  -  -  We  have  omitted 
to  mention  until  now,  the  presentation  of  a  massive  silver  pitcher  to  Mr. 
Gurnet,  Broadway,  for  the  ''Four  hest  Daguerreotypes,^  for  which  a  prize  of 
five  hundred  dollars  had  been  offered  by  Mr.  E.  Anthony,  the  principal 
manufacturer  in  the  United  States,  of  Daguerrian  instruments.  Professors 
Morse,  Ren  wick,  and  Draper  were  the  judges.  This  is  a  high  honor,  and 
worthily  bestowed.  -  -  -  We  have  no  recollection  whatever  of  receiving 
any  communication  entitled  ''The  Back-Biter,^  We  have  raked  and  scraped 
our  memory  until  it  is  sore,  but  must  say,  with  Macbeth,  *  There 's  no  such 
thing.'  Our  correspondent,  we  cannot  but  think,  must  be  mistaken,  or  the 
article  has  miscarried.  -  -  -  The  following  ^Tributs  to  the  Memory  of 
Ogden  Ilammersley^  a  young  man  of  great  promise,  who  died  suddenly  while 
travelling  in  South  America,  is  from  the  fertile  pen  of  Mrs.  L.  H.  Sigourney. 
The  lines  were  written  after  hearing  the  lecture  on  ^American  Poetry,*  re- 
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cently  delivered  by  the  father  of  the  deceased,  Hon.  William  James  Ham- 
HERSLET,  of  Hartford,  Conn.  The  son  himself  had  a  deeply-poetical  mind, 
and  a  little  while  before  his  death  wrote  two  short  effusions,  especially  for 
the  Knickerbocker.  One  of  these  appears  in  the  present  number.  We 
take  the  lines  from  the  *  WaverUy  Magazine : ' 

*  While  lips  of  eloquence  portray 

With  classic  f(»rce  their  chosen  theme, 
Steals  not  some  lingcrinfr  thought  away 
To  far  La  Plata's  sounding  stream  ? 

'  To  one,  who  'mid  that  sunny  clime 

In  life's  fair  flush  laid  down  to  die ; 
Yet  his  young  bosom  hid  sublime 
The  elements  of  poesy. 

'  The  worm  enthusiastic  zeal, 

The  upward  impulse  nobly  kepi. 
The  heart  to  prompt,  the  nerve  to  feel, 
The  hand  tne  tuneful  lyre  that  swept. 

*  Gleamed  not  that  image  o'er  the  eye 

On  which  a  listening  audience  gaxed? 
Breathed  not  for  him  the  father's  sigh, 
Even  when  our  country's  bards  he  praised 

*  With  ardent  tone  ?    It  may  be  so  — 

Though  nought  disturbed  the  speaker's  grace, 
For  deeper  tears  the  heart  doth  know 
Than  those  that  overflow  the  face. 

*  Alas !  along  this  pilgrim  way 

Where  budding  hopes  at  mom  were  spread, 
How  frequent,  ere  the  closing  day. 
Our  thorn-choked  flowers  he  pale  and  dead ! 

*  Yet  tenderly  their  faded  bloom 

Instructs  us  fn)m  the  hallowed  sod; 
And  the  low  whisper  of  the  tomb 
Allures  us  gently  near  to  Goo.' 

The  February  issue  of  *  The  Pioneer '  monthly  magazine  of  San  Francisco, 
edited  by  F.  C.  Ewer,  Esq.,  has  been  received,  and  fully  sustains  the  promise 
of  its  first  number.  Its  original  prose  articles  are  various  and  interesting, 
while  its  poetry  is  selected  with  good  taste.  They  have  little  time,  as  yet,  in 
California  to  *  court  the  coy  Muse.'  Our  friend  *  Colonel  Pipes,*  we  perceive, 
continues  his  amusing  *  Friendly  Chit-chat,'  in  which  wo  find  the  following 
anecdote  of  *  Big  Bochsa,'  the  harpist : 

*  I  WANT  to  jot  down  a  rather  chnructcriatic  anecdote  of  Bochsa,  from  which  it  would 
seem  that  there  is  another  'Bourbon  in  the  field.'  It  seems  that  an  Alabama  paper 
lately  aflSrmcd  that  Bochsa  (who  has  quite  the  Bourbox  features)  was  son  of  Egaute, 
Duke  of  Orleans,  and  consequently  half-brother  to  the  late  Louis  PmLirPE.  Our  witty 
musician  being  asked  if  the  report  was  true,  (for  he  seldom  loses  the  op])ortunity  of  a 
joke,)  answered  seriously : 

' '  Now,  Sir,  I  vill  tell  you,  (drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height  and  breadth,)  I  am 
King  of  ze  harp,  and  rccog-nished  the  legitimate  heirs  to  King  David  !  My  government 
is  hashed  on  harmonj^  and  concord ;  my  policy  is  to  keep  my  instrument  Veil  in  tune, 
and  j)lease  indiscriminately  Vigs,  and  —  vot  vou  call  'em,  eh  ?  —  Dcm-o-cats  —  eh  ?  My 
mimsters  at  home  and  abroad  (thcmusicvscllers  and  hotel-keepers)  spread  far  and  wide 
my  name  and  fame;  my  relations  with  foreign  powers  are  most  friendly;  and  when  I 
recently  visited  the  crowned  heads  of  Europe,  they  paid  not  only  great  attention  to  my 
BO-lo»,  but  even  MRTTERNicn,  Wellinotink,  and  Alderman  Messerolb  applauded  my 
/anta9e«f  and  bowed  to  my  cai>rU:es  !  My  proclamations  are  only  good,  show)'  concert- 
bills;  my  coujts  d'itut  aim  solely  at  getting  from  Italy  the  best  cat-gut  string.    I  am  at 
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war  with  no  body.  The  hands  I  conduct  (with  no  other  weapon  in  my  hand  than  a 
small  baton)  do  no  harm;  and  if  they  commit  murder,  it  is  only  on  zc  musical  works 
they  arc  attacking.  So  you  see  I  am  a  happy  monarch,  and  should  be  a  block-head  —  wot 
you  call,  eh  ?  —  to  wish  to  chan^ge  mv  situation.' 

'  How  brightly  the  moon  shines  tlirough  my  window  as  I  write !  —  and  the  night  is 
as  mild,  the  atmosphere  as  balmy  and  delightful  as  in  June.  Oh!  a  glorious  climate, 
truly,  is  this  same  CtUifomia!  Already  the  Spring  seems  to  be  upon  us,  and  the  trees 
are  putting  forth  their  leaves ;  and  the  short  grass  peeps  up  to  view  the  light.  Wild 
flowers,  too,  are  opening  their  petals  to  the  sun,  and  the  young  birds  chirp  among  the 
branches.' 

They  beat  us  in  weather  in  California.  What  a  contrast  must  their  March 
have  been  to  ours,  if  such  was  their  February !  -  -  -  For  some  twelve 
years,  more  or  less,  we  have  submitted  to  the  tonsorial  and  *  shavo-atory ' 
operations  of  Mr.  Augustus  Blessing,  barber  and  hair-dresser  in  Ann-street ; 
and  a  lighter  hand  never  left  a  *  chin  new-reaped.'  He  has  recently  removed 
to  Number  Twelve,  in  the  same  street,  which  he  has  fitted  up  with  all  the 
modem  fixtures  and  *  fixings,*  and  is  justly  proud  of  his  new  and  improved 
premises.  lie  is  assiduous  to  please,  and  has  ready  and  capable  assist- 
ants, who  worthily  emulate  their  superior.  -  -  -  A  friend  sends  us  the 
following  authentic  account  of  *'A  Niglit  with  th^  Spirits.^  If  you  peruse 
it  in  the  right  *  spirit,'  reader,  it  will  make  you  *  sick.'  It  beats  *  table-moving ' 
all  to  nothing : 

*  Well  do  I  remember  that  night!  —  and  I  think  I  am  not  likely  soon  to  forget  the 
singular  sensations  it  left  on  my  mind.  It  seems  but  yesterday  that  my  friend  '  Gus.' 
came  into  the  ofHce,  his  face  beaming  with  the  intelligence  that  a  few  friends  from 
Charleston  were  to  dine  with  him  that  day  at  Delmonico's  ;  *  and,  my  dear  boy,'  said 
he,  *you  must  come.    You  must  be  one  of  us,  for  this  night.' 

*  I  was  very  much  attached  to  *Gus.,'  as  who  that  knows  him  is  not?  —  but  I  expe- 
rienced a  pleasing  dread,  (if  there  bo  such  a  feeling,)  at  the  idea  of  'anight'  with  some 
of  our  Southern  bloods ;  but  I  had  promised,  and  I  was  obliged  to  go ;  and  there  I  joine<l  a 
few  of  the  finest  fellows  it  has  ever  been  my  fortune  to  meet.  We  had  a  glorious 
dinner,  and  began  to  feel  cheery  with  the  merry  '  news  from  Cork '  of  the  champagne- 
bottles  and  their  contents,  when  a  visit  to  the  theatre  was  proposed  and  unanimously 
carried.  I  should  have  said  *  theatres,'  for  I  believe  we  were  in  nearly  every  place  of 
amusement  in  the  city  that  night ;  and,  in  order  to  see  the  sights  more  clearly,  we  had 
(not  between  the  acts)  between  the  theatres  another  bottle  or  two  of  IIbidsick,  to  vary 
the  amusement.  At  last  we  became  tired,  and  landed  at  Florence's,  where,  having 
dispatched  an  excellent  supper,  and  a  few  more  bottles,  we  considered  ourselves  in 
capital  order  for  any  thing,  and  as  sober  as  judges. 

'I  cannot  tell  you  all  the  places  we  visited  that  night,  or  how  many  bottles  we 
finished.  It  is  probably  better  to  bury  this  in  oblivion ;  but  I  have  a  faint  recollection 
of  parting  with  my  friends,  and  going  home.  I  have  no  idea  of  how  I  got  there,  but 
my  memory  begins  to  dawn  again.  I  rang  the  bell :  no  answer.  I  tried  the  shutters : 
no  answer.  I  now  began  to  feel  a  little  angry,  and  I  gave  the  bell  a  violent  pull.  I 
heard  the  window  opening,  and  some  one  sang  out : 

*  *  What  the  d 1  do  you  want  here  ? ' 

*  I  told  the  man  to  come  down,  and  I  would  show  him ;  but  before  he  came  down,  I 
saw  the  curly  head  of  our  Mart  looking  over  the  railing  in  the  next  house.  I  said 
something  about  *■  the  wrong  house,'  and  *  a  mistake,'  and  was  not  long  in  getting  up. 
stairs  into  my  own  room. 

*  I  managed  to  get  off  my  coat,  and  sat  down  to  get  off  my  boots.  I  made  several 
attempts,  but  all  unsuccessful :  at  last,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  get  into  bed  as  I  was. 
l^Iy  head  grew  dizzy ;  and,  on  looking  up,  I  saw  the  bed  distinctly  moving  toward  me ! 
I  waited  until  it  should  come  round,  determined  to  get  into  it ;  but  no ;  there  it  was, 
still  coming;  and  what  struck  me  as  very  extraordinary  was,  that  it  continued  going 


546  Editor's  Table,  [Hay, 

round,  and  although  I  placed  myself  exactly  opposite  to  it  several  times,  it  came  no 
nearer. 

'  I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  made  a  run,  and  tumbled  right  into  bed.  For  a  mo, 
ment,  all  was  still ;  but  I  had  scarcely  laid  my  head  on  the  pillow,  when  it  comnieneed 
going  very  slowly  around !  I  now  felt  sure  that  some  infamous  scoundrel  had  got 
underneath.  I  lay,  planning  how  I  should  fix  him ;  but,  in  the  midst  of  my  resolutions, 
the  bed  began  to  go  very  fast,  and  at  lost  to  fly  around !  A  kind  of  fear  crept  over  me, 
and  I  heard  a  loud  crash ! 

'  This  is  my  last  remembrance  of  that  night  When  I  awoke  in  the  morning,  I  felt 
a  shivering  coldness  all  over  me,  with  a  burning  thirs^  and  a  curious  feeling  of  dread. 
I  was  lying  on  the  floor,  my  head  close  up  against  the  door.  I  got  up:  the  bed  looked 
as  if  I  had  been  on  it;  but  how  or  by  what  means  I  came  on  the  floor,  is  one  of  those 
singular  *  phenomena  of  the  spirits,'  only  known  to  the  initiated,  and,  I  sincerely  trust, 
will  never  be  known  to  you,  my  reader.  a.  e. 

What  would  our  friend  not  have  given  for  the  'Maine  Law/  on  that 
memorable  morning?  -  -  -  *Lote  among  the  Chickens ^  is  felicitously 
set  forth  in  ^The  Poultry-maniastt  to  his  Mistress,^  from  the  pen  of  a  favorite 
correspondent  *  i'  the  north :  * 

'  A  MEBRT-THOUGHT  I  have :  0  thou  decided 
Joy  of  my  heart !  let  you  and  me  divide  it, 

'  Ere  it  be  snapped  and  picked  by  some  arch  prowler, 
Philo-perist,  fowl-fancier,  or  fancy-fowler. 

*  'T  is  this :  since  all  that 's  dear  has  found  a  standard 
In  costly  fowl,  dearest,  sotne  think,  when  brandered, 

*  Brif  ht-feathered  epithets  shall  you  and  I,  love, 
Pick  from  their  moults,  and  on  each  other  try,  love. 

*  Winged  words  --  called  by  the  ancient  Greek  who  meant  a 
Flight  telegraphic  —  inea  rrrepocvra. 

'Wend  we  our  way,  then,  darling  of  air  dUtin^ue ; 
"iiy  Bantam  thou  —  I  thy  protecting  Shanghai. 

*  Nor,  though  some  diamond-duchess  sparkle  finer. 
For  her  will  I  forsake  my  Cochin-Cuina. 

*  Waking  or  sleeping,  dreaming,  or  walking,  or  talking, 
Laughing  or  weeping  —  let  me  be  thy  DukKiNC 

*  And  mine  the  task,  from  elance  of  ogle-shooter 
Jealous  thine  eye  to  guard,  my  Bbahad-Pooteb  ! 

'  Thus  chant  I  clear  thy  praise ;  my  pulses  quicken ; 
Soon  shall  all  mine  be  thine,  my 'Guinea-Chicken! 

*  And  should  f  hv  parents,  love,  bring  costly  present, 
What's  thine  be  mine,  mine  all,  my  Golden  Pheasant! 

'  Kiss  me,  thou  peerless !  matchless  in  face  and  form ; 
Fair  as  a  new-laid  e^f^f  and  oh  1  as  warm.' 

The  following  sly  but  hard  ^hit*  at  ambitious  young  artists  is  from  the 

*Sbhol'en  Gnzette^^  (which  deserves,  and  wo  are  glad  to  hear  is  achieving 

success,)  edited  by  Mr.  T.  W.  Whitley,  himself  an  artist,  and  well-known 

as  the  art-critic  of  the  ^Home  JoumaV : 

*  Since  the  death  of  the  illustrious  statesman,  Daniel  Webster.  Xhe  picture-shops  of 
the  city  of  New- York  have  been  inundated  with  his  j)ortraits.  A  noticeable  instance 
of  this  j>ucrile  ambition  is  now  in  a  picture-store  m  Broadway.  Mr.  Webster  was 
famous  for  the  majestic  look  of  his  countenance.  We  apprehend  that  the  beams  of  that 
divinity  which  ia  said  to  hedge  a  king,  dazzle  the  optics  too  forcibly  of  every  artist 
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who  attempts  to  paint  them.  The  fi^re  of  Mr.  Wbbstbr  appears  unamiable,  presnm« 
ing,  and  repulsive.  Yet  all  this  may  be  the  effect  of  tremor.  The  calm  diji^ity  which 
should  appertain  to  such  a  personage,  is  not  discoverable.  It  gires  the  idea  o^  a  con- 
ceited philosopher,  looking  sayafe  to  avoid  looking^  silly,  presenting  himself  for  admi- 
ration under  tne  consciousness  of  being  unusually  impressive,  and  not  as  the  represen- 
tation of  the  embodiment  of  Senatorial  dignity.  As  Mr.  Webstbq  was  not  noticeable 
for  effrontery  or  vanity,  the  portrait  is  by  no  means  adequate  to  our  idea  of  the  Senator 
from  Massacnusetts.' 

The  ^Bobin  Red-lyreast  Papers^  are  very  lively  and  clever.  Here  is  a  pun 
from  the  same  columns,  which  will  bear  transplanting : 

*  'T  IS  not  often  that  a  joke  is  cracked  on  the  head  of  an  artist ;  but  it  so  happened  a 
few  days  since,  that  a  distinguished  literary  gentleman  and  military  officer  on  a  visit  to 
Mr.  Rannet,  the  historical  painter,  had  the  temerity  to  indulge  in  one.  On  arriving  at 
the  lodge  of  Mr.  Ranxet,  which  is  penned  in  by  a  neat  fence,  he  found  the  artist  lustily 
employed  with  his  maul-stick  in  wollopping  some  cows  out  of  his  inclosuro.  'So  ho! 
Mr.  Ranney,*  said  one  of  the  party,  *  I  expected  to  have  found  you  employed  on  the 
Siege  of  Yorktown ;  but  I  see  vou  stick  to  the  *  battle  of  the  cow-pens.* '  JJTr.  Raknbt 
has  given  the  world  some  fine  historical  pictures  on  the  Revolution.' 

"We  regret  to  hear  of  the  recent  death,  at  Buffalo,  of  Captain  Frederick 
S.  Wheeler,  formerly  of  the  lake  steamer  the  ^Saint  Louu^  on  board  of 
which  splendid  vessel  we  first  had  the  pleasure  to  meet  him.  He  was  a  man 
of  the  noblest  personal  qualities,  and  by  all  who  knew  him,  was  beloved. 
*  For  the  past  six  months,*  writes  a  friend,  *  he  has  been  settling  his  worldly 
affairs,  and  preparing  for  his  departure.  It  was  a  lesson  to  us  all,  the  calm 
manner  in  which  ho  awaited  *  final  orders.'  His  manifest  was  full,  and  no 
smuggling  had  been  attempted ;  all  he  waited  for  was  the  signature  of  the 
Collector  to  his  clearance,  and,  with  the  Great  Pilot  in  whom  he  implicitly 
trusted,  he  had  no  fears  of  a  prosperous  voyage,  and  a  cheering  welcome 
into  the  destined  haven.  No  murmur  ever  escaped  him,  no  yearning  to 
return  to  the  struggles  and  joys  of  life :  satisfied  with  the  prospect  before 
him,  at  peace  with  all  mankind,  surrounded  by  his  nearest  relatives  and 
friends,  he  gently  dropped  asleep.^  -  -  -  There  is,  to  our  conception,  a 
great  deal  of  *  the  father,'  in  this  brief  but  touching  passage  from  a  letter  of  the 
late  Rev.  Dr.  Judson,  describing  his  approach,  on  his  last  voyage,  to  the  scene 
of  his  missionary  labors  and  sufferings :  '  The  wide  expanse  of  the  ocean  is 
again  crossed ;  the  Maulmain  mountains  loom  in  the  distant  horizon ;  the 
Kyaik-a-mee  pagoda  indicates  the  promontory  of  Amherst;  and  now,  on  the 
green  bank  beyond,  I  discern,  with  a  telescope,  the  small  inclosure  which  con- 
tains the  sleeping-place  of  my  dear  Ann  and  her  daughter  Maria.  Like  my 
missionary  associates,  the  members  of  my  own  family  are  scattered  far  and 
wide ;  for  the  mounds  that  mark  their  graves  stud  the  burial-plates  of  Ran- 
goon, Amherst,  Maulmain,  Serampore,  and  St.  Helena.'  -  -  -  It  was  plea- 
sant to  see  the  esprit  de  corps  among  the  book-sellers  at  Putnam's  great  Trade- 
Sale.  Liberality,  enterprise,  and  high-minded  dealing  were  recognized  and  ho- 
nored as  they  deserved  to  be.  Mr.  Putnam,  whose  course  has  been  thus  marked, 
continues  to  issue  many  of  his  most  popular  editions,  and  at  the  same  time 
has  more  leisure  to  devote  to  the  interests  of  his  excellent  and  popular 
Magazine.  -  -  -  Our  ^Little  People's  Side-  Table '  is  crowded  with  dishes ; 
but  we  must  *  pretermit  the  juveniles '  for  the  present.  -  -  -  Our  friend 
i  W.  E.  R./  of  San  Francisco,  shall  hear  from  us,  and  our  readers  from  him, 
in  the  next  Knickerbocker,  if  we  are  alive  and  well.  The  same  of  *  E.  S.  A^' 
of  "Washington  Territory.    -    -    -    Wb  have  much  matter  remaining  over. 
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IStitt  Xotiscs   of   Xfb    )P uSIiratiass. 

*The  Rec^llei):  is  V.-i-tes  or  the  Pa-t,'  wvh  *  Puems  of  the  Idwl,'  is  the  thfeof 

■J,  hands.-mt;  v.»!-irne  fp.ni  tho  prois  ■.'  Jawe-s  M'-.vsob  and  CoiiPAyr,  BosMo.  It  u 
irom  the  p»;a  ■■f  >fr-s.  J  ivs  Ekvi.va  L*  •;5e.  and  aiihmjh  of  verv  unequal  merit,  it  coo- 
tain  *j  -in.rl-:  |M,vr:..'^  ".f  rare.-  excolk-ace.  Wo  ir^.*  s-jiry  :■)  co:ice  tlie  treatment  of  nn-ori- 
?:n:il  Th^ir:!.-.  in  i^i  i-r  thr».-»>  Iiistwinc^s.  * T::-?  Th'.*xia  Maiden'  was  suggested  bj 
IIoRA'.E  S'lirri's  'A'Mrt-J*  x-j  a  Miimnir.'  an  I  'The  Soaiiered  Househuld*  bj  3fnb 
liesfAN?'  M.;riv.s  fif  a  II>iu:*ehold.'  \Vh<j  could  hi  jfe  lo  iciprore  upon  either  of  those 
perfijrmar.ci.f  ?  'Tho  A;f»:d  Inebriate'  is  b-.'Vt-r  th;*n  a  temperance-sermon:  it  is  foil 
'if  aoloiun  and  f-rfoctivc  warninj.  The  foil  ^winj.  also,  entitle<l  *  ^'J'.lf,*  13  rigoroos  sod 
'^'ilcma  rcr»e. 

'  Omc  ''.av  r.f  i!!  thv  v«^Ar  I  k<^p  *  While  oat  fmm  it»  hashed  reaper  Aldoi 

Ffiin  tli<-  ;:;iv-  uoK-l  a^iart:  A  ui<>urnAd  rvqai^m  break*: 

Whiin  iniiiirzifi.l  'Av.'^*  rf.-ui.:]c.«frSWi'i?p  .Vn^L  a*  from  h<^iy  riDoald.  whilea, 

Tlie  cLam{.eri  of  mv  heart.  A  s«)lemii  soni'ce  waLeSw 

•  It  L«  not.  in  thi»  «inter-tim<».  *  -Tu^r  <<>  as  oa  a  lonsr-sone  day, 

Wh  -n  -now  hmh  palM  the  carrh,  "Where  one  in  boyhnod  slept. 

Anil  t!'>-.rt-!>  h.tve  ilnj^fMnl  N:noat]i  tho  r{:iK-  While  chanseleM  pallw  o'er  him  lar, 

TFul  ■_':i:hi  r>  ti>  thrr  h-.-axth :  And  a  dread  chiUneAS  crept ; 

•  It  l<  not  whi?-n  the  autumn  drift.-*  '  .V  illrce  <wept  oVr  me  drearily; 

Tin;  "IV  i:  hi-ix-d  li.-avt*  alonir :  My  h«Art  a  service  raid : 

An'l  uiifl  -in  fonr^t-harris  uplifts  And'd»^pcr  than  the  world  could  aeo, 

It.-  d-  p-tiir.J:«l  funi-ral  «««n? :  Ma«ie  mniiming  for  Its  dead. 

•  N<.r  l«  {r  wh  -n  fh.-  h-ml-inil  war.  *  I  «i  ■,  a.«  thin,  the  coffin  set ; 

IJi-n.-.Vh  a  jiall-Uki"  !«-ky.  Thr  pall  above  it  thnjwn; 

Vi"i  It  ji!:!!!!-:!!"  "Wi-Hir.;;  i»n  th-*  ear.  A:i«l.  ria^t  as  then,  ray  clieebs  aro  wet 

Slow  L'-rf'th  f«»rh  to  i!ie :  With  s<»rrow  and  with  m<Mn. 

IfHt  "t  1<  ainiil  thi-  .*i;mmer'!»  balm.  •  For  't  Is  the  day — the  very  day — 
Willie  <U- WH In iirtcTuwn  the  fl«»wors':  The  month  amid  the  year,  ' 

A  lid  b'lirhiiiL'  ninrn.  and  sun-set  caluj,  Wlu-n  fKim  my  heart  they  bore  away 

To  jiiv  Ira;!  up  thv  hours  A  flower-strewn,  borthencd  tier! 

*Tli*Tn  fniRi  tho  fi-sifvo  w<»rM  I  keep  '  And.  a«  the  dark  hours  wandered  there, 

Orii-  <lay  ulonr  —  ai^art ;  Tlie  ni^t-airs  came  in  gloom. 

Anil  ^h\x'.  »-  :••  a  whi^pt^r  doop.  Thronch  open  casements  to  a  bore, 

I'hi-  uindiiws  of  my  heart.  A  changed  and  silent  room  I  * 

The  volninv  i:*  embclli^licd  with  a  portrait,  the  features  df  which  seem  to  indicstc 
past  mental  >utn.Tinjr.  Mistakinp:  the  initials,  many  of  the  effusions  in  the  rolumc  bsTC 
been  widely  circulated  under  the  sin:nature  of  *L.  E.  h.,'  Miss  Landox,  afterward  Mrs 
McLean,  wiiodied  at  Cape  Coast  Castle. 

TiiK  IJitir:.-!!  Poets,  from  Ciiaickr  to  Worpswortii.  —  A  truly  magnificent  litenry 
''ntoqiri.>H.-  i::i.>>  bicii  started  and  rapidly  carried  forward  by  Messrs.  Littlb,  Bbowx  asd 
CoMrANV,  of  ]>(rst(rn,  whose  ogeiits  in  Ncw-Yurk  arc  Mesttrs.  Evans  axd  DiCKxnoar, 
liroadway,  m-ar  Fc Mirth-Street.  It  is  nothing  less  than  the  publication,  in  well-printed, 
convenient,  and  linnds4>mc  voluinoa,  of  the  *Jirl!!tth  Poeh^  from  Chaucer  to  Words- 
woKTii,  with  biocrmpliies,  notices,  and  glossaries.  An  engraved  authentic  portrait  of 
each  wriier  accompanies  his  works.  The  whole  series  is  to  be  completed  in  about  one 
hundrc*d  volumes,  under  the  general  editorship  of  Pn.>fes8or  F.  J.  Child,  of  Hamrd 
Cidlcge.  We  fully  endorse  the  commendations  by  a  contemporary  of  this  sopeib 
edition: 

'.\n  edition  of  tht  l^ritUh  poi<t.4  in  volumce  of  a  Judicious  site,  neither  too  large  nor  too  soian  fbr 
♦•nmfort,  wi-ll-clUcd.  w«'ll-i»rliittNl  on  pood  paper,  in  oloar,  Inrpre  type,  and  embradn$e  erery  poet  of 
note  n-nni  (.'iiai-ikk  to  WnRDSwoBTn,  is  a  service  to  literature  that  cannot  be  wdl  rstlinwfd  fai 
woriK  Hilt  iho  volumes  like  those  before  us,  must  be  maile  for  our  flngenL  We  must  tdte  them 
to  t)i<-  fleldH,  or  enjoy  them  by  the  flre-side.  or.  In  case  of  sickness,  thrust  them  under  our  plUowi, 
ami  not  be  Inconventenceil  by  the  angles.  The  present  promises  to  excel  evoy  pteVioos  edi- 
tion—  Johnson's,  Anderson's,  Chalmers",  the  Coiswick  edition,  all  editions,  in  short  that  were 
ever  projected  —  in  thv  wide  range  of  its  plan,  lu  the  Judielons  selection  of  its  authong  in  the  cstboiie 
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spirit  which  will  inform  the  editors,  in  the  conyenient  size  of  the  yolames,  in  the  beauty  of  their 
typ<^r^hy,  and  in  Uie  elegance  of  their  general  appearance.  Taking  the  Aldine  edition  of  the 
London  publisher,  Piokbbing,  as  their  model,  or  rather  as  their  starting-point,  for  thev  are  detei*- 
mined  to  improve  upon  it,  the  publishers  of  this  edition  have  projected  a  series  of  the  daeeic  poets 
of  Great  Britain,  wluch  is  really  astonishing,  even  in  this  age  of  enterprise.  A  noticeable  feature 
of  their  plan  Is  the  rapidity  with  which  they  issue  the  volumes.  Less  than  a  year  has  elapsed  since 
the  commencement,  and  thirty-one  volumes  are  already  published.  These  contain  the  works  of 
BiTTLSR,  GnuBoniLi..  Collins,  Cowpbe,  Dbyden,  GoLDSMrrn,  Gbat,  Milton,  Pope,  Pbiox, 
Thomson,  Swdtt,  and  Yoitno.  We  are  assured  that  all  that  is  of  interest  and  paramount  value  in 
English  poetiy,  from  Ghauosb  to  Woboswobth,  will  be  included.  The  proq)cctus  tells  us  that 
*■  several  volumes  of  ftigitive  and  anonymous  poetry  will  be  added,  beside  wnat  may  be  taken  ttovo. 
the  publications  of  Ritbon,  Pxeot,  Ellis,  Bbtdoes,  Pabk,  etc,  of  the  Percy  Society,  and  other 
printing  clubs.  Particulmr  care  will  be  bestowed  on  Cuauckb,  on  the  EnsliBh  and  Scotch  ballad- 
poetry.  Pains  will  be  tf^en  to  secure  a  correct  text;  and  each  work  wUl  be  accompanied  with 
biographical,  historical,  and  critical  notices,  and  with  glossaries,  where  such  assistance  is  needed. 
An  edition  conducted  on  these  principles  will,  it  is  thought,  deserve  to  be  called,  in  all  essential 
respects,  a  Complete  Collection  of  the  English  Poets.'  * 

'Annals  of  Tennessee.' — Messrs.  Lippincott,  Grambo  and  CompanTi  Philadelphia, 
have  published,  in  a  large  volume,  *The  Annals  of  Tennessee^  to  the  end  of  ihe  Eighteenth 
Century.^  The  work  comprises  a  history  of  its  settlement  as  the  '  Watauga  Association,' 
from  1769  to  1777;  a  'Part  of  North  Carolina,'  from  1777  to  1784;  the  '  State  of  Frank- 
lin,' from  1784  to  1788;  a  'Part  of  North  Carolina,'  from  1788  to  1790;  the  'Territory 
of  the  United  States  South  of  the  Ohio,'  from  1790  to  179G ;  the  '  State  of  Tennessee,' 
from  179G  to  1800.  The  author  is  J.  G.  M.  Ramsey,  A.M.,  M.D.  His  labors  bear  the 
marks  of  careful  research,  and  he  has  arranged  his  abundant  and  interesting  materials 
with  the  skill  of  an  apparently  practised  hand.  One  scarcely  knows,  till  he  has  read 
the  details  which  are  contained  in  such  works  as  this,  and  Ford's  '  History  of  Illinois,' 
how  much  of  romance  and  stirring  adventure  there  is  in  the  history  of  our  later  sistcr- 
statcs. 

Surennb's  French  and  English  Dictionary.  —  The  Messrs.  Appleton  have  done  a 
good  service  to  the  public,  in  presenting,  on  fair,  clear  type  and  good  paper,  a  new  and 
enlarged  edition  of  this  excellent  and  complete  work.  It  is  in  two  parts :  the  first  in 
French  and  English,  and  the  second  in  English  and  French.  The  first  part  comprehends 
words  in  common  use,  terms  connected  with  science  and  the  fine  arts,  historical,  geo- 
graphical, and  biographical  names,  with  the  pronunciation  according  to  the  French 
Academy,  and  the  most  eminent  lexicographers  and  grammarians:  the  second  part 
contains  all  English  words  authorized  by  eminent  writers,  with  the  pronunciation  ac- 
cording to  the  best  authorities ;  the  whole  preceded  by  a  practical  and  comprehensive 
system  of  French  pronunciation. 

Annual  of  Sctentific  Discovery.  —  Messrs.  Gould  and  Lincoln,  Boston,  have  issue(V 
in  a  closely-printed  volume,  an  Annual  of  jyiacoveryj  or  Yeav-Book  of  Facts  in  ikience 
and  Arty  for  1854.'  It  exhibits  the  most  important  discoveries  and  improvements  in 
mechanics,  useful  arts,  natural  philosophy,  chemistry,  astronomy,  meteorology,  zoology, 
botany,  mineralogy,  geology,  geography,  antiquities,  etc.,  together  with  a  list  of  recent 
scientific  publications;  a  classified  list  of  patents ;  obituuies  of  eminent  scientific  men ; 
notes  on  the  progress  of  science  during  the  year  1853,  etc.  The  work  is  edited  by 
David  A.  Wells,  A.M.,  and  he  has  discharged  the  laborious  task  he  had  in  hand  with 
great  credit  to  himself. 

'Russia  AS  It  Is.'  —  The  momentous  events  occurring  at  this  moment  on  the  great 
battle-ground  of  Europe  will  conspire  to  make  this  book  a  desideratum  for  thousands  of 
readers.  Indeed,  we  learn  that  a  thousand  copies  of  the  work  were  sold  by  the  Messrs. 
Appletons  in  one  day.  The  author,  Count  A.  De  Gurowski,  writes  from  a  '  full  mind ; ' 
he  describes  'that  which  he  saw,  and  part  of  which  he  was; '  and  he  is  thus  enabled  to 
impart  to  his  sketches  that  undoubted  air  of  truth,  which  is  so  essential  to  a  work  in  its 
kind.  It  is  replete  with  information  which  makes  the  reader,  as  he  goes  on,  well 
acquainted  with  the  past,  present,  and  future  of  the  gigantic  empire  of  Russia. 

Guizot's  History  op  Oliver  Cromwell.  —  We  have  in  two  well-executed  volumes, 
from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Blanchard  and  Lea,  Philadelphia,  *Ouieot*8jffistory  of  Oliver 
OroinweU  and  the  English  Commonvcealth,  from  the  Execution  of  Charles  the  HrH  to 
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the  Death  of  CromwdL,*  The  translation  is  bj  Axdrbw  B.  Scoblk,  and  is  eridentlr 
fitithful,  in  a  rare  degree,  to  the  original.  We  have  never  known  the  eventful  story  of 
the  '  Lord  Protector '  and  his  great  eontemporanes  to  be  better  given  than  in  these 
Tolomes. 

'Schools  and  Schoolmastbbs.'  — We  like  even  the  tUle  of  this  book,  recently  from 
the  press  of  Gocld  and  Lixcolx,  Boston,  and  are  fullj  prepared  to  enjoy  the  work, 
when  we  shall  find  leisure  for  its  perusal.  Its  themes  are  very  fruitful ;  and  from  what 
we  know  of  the  writings  of  the  author,  (Hugh  Millsr,  author  of  '  The  Old  Red  Sand- 
stone,' '  Foot-I^ints  of  the  Crbatob,'  etc.,)  we  infer  their  effective  treatoient.  Wko 
does  not  go  back  to  his  *  schools  and  schoolmasters?  ' 

'Sketches  of  thb  Campaign  in  NoRTRste;  Mexico.'  —  We  have  seen  no  more  spirited 
account  of  the  Mexican  campaign,  in  184G-7,  than  is  contained  in  this  work,  from  the 
pen  of  an  officer  of  the  first  regiment  of  Ohio  Volunteers.  The  incidents  are  many, 
and  describiKi  in  a  style  of  equal  force  and  simplicity.  Spirited  reports  of  battles  form 
very  attractive  reading  with  a  large  portion  of  the  community ;  wherefore  we  predict 
for  this  volume  a  wide  circulation. 

Addison's  Complete  Works.  —  Mr.  Putnam  continues  the  publication  of  this  excel- 
lent edition,  with  his  accustomed  care  and  good  taste  in  externals.  Each  volame 
is  embellished  with  a  very  fine  engraving,  and  the  printing  and  paper  are  unexceptioD- 
able.  The  first  volume  is  devoted  to  the  '  Poems  and  Dramas,'  the  second  and  third  to 
'  Miscellaneous  Prose,'  and  the  fourth  to  '  The  Spectator.* 

'Poems,  bt  James  T.  Fields.'  —  Such  is  the  modest  and  only  title  of  a  little  volume,  a 
perfect  hiJQu  in  its  externals  of  print,  paper,  and  binding,  which  Messrs.  Metcalf  and 
Company,  of  Cambridge,  have  lately  put  forth.  Refined  sentiment;  true  feeling, 
simply  expressed ;  ease  and  grace  of  versification ;  and  moreover  an  air  of  JuariiniUi 
in  every  thing,  are  the  prominent  characteristics  of  this  charming  little  (rocAtri^ 
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The  Publication  Office  of  this  Mag.vzixe  will  hereafter  be  at  Number  Three  Hun- 
dred AND  FortT'Eight,  Broadwat,  over  the  new  and  splendid  Bookstore  of  the  Messrs. 
Appleton.  Letters  for  the  Editor,  L.  Gaylord  Clark,  and  for  Samuel  Hcbston,  Pub- 
lisher, should  be  addressed  as  above. 

Several  of  our  book-sellers  and  publishers  remove,  this  spring,  from  their  long-esta- 
blished quarters.  Stanford  and  Swords,  one  of  the  oldest  book-houses  in  the  countr?- 
have  removed  to  Six  Hundred  and  Thirty-Seven,  Broadway.  Fowlers  aKd  Wells 
remove  their  Phrenological  Cabinet  and  Publication  Office  from  Old  Clinton  Hall 
in  Nassau-street,  to  Three  Hundred  and  Eight,  Broadway.  The  business  of  this  popu- 
lar house  has  increased  so  rapidly  within  the  last  three  years,  that  they  find  their  pre- 
sent quarters  entirely  too  straight  for  them.  They  publish  the  '  Phrenological '  and 
*  Water-Cure '  Journals,  at  one  dollar  a  year  each  —  circulation,  eighty  thousand  copies ; 
and  the  '  Hydropathic  Quarterly,*  at  two  dollars  a  year.  They  have  also  all  works  on 
Phrenology,  Physiology,  Hydropathy,  and  the  Natural  Sciences  generally. 

Lamport,  Blakbman  and  Law  change  their  firm  to  Shkldon,  Lamport  and  Company, 
and  remove  from  Park  Place  to  Number  One  Hundred  and  Nineteen,  Nassau-street,  in 
the  new  and  splendid  marble-front  stores  lately  erected  between  Ann  and  Beekman- 
Btreets. 

Mr.  E.  H.  Fletcher,  known  mostly  as  a  publisher  and  Book -seller  for  the  Baptist 
denomination,  will  remove  to  Number  One  Hundred  and  Seventeen,  Nassau-street. 

Mr.  T.  J.  Crowen  has  removed  to  the  comer  of  Broadway  and  Fourth-8ti«et 
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LIFE      ON      TIIEYUBA. 


OB,  PASSA0E8   FSOM  TIIV  OOaSCSPOXDKKOE  OF  A  TRUANT  HUBBAKD. 


*  To-day  I  escaped  from  the  scene  of  my  daily  life,  and,  in  company 
with  a  friend  whose  eye  can  see  the  beautiful,  and  whose  soul  can  feel 
the  grand,  I  sought  the  solemn  solitude  of  mountains.  For  two  hours, 
we  rode  through  the  dark,  silent  forest.  About  us  and  above  us  towered 
mighty  pines,  whose  roots  had  been  grappling,  for  ages,  stronger  and 
more  firmly  among  the  seamis  and  fissures  of  the  gray  granite  hills,  and 
in  whose  branches  many  generations  of  century-living  eagles  had  built 
their  nests,  and  taught  their  young  to  soar  far  into  the  deep-blue  heaven. 
No  trace  of  man's  worldliness  had  yet  defaced  that  solemn  forest.  The 
blows  of  impious  axe-men  had  never  echoed  from  those  mountain-sides. 
There  we  rode  in  the  old,  yet  fresh  and  glorious  world  which  God 
made ;  and  whose  creation  made  the  stars  rejoice,  with  the  deep  glad- 
ness with  which  a  hapjpy  and  loving  family  welcomes  a  new  birth  into 
the  household  ;  a  new  segment  in  the  circle  of  love. 

*  We  were  sobered.  Gradually  we  ceased  to  talk  of  the  incidents  of 
our  common  life  ;  and  as  the  '  still,  small  voice  *  which  swept  evermore 
through  the  green  miracles  above,  awed  us,  we  grew  silent  and  wistful, 
as  if  we  had  passed  into  the  future,  and  were  in  the  presence  of  the 
Unseen  ! 

'After  an  hour  of  perfect  silence,  we  found  ourselves  upon  the  sum- 
mit of  a  high  mountain,  from  which  Nature  revealed  all  her  loveliness 
and  grandeur  to  those  who  sought  her  truly.  We  tied  our  mules  to  the 
drooping  branches  of  great  firs,  and  gazed  upon  the  grand  picture  around 
us.  As  I  have  said,  we  stood  upon  a  mountain-top.  Grasses,  and 
ferns,  and  crumbled,  mossy,  storm-worn  rocks,  and  delicate,  strange 
plants,  were  all  about  us.  And  old  pines  and  firs  stood  unbent,  though 
bearing  the  weight  of  long  centuries;  and  their  brown  trunks  were 
covered  with  yellow  moss,  that  seemed  thus  to  wed  its  feeble  growth  to 
the  all -enduring  life  of  these  mighty  trees.  And  some  trees  there  were, 
which  showed  that  the  brow  of  that  old  mountain  smiled  not  always  as 
it  smiled  on  us.     Thunder-bolts  had  erewhile  broken  the  deep  silesce 
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whicli  then  n'i<riiod  ;  and  lirrhtning-flashes  had  scorched  and  ri¥en  the 
tall  cones  ot'  sonic  of  the  oldest  and  mightiest  of  those  trees.  And 
there  they  ^itood  —  those  thumler-stricken  trees  —  stretching  their  leaf- 
less,  bark  less  boujihi*  far  upward  into  the  heaven  which  looked  bo  lovingly 
upon  all  the  rest,  but  had  been  so  pitiless  to  them  !  And  other  trees 
there  were,  whose  lofty  tops  had  vainly  tried  to  meet  the  wind-shockB 
that  had  sometimes  come  upon  them  from  the  wide  valley  beneath,  and 
thi>  oecan  beyond.  And  there  they  stood,  still  strong  and  green,  hat 
broken  and  humbled  among  their  fellows ;  as  if  trees,  too,  might  grow 
proud,  and  needed,  as  some  men  do,  to  have  ever  before  them  the  ex- 
amples of  nusfortunc.  This  was  the  mountain-summit ;  and  it  was 
grand  ;  w».'ll  worthy  the  study  of  a  day.  But  below,  and  aiDondr 
stretched  miles  of  greater  wonders. 

'  Towiird  the  south  and  south-east,  the  view  was  boundless.  As  far 
as  the  eye  (rould  reach,  stretched  the  lovely  valley  of  the  Sacramento, 
until  it.  sieemed  continuou.-  with  the  heaven  that  stooped  down  between 
the  two  mount  ain-rangei*,  to  let  its  angel -j  revel  in  the  green  beauty  of 
tliat  valley,  and  walk  amid  the  groves  that  dotteil  it  ever}'where.  Near 
by,  say  within  twenty  miles,  were  many  fields,  whose  stubble  showed 
at  that  distance  like  gold,  dazzling  and  glistening  in  the  sun-shine. 
Toward  the  west,  at  a  distance  of  forty  miles,  perhaps,  was  the  beau- 
tiful range  of  c^ast-mountains,  lofly,  but  undulating  with  graceful 
cui-ves.  :uid  so  decked  with  grcen  pines  that  no  thought  of  mountain- 
ru;.'jr<Mlness  occured  while  looking  at  them.  They  seemed  as  peaceful  and 
lovely  .-lit  tlie  valley  at  their  base ;  and  imagination  readily  filled  their 
uutr()ui)le(l  solitudes  with  all  imaginable  beauties,  and  those  unimagined 
and  yet  yearned-for  delights,  which  one  tcill  believe  the  earth  can  af« 
lord,  if  only  one  knew  where  and  how  to  seek  them.  The  western  sun 
shone  upon  some  of  their  sides,  and  gave  a  golden  tinge  to  the  deep* 
green  tree-tops ;  while  shadows  fell  on  others,  darkening  and  making 
solemn  their  color  without  giving  them  the  smallest  look  of  sadness. 
The  eye  would  follow  this  great  mountain-range,  rising  and  falling  with 
the  massive  '  waves  of  beauty,'  until  the  deep-green  grew  blue  at  last, 
and  melted  into  the  all -covering  heaven. 

'  Eastward,  was  a  scene  beyond  all  this :  too  grand  for  desCTiptim, 
too  wonderiul  for  painting.  The  high  peak  from  which  we  gazed  went 
rapidly  down,  laster  and  farther  than  we  could  follow  it  with  our  eyes. 
lu  the  £rorge  at  its  base  grew  great  trees ;  much  greater,  probaUy,  than 
those  aiiout  \x<  ;  and  their  lofty  to])8  filled  the  narrow  space,  and  kept  us 
from  sL'eing  the  river  that  nmst  have  roared  and  fretted  over  a  duios  of 
rock  below ;  tor,  at  the  lieight  we  were,  its  voice  came  to  us  soflened 
and  mellowed  by  the  distance,  until  it  mingled  in  harmony  with  the 
breeze  which  made  holy  music  in  the  pines  above  us.  Beyond  this 
chasm,  the  mountains  rose  high  and  higher ;  but  with  gentle  slopes,  so 
that  the  reddish-yellow  clay,  at  this  season  bare  of  grass,  contrasted  not 
unpleasantly  with  the  green  trees.  Higher  and  higher  rose  the  moun- 
tains, until  we  saw,  beyond  the  sources  of  the  rivers,  the  great  majestic 
masses  of  the  tSierra  Nevada.  Hero  rose  giant  cones,  far  above  the 
mighty  hills  about  them,  but  still  green  with  their  fitting  crowns  of 
pines.     Between  them,  far  in  the  faint  distance,  rose  others  yet  higher. 
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whose  proud  summits  bore  no  tree,  but  were  decked  with  white,  shining 
snow;  purest  of  earthly  things,  and  fittest  to  rest  against  the  blue 
heaven.  Below  —  that  is,  south  of  these  conical  mountains  —  stood  a 
bare,  grand,  rocky,  broken  mountain,  which  seemed  to  have  received 
upon  its  splintered  crest  all  the  shocks  which  a  defied  heaven  had  hurled 
upon  it  for  six  thousand  years.  And  yet  it  stood  —  battered  and  broken 
into  a  thousand  crags — as  bold  and  deHant  as  ever,  trusting  in  its 
granite  strength  to  out-last  the  wrath  of  storms,  and  weary  the  omni- 
potence of  Heaven. 

'  Many  things  I  have  omitted  in  this  outline.  I  have  not  told  you  of 
two  eagles,  which  soared  far  above  these  mountains,  and  stooped  not 
for  hours  toward  their  loftiest  summits,  as  if  even  that  glorious  world 
were  unworthy  of  them.  And  I  have  not  told  you  how  we  sat  upoA 
gray  rocks,  and  lay  upon  the  fern-leaves,  and  thought  upon  the  past,  and 
remembered  those  we  love ;  and  threw  off,  there  in  that  holy  place, 
much  of  the  stuff  that  gathers  on  men's  souls  in  life's  tiresome  travel ; 
as  barnacles  gather  upon  the  keels  of  vessels,  in  their  weary  voyages 
through  briny  seas.  And  how  we  turned  from  each  other  there,  and 
walked  apart  among  the  grand  trees,  to  feel  such  emotions  as  men  are 
unwilling  to  own,  except  to  the  great  God.' 

*  This,  and  more  than  this,  you  will  have  to  imagine.  It  cannot  be 
told.  My  pen  fails  me  when  I  try  to  write  it,  even  to  you  ;  to  whom 
I  would  open  my  deepest  and  most  secret  thoughts.  Beyond  all  that  I 
have  tried  to  sketch,  there  was  much  well  fitted  to  touch  and  soflen  our 
hearts,  had  they  been  harder  and  colder  than  they  are.  Over  all  the 
wide  world  we  saw  between  it  and  the  clear,  blue  heavens,  enwreathing 
and  yet  not  obscuring  every  hill,  and  valley,  and  tree,  was  an  almost 
imperceptible  haze.  It  wa3  delicate  as  the  subtlest  dream — more 
beautiful  than  the  sunshine  —  sofler  than  the  sky.  It  added  a  thought 
to  the  depth  of  the  mountain  shadow ;  it  vailed  the  glare  without 
lessening  the  glory  of  the  sun.  It  waved  and  trembled  in  the  breeze. 
You  kneio  it,  yet  saw  it  not.  It  was  as  the  constant  flight  of  angels. 
It  was  an  atmosphere  of  crowded  love.  Could  it  have  been  the  kind 
thoughts  of  unforgetting  friends  which  had  gathered  to  us  there  upon 
that  mountain-top?  Could  it  have  been  loving  words  of  prayer, 
breathed  afar  off  for  us  by  loved  ones  who  remember  us  before  the  God 
we  are  prone  to  forget,  that  gathered  about  us  there,  in  that  spot  so 
near  heaven ;  and  wooed  us  to  good  thoughts,  and  made  us  long  to  be 
pure  as  the  sky  over  us,  the  air  around  us,  and  the  spotless  snow  we 
looked  upon  ?  I  know  not  that  it  was  any  of  these  ;  but  I  know  there 
was  son^thing  about  that-mountain  top  which  seemed  as  if  it  might  be 
either.  And  I  know  that  it  found  its  way  to  our  hearts,  and  mingled 
with  our  memories  of  home,  and  blended  with  our  love  for  the  dear 
absent  ones,  and  made  pure  and  sweet  our  thoughts  of  the  blessed 
dead. 

*  0  £ !  I  cannot  tell  you  how  that  dream-like  element  touched 

me.  But  if  ever,  among  the  cruelties  of  life,  you  should  be  taken  from 
me  to  the  better  world,  I  should  wish  again  to  sit  upon  that  mountain- 
top,  and  believe  it  to  be  your  love  lingering  upon  the  world  with  me. 
And  then,  while  that  should  surround  me,  sweetening  all  memories, 
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sanctifyiuf^  all  hopes,  it  seems  to  mc  that  I  might  at  last  become  "worthy 
of  you,  and  leave  that  place  only  to  join  you  again.' 

*  Would  you  like  me  to  write  you  a  little  about  the  Indians  ?  This 
moniiiisf,  in  company  with  J.  P.,  and  Mr.  K.,  I  visited  one  of  their 
encampments,  distant  from  this  place  about  one  mile.  We  found  some 
fifteen  or  twenty  wig^^^ams,  but  only  a  few  Indians  ;  the  most  of  them 
being  on  a  fishing  excursion  to  the  Yuba  river.  The  notion  commonly 
entertained  of  Indians  by  young  ladies  is  a  good  deal  more  romantic, 
or  at  least  more  beautiful  than  tnie.  But  it  is  still  interesting  to  go 
amoncr  them.  The  wigwams  are  made  by  sticking  poles  into  the 
ixround  po  as  to  make  a  cone  some  ten  or  twelve  feet  in  diameter  at  the 
bottom,  ami,  say  about  six  feet  high  in  the  centre.     All  the  furniture  I 

'could  llnd  in  any  of  them  was  a  basket  or  two  or  three,  of  difierent 
sizes  and  shajxis,  rnd  a  machine  to  which  they  lash  their  papooses  and 
stand  them  by  the  side  of  the  tent,  just  as  you  would  stand  a  stool  up 
by  the  cliimney-w  11:  or,  if  they  are  going  anywhere,  sling  them  over 
their  backs. 

These  baskets  i  c  about  as  nice  pieces  of  workmanship  as  you  can 
think  ;  braided  o  wood  of  dilferent  colors,  into  pretty  patterns,  with 
an  ingenuity  one  'ould  never  expect  from  them.  They  are  made  per^ 
fectly  tig] it,  so  as  to  hold  water  as  well  as  any  bucket.  Some  of  the 
baskets,  at  least  one  for  each  Mohele,  (woman,  pronoutfced  mohalah,) 
are  in  form  like  a  very  large  funnel,  cai)able  of  holding  nearly  a  bushel. 
In  these  ]>:iskets  they  carry  their  provisie!\:?  from  one  place  to  another 
on  their  backs,  in  the  same  way  as  they  carrj*^  their  babies. 

*  Some  of  the  IVIoheles  were  preparing  aconis  to  mix  with  their  fish, 
to  make  soup.  I  will  try  and  describe  one  ;  and  *  from  one  learn  all.* 
She  was  a  young  and  rather  pretty  woman,  despite  her  dirt  and  want 
of  clolliing.  Certainly  what  *  beauty  *  she  possessed  was  quite  as  *  un- 
adorned '  as  any  one  could  have  wished.  Her  dress  consisted  of  a  dirty, 
knit  wnoleu  under-shirt,  such  as  I  u?ed  to  wear,  and  a  cotton  cloth, 
likewise  dirtv,  w(^rn  in  the  same  wav  mothers  in  the  States  are  accus- 
tomed  to  tie  up  their  babies  lor  security  against  little  disagreeable  acci- 
dents. Add  to  this  some  beads  and  a  jewsharp  strung  around  her 
neck,  and  you  have  the  costume  of  the  Indian  maiden.  She  was 
K^ated  on  a  large  granite  rock,  her  legs  (beg  pardon  —  her  limbs) 
stretched  as  far  asunder  as  convenience  permitted,  and  between  them, 
in  a  little  hollow  in  the  rock,  was  a  pile  of  dried  acorns  which  she  was 
jx)unding  with  a  stone,  and  sifting  every  now  and  then  in  a  peculiar 
manner,  which  would  take  too  much  time  to  describe.  After  watching 
this  damsel  awhile,  and  seeing  her  occasionally  sweep,  witfc  a  small 
bnisli  she  had,  the  du-t  of  the  powdered  acorns  off  her  bare  legs  into  the 
rest  of  tlie  ])ile,  and  also  blow  her  nose  every  now  and  then  with  her 
hands,  and  otlier  innocent,  unsophisticated  ways  of  hers,  I  concluded,  in 
case  I  roceivevl  an  invitation  to  eat.  to  plead  a  poor  appetite.  The  girl 
pounded  away  for  a  long  time  without  deigning  to  notice  us  or  seeming 
to  know  that  we  were  alwnt.  All  at  once  her  tongue  became  loose 
enough,  and  in  a  mixture  of  Mexican  and  Indian  words  she  contrived 
to  tell  us  slie  was  very  busy,  had  io  get  her  acorns  all  pounded  by  the 
time  tlie  sun  got  roimd  to  a  certain  tree,  so  the  Americans  couldn't 
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court  her  tJiat  day  /  From  this  little  speech  I  inferred  that  the  little 
Mohele  's  opinion  of  her  charms  was  as  good  as  the  reality  warranted  ; 
and  that  probably  she  was  quite  a  belle  in  the  society  to  wliich  she  was 
accustomed. 

*  You  should  see  an  Indian  woman  cooking  soup !  They  make  a 
broad,  si i allow  hole  in  the  ground,  which  they  poimd  until  it  is  hard  ; 
then  fill  it  with  water,  into  wRich  they  put  their  meat.  They  then 
heat  rocks  in  a  fire  and  boil  their  soup  by  putting  the  rocks  into  it. 
When  boiled  enough,  they  thicken  it  with  their  pounded  acorns ;  of 
which  they  collect  sometimes  one  or  two  hundred  bushels. 

'  Some  of  the  Indian  women  were  mourning  for  their  husbands 
recently  dead.  They  expressed  their  grief  by  having  their  heads,  (the 
hair  closely  cut,)  necks  and  part  of  the  face  covered  thickly  with  tar! 
But  enough  of  Indiws  for  now.*  *' 
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Gextlt  as  the  wecpinp-willow 

Sighs  responsivo  to  the  breeze, 
Or  the  m()riiing-/('phjTS  whisper 

To  the  half-uTifoldod  loavea  — 
Bend  the  cliords  of  kindred  spirits, 

Wiikeful  to  each  otlierV  strains; 
Each,  the  other's  impulse  sharing, 

Knows  its  joys,  and  feels  its  pains. 

Sweetly  as  tho  wind-harp  trembles, 

Swept  by  fairy  hands  unseen, 
"Where  the  genii  haunt  the  bowjers, 

In  the  suninier  wood-lands  green  — 
Speaks  the  silvery  voice  confiding, 

Breathing  through  its  trancpiil  tone 
Tlioughts,  whose  depth  of  hitent  being 

Stirs  tho  fountains  of  our  own. 

Fondly  as  tho  w.-iking  flower, 

From  drowsy  air  of  night, 
Smiles  to  greet  the  pleasant  morning, 

With  its  cheerfulness  and  liglit  — 
Turns  the  lonely  heart  from  sadness, 

Yielding  to  tlie  mystic  tie, 
Wliich  transmits  tho  sweet  assurance 

That  a  sister  soul  is  nigh. 

Pure  the  source,  0  Kindred  Feeling, 

Whence  th}-  sweet  impulses  flow ; 
Lending  hope,  and  joy,  and  gladness. 

Man,  without  thee,  ne'er  might  know: 
Thou  dost  preach  of  love  immortal  — 

Love  beyond  the  sphere  of  Time; 
Tliou  hadst,  sure,  thy  birth  in  heaven  1 

Karth  is  not  thy  native  dime. 
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BT   LTSAJIDBK   HKDER. 


"No  person  in  this  world  can  have  a  greater  dislike  or  more  hearty 
coiitt'mpt  than  I  have  fur  that  class  of  persons  denominated  scandal- 
moiigers  ;  a  set  of  sneaks  who  take  delight  in  circulating  the  mishaps 
or  peccadilloes  of  their  neighbors,  generally  with  emhellishmenta  of 
tlieir  own,  and  who  will  inform  you  in  a  low  tone,  and  with  injunctioiiB 
of  great  secrecy,  of  the  unhappy  difliculties  between  my  wife  and  me, 
ami  the  next  moment  will  enlighten  me  on  the  subject  of  your  pzo- 
peusity  for  drink,  or  un  the  causes  oi'  your  recent  unfortunate  failure. 
Such  despicable  Echos  are  beneath  the  notice  of  any  honest  man,  though 
I  am  afraid  that  too  many  of  us  often  lead  a  listening  ear  to  thtte 
retailers  of  mischief  and  seldom  condemn  them  miheard. 

I  make  tlie  above  remarks  to  give  the  reader  an  idea  of  the  estima- 
tion ill  which  I  hold  such  indi^nduals.  and  to  assure  him  that  iu  relatixig 
the  following  occurrences  I  am  at-tuated  l)y  no  mean  or  spiteful  motiye, 
but  sim[)ly  by  the  intention  to  point  a  moral,  and  in  the  hope  that  it 
may  prove  a  wholesome  les-cui  to  whom  it  may  concern. 

llanvy  Ross  wa-s  a  merchant-prince  in  ever}'  sense  of  the  term, 
whole-souled  and  generous,  a  man  of  large  heart  and  open  pocket.  He 
had  arisen  from  nothing,  and  had  allniiied  by  Iiis  prudence,  industxy, 
and  perseverance,  the  eminent  posit imi  of  senior  in  the  great  house  of 
Ross,  Anderson  &c  Co. ;  and  much  to  his  credit,  be  it  said,  he  had  soo- 
ces^ively  taken  in  partnership,  three  of  his  clerks,  young  men  of  merit, 
and  made  rich  men  of  tliem  ;  a  noble  trait  this  in  Mr.  Boss*  chop 
racter.  and  one  worthy  of  imitation  ;  a  sentiment  I  take  uponme  to  say 
rjci]»n)f:Ltcd  and  aii])lauded  by  more  than  one  book-keeper  grown  gray 
over  his  employers  ledtrer. 

In  nt  it  lit  ion  to  these  line  qualities,  Mr.  Ross  was  immensely  wealthy ; 
there  is  no  telling  exactly  how  nmch;  .hut  as  Jack  Sharp  said,  'I 
have  no  (foubt  that  I  could  have  made  a  snug  fortune  by  buying  him 
out  for  half  a  million.  ])roviileil,  of  course,  the  purchase-money  vere 
advanc'd  me  ;*  in  line,  Harvey  Ross,  reader,  was  such  a  man  as  you  or 
I  would  have  liked  for  a  bosoin  friend,  and  whom  we  would  have  loved 
and  respected  as  befitted  his  worth  and  virtue.  But  better  than  all 
this  —  hvUvT  to  me,  I  mean,  Mr.  Ross  had  a  daughter,  an  only  daughter, 
whom  lie  idolized  and  doted  on.     IShe  waa  about  sixteen  when  I  first 

became  acfjuaiiited  with  her,  and .  It  would  be  useless  for  me  to 

attempt  to  desiTihe  her  minutely,  as  my  pen  is  inailequate  to  the  task  ; 
sutlioe  it  to  say,  that  Fanny  Ross  was  a  fresh,  lively  little  beauty,  who 
had  rosy  checks,  not  proc-eirding  from  red  liannel*  or  vile  cosmetic,  as 
their  changing  blushes  testified  ;  and  from  her  plump,  white  throat  and 

•  Ft«r  lis"  iM-iK-n*  of  th«'  iiniiiiti:it(Hl,  it  wnulil  i>a  n^  w»Ml  J')niontlon  that  the  damsels  blend  fha 
Iiiic  i>r  till'  rii:4(j  u>  thuir  lily  chcukd  by  rubbiug  them  whh  red  flannel,  which  prodvcii  tk  Twy 

iiutiiriil  (int. 
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firm,  round  ankle,  tapering  into  a  Cinderella  foot,  it  was  evident  that  Fan 
was  not  indebted  to  her  dreaemaker  for  hei  graceful  charms  of  person. 
I  have  a  daguerreotype  likeness  of  Fanny's  face  now.  '  A  daguerreo- 
type !  how  common-place  !'  I  hear  you  say. 

*  Very  true,  madam,  and  so  uniomantic !'  I  tried  once  to  compose  a 
few  stanzas  on  the  portrait,  intending  to  introduce  the  idea  of '  PJwcbtts' 
glowing  pencil '  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  but  it  would  not  do ;  the 
confounded  name  spoilt  all ;  however,  there  ^it  is,  and  how  can  I  trace 
thy  Hebe  bloom  and  satin  skin  in  this  dark,  cold,  steel  imprint  ? 
Sweet  Fanny  Ross !  Down  with  Daguerre !  say  I ;  give  me  the  glowing, 
life-like  tints  of  the  dear  darling  miniature,  painted  on  the  thin  section 
of  an  elephant's  tooth. 

But  to  resume :  with  all  his  wealth,  Mr.  Ross'  ambition  did  not 
extend  to  that  ostentatious  display  and  show  which  so  generally  cha- 
racterises the  parvenUy  but  he  lived  in  a  plain,  sensible  way,  and 
enjoyed  that  solid  comfort  which  is  not  measured  by  Avenue  houses  and 
gaudy  furniture,  although  this  might  be  owing  in  part  to  his  wife's 
inclinations,  a  quiet,  good  old  lady,  somewhat  illiterate,  (she  had  been 
a  seamstress,  or  something  of  that  sort  when  she  married  Ross,)  who 
did  not  take  that  pride  in  her  parlors  which  is  one  of  the  recognized 
traits  in  the  character  of  the  American  female,  but  confining  herself 
principally  to  the  basement,  and  to  her  own  room,  deputed  to  her 
daughter  the  task  of  entertaining  the  guests,  and  dispensing  the  hos- 
pitalities of  the  mansion.  I  may  as  well  mention  here,  the  only  other 
member  of  Mr.  Ross'  family,  his  sister.  Miss  Euphemia  Ross,  an  elderly 
maiden  lady,  no  favorite  of  mine,  but  entitled  to  a  little  notice  on  the 
score  of  relationship  to  Fanny ;  you  were  always  sure  to  see  Euphemia 
when  you  visited  the  house,  and  she  was  an  intolerable  bore,  popping  in 
the  rooms  at  inopportune  times,  and  driving  you  distracted  with  her 
endless  chatter. 

You  may  rest  assured,  that  with  all  these  attractions,  Fanny  was  not 
without  suitors ;  and  although  probably  a  large  portion  of  them  were 
as  sensible  to  the  advantage  of  having  a  father-in-law  of  Mr.  Ross' 
excellence  of  heart,  and  magnitude  of  income,  as  they  were  to  the  fasci- 
nations of  his  handsome  daughter,  no  such  calculating  passion  possessed 
my  heart ;  and  I  can  honestly  say  that  I  loved  sweet  Famiy  for  her 
own  dear  self.  I  am  of  course  above  such  silly  notions  as  love  in  a 
cottage,  dining  off  a  crust  of  bread,  etc.,  and  would  not  refuse  the 
portion  with  the  belle  ;  still  I  am  not  insatiable  in  my  desires  ;  the  girl  of 
my  heart,  a  snug  country-box,  neat  town-house  in  winter,  a  pair  of 
bays,  and  I  am  satisfied ;  for  after  aU,  is  not  contentment  the  great 
secret  of  happiness  ? 

As  I  was  saying,  there  was  no  lack  of  visitors  at  the  family  mansion 
in  Fifteenth-street,  and  hardly  an  evening  passed  without  bringing  a 
detachment  of  finely-dressed  courtiers  to  pay  their  homage  to  our 
enchanting  little  queen ;  and  what  a  group  for  Hogarth's  pencil  would 
one  of  these  reunions  of  wooing  gallants  present ;  their  starched  polite- 
ness and  superb  indifference  to  each  other,  their  smirks  and  smiles  to 
Fanny,  and  airs  of  dashy  recklessness  or  of  immense  grandeur,  w^ere 
beautiiul  to  behold,  and  so  charming  a  spectacle  would  haye  delighted 
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me  beyond  measure  had  I  been  in  a  frame  of  mind  to  enjoy  it.  And 
thou,  Sir  Michael  Anfrelo  Titmarsh,  most  potent  knight  of  the  satirical 
stylas,  how  thou  wouldst  have  piuked,  slashed,  and  scarified,  with  a 
few  daghcn  of  thy  trenchant  pen,  tliis  nest  of  full  blown-snohs :  there 
was  Smythe,  in  light,  silky  moustache,  and  who  entertained  strange 
ideas  about  French ;  and  havin<r  acquired  the  Parisian  dialect  during  his 
three  moutlis'  stay  in  the  capital,  was  continually  papng  compliments 
in  that  idiom  to  Fan  ;  she,  of  course,  (having  graduatetl  from  one  of  our 
most  fashionable  seminaries,)  bcinj^  perfectly  conversant  with  the  lan- 
guage. I  do  not  pretend  to  be  the  best  judge  in  the  world  of  this 
matter.  ])ut  I  must  say  I  prefer  the  short,  clipping  way  in  which  French 
people  speak,  to  the  drawling  tone  that  pervaded  their  conversation. 

Then,  there  was  also  Barker,  tall,  and  -with  the  splendid  tenor  vmce, 
who  always  wore  pants  of  startling  plaid,  encasing  kgs  of  a  rather 
Shanghai-like  symmetry,  and  was  great  in  the  aria  from  the  tomb-scene 
in  '  Loocher,'  as  it  was  called.  Fan  would  trill  the  keys  of  her  piano 
most  brilliantly,  and  Barker  would  roar  to  his  great  satisfaction  and  our 
annoyance.  Another  one  of  these  worthies  was  Fred  Fanshaw,  a 
small,  contemptible  fellow,  with  trim,  black  whiskers,  tiny  boots,  seal- 
ring  and  charms ;  this  was  the  dandy  beau,  and  Fanny  would  appeal 
to  iiim  as  a  man  of  taste.  Save  the  mark  I  I  would  lay  the  Koh-i- 
noor  to  an  aqua-marine  that  his  quantum  of  brains  would  not  suffice  for 
a  sagacious  peacock.  I  am  afraid  I  hated  him.  I  remember  once 
picking  in  the  conservatory  a  delicate  mos<  rose-bud,  which  I  placed  in 
Fannys  chestnut  curls,  and  which  she  wore  all  the  evening  to  my 
great  delight ;  but,  before  leaving  I  noticed  my  gift  danghng  at  the 
button-hole  of  the  little  simpleton ;  I  would  not  have  been  half  so 
annoyed  had  a  sensible  man  received-  it,  I'lit  I  sought  consolation  in  the 
thought  that  it  has  always  been,  from  time  immemorial,  the  privilege 
of  pretty  girls  to  flirt  and  tease,  and  that  there  is  no  accounting  for 
woman's  taste  ;  tndc  the  husbands  of  handsome  women,  mostly  insig- 
nificant men,  as  we  all  know.  As  a  case  in  point :  my  friend  Dallison 
was  rejoctel  not  long  since  by  a  young  lady  said  to  possess  wit,  sense, 
and  beauty,  who  took  to  her  arms  a  black-eyed  booby,  and  jilted  Dalli- 
son becaiis:-  ilizziness  prevented  him  from  waltzing,  and  his  nose  waa 
fashioned  more  on  the  Ovidian  model  than  modern  taste  dictates  ;  and 
yet  my  iViend  is  a  man  of  excellent  quahties,  and  his  late  translation 
of  the  '  Chmds'  of  Aristophanes,  with  critical  annotations,  is  the 
admiration  of  the  lettered  world.  The  thought  has  occurred  to  me 
m'-re  than  cnce,  that  my  wearing  glasses  was  rather  an  impediment  in 
the  way  to  a  successful  termination  of  my  suit  in  the  present  instance, 
though  I  have  no  positive  evidence  of  the  fact. 

Like  nio-t  persons  of  refmed  feelings  and  susceptibility  of  character,  I 
am  pas.-rionately  fond  of  music  ;  and  tradition  has  it  in  our  family,  that 
while  a  child  in  arms,  I  have  displayed,  by  my  infantile  gyrations, 
extreme  pleasure,  and  greeted  with  ready  penny,  those  troubadours  of 
onr  age,  yclcjit  street-organists ;  even  the  monkey  who  generally 
ofliciates  as  collector  on  such  occasions,  being  but  a  secondary  attraction 
to  the  dulcet  strains  issuing  from  those  melodious  boxes  :  this  taste  has 
grown  wl'.h  uiy  growth,  and  now,  fliough  I  do  not  pretend  to  artistic 
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excellence,  I  flatter  myself  that  I  am  a  tolerably  good  musician,  and 
with  a  better  appreciation  of  the  divine  art  than  falls  to  the  lot  of 
most  men  ;  not  like  those  hypocritical  and  fastidious  people  who  feign 
agonizing  tortures  if  a  singer  skips  a  quaver,  or  the  piano  needs  tuning. 
No,  by  the  pipes  of  Pan,  my  tympanum  is  made  of  sterner  stuff,  and, 
grateful  for  small  favors,  does  not  shrink  from  a  little  discordance ;  I 
must  even  cordially  admit  that  I  derive  great  gratification  and  renewed 
elasticity  of  step  whenever  passing  the  delectable  balcony  opposite  St. 
Paul's,  and  go  on  my  way  rejoicing,  humming  the  Prima-Donna,  and 
blessing  Barnum  and  the  gentlemen  of  the  orchestra  for  the  delightful 
fillip  to  my  scnsorium  In  fact,  to  speak  figuratively,  I  am  a  species  of 
harmonic  bee,  culling  melodious  sweets  from  reed,  string,  and  sounding 
brass. 

Fanny  had  a  very  superior  musical  education,  and  played  and  sang 
extremely  well  ;  she  was  indebted  for  this  to  her  preceptor,  Fraschetti, 
a  teacher  much  in  vogue  then;  an  Italian,  said  to  belong  to  a  noble 
Florentine  family ;  he  was  a  political  refugee  ;  not  one  of  your  hot- 
headed impetuous  democrats,  but  a  mild,  quiet  republican,  of  rather  an 
aristocratic  bias,  as  a  man  would  naturally  be.  who,  though  allied  by 
blood  and  taste  to  the  patrician  order  would  be  led  by  the  impulses  of 
his  heart  to  sympathise  and  act  with  the  plebeians,  he  had  an  aversion 
to  the  *  reds '  and  socialists,  but  spoke  of  Kossuth  and  Mazzini  in 
approving  terms.  Altogether,  he  was  a  gentlemanly  revolutionist,  and 
as  it  was  understood  that  he  had  lost  a  fortune  in  the  cause  of  freedom, 
and  being  a  man  familiar  with  several  languages,  and  possessed  of  a 
large  stock  of  anecdotes,  gossip,  and  scandal,  of  all  the  courts  and  salons 
of  Europe,  beside  having  been  personally  intimate  with  many  titled 
personages,  he  was  considered  quite  an  interesting  individual  by  the 
fair  sex,  and  was  greatly  courted  and  admired  by  many  ladies  moving 
in  the  first  circles.  This  exiled  lion  was  about  forty-five  years  of  age, 
middle-sized,  stout,  thickly  bearded,  and  moustached  in  black,  glossy 
locks  to  match,  and  vnih  a  small,  round,  bald  spot  on  the  crown  of  his 
head ;  he  displayed  white  teeth  as  he  grinned  and  lisped  his  Tuscan- 
English  ;  dressed  always  in  black,  and  carried  a  bamboo-stick  like  a 
doctor.  I  did  not  like  the  man  the  first  time  I  saw  him  ;  but  he  was 
BO  confoundedly  polite  and  affable,  that  it  was  impossible  to  be  unso- 
ciable to  him. 

Time  passed  on,  and  not  one  of  the  many  beaux  ardently  sighing  for 
Fanny's  little  heart,  could  boast  of  gaining  any  advantages  over  his 
fellow-aspirants ;  and  Fan's  blue  eyes  greeted  us  all  with  the  same 
happy,  cordial  look,  and  she  remained  to  all  appearances  fancy-free.  I, 
who  was  in  that  state  of  deep  despair  and  blissful  ecstacies  —  that 
melange  of  the  emotions  exquisitely  painful  and  bitterly  sweet,  called 
love,  which  you  undoubtedly  know  all  about,  reader,  better  than  I  can 
tell  you,  and  if  you  do  not,  you  certainly  will  at  some  period  or  other, 
—  I  who  was  in  that  condition  just  mentioned,  determined  to  bring 
matters  to  a  crisis.  I  had  had  an  interview  with  Mr.  Ross  on  the 
subject,  but  had  received  but  little  encouragement ;  he  said  he  did  not 
wish  her  to  marry  at  present ;  that  he  considered  her  yet  too  young  to 
leave  him,  etc.,  etc. ;  however,  nothing  daunted,  I  meant  to  come  to 
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aa  understanding  with  my  clianncr,  state  the  case  in  a  plain,  unadorned 
way,  and  if  I  could  get  but  the  shadow  of  encouragement,  to  besiege 
her  father  with  my  supplications,  and  profler  my  willingness  to  wait 
six  months,  or  even  a  year  if  necessary,  for  so  rich  a  boon  aa  his 
daughter's  hand.  I  called  on  Fanny  one  afternoon,  and  being  alone 
with  her,  I  pleaded  my  suit  with  all  the  ardor,  tempered  by  quiet  and 
gentle  ailection,  that  should  always  pervade  a  gentleman's  courtship. 
I  was  a  little  surprised  at  the  way  in  which  my  address  was  Teceived, 
as  she  burst  into  a  ridiculous  peal  of  laughter,  and  said  that  she  never 
imagined  for  a  moment  I  cntertaiueil  any  such  ideas  —  (the  little  hypo- 
crite)—  she  *  esteemed  me  greatly  as  a  friend,  and  as  such  would  be 
always  glad  to  see  me,'  and  much  more  to  the  some  purpose ;  I  letiied 
in  no  way  discomfited,  and  with  the  determination  that  it  would  be 
no  fault  of  mine  if  the  *  profound  fricndsliip '  did  not,  by  devoted  and 
affectionate  attentions,  ripen  into  something  more  akin  to  my  own 
fecUngs. 

I  was  reckoning,  though,  without  my  hostess,  as  you  will  presently 
see.  The  next  visit  1  made  to  Mr.  Ross'  house,  and  to  the  usual 
inquiry  '  Is  Miss  Fanny  at  home  ?  ^  the  servant  announced,  *  She  is 
gone.' 

•Gone  out?'  paid  I. 

At  this  moment,  Euphcmia  appeared  in  the  hall  and  cried, '  Oh ! 
come  in,  Mr.  Feeder,  come  in !     I  wish  to  sjieak  with  you.' 

From  some  cause  or  other,  the  thought  struck  me  that  some  accident 
had  befallen  Fanny;  and  airriglitened,  1  walked  in,  and  seating  myself 
by  Eupliemia's  side,  I  tremulously  awaited  what  she  had  to  impart. 

*  Oil  I  Mr.  Feeder,  we  have  had  such  a  time  I    Faimy  has  gone  off! ' 

*  Gone  off  where  i '  said  I. 

*  She  ran  away  last  ew  iiing ;  ran  away,  and  has  been  getting 
married  I ' 

*  Fanny  married  !  it  i.<  iii  t  possible  :  to  whom  ?  * 

*  To Would  yoii  believe  it,  Mr.  Feeder,  that  she  has  run  away 

and  married  her  music -teach  or,  Fraschetti  ?  and  wc  have  had  suoli  a 
time  ;  when  Mr.  Ross  knew  it,  you  may  imagine  there  was  a  scene.  I 
never  saw  any  one  so  allected  in  my  life.  1  really  thought  it  would 
have  killed  him  ;  he  did  not  storm  much,  but  we  had  to  send  for  the 
physician,  and  he  was  ]>led  :  he  ajipears  to  be  much  better  now,  though 
he  declares  he  never  will  see  her  face  agahi.' 

And  so  it  was ;  Fanny,  our  sweet  little  Fanny,  had  run  off  and 
married  Frasolietti  and  his  fbrty-iive  years,  and  I  was  jilted,  rejected, 
scorned,  despised  for  a 

I,  who 

But  liow  foolish  I  am  I  But  the  thought  that  while  I  was  dancing 
atteadauce,  and  dangling  in  the  train  of  this  imperious,  capricious  little 
duchess,  this  fellow  was  enjoying  unlimited  opportunity,  in  his  capacity 
of  teacher,  to  accomplish  his  designs,  and  with  his  infernal  grin,  'ex- 
pressive '  eyes,  his  scraps  of  Tasso,  and  his  Petrarch  and  Laura,  had  so 
worked  on  the  plastic  mind  of  this  child  of  sixteen,  that  she  thought  — 
as  every  girl  thinks  of  her  first  love  —  that  he  was  a  compound  of  every 
tiling  great,  good,  and  noble  ;  and  so,  one  fme  morning,  Miss  and  her 
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beau  crossed  to  Brookl3ni,  and  were  married,  and  the  happiness  of  the 
bride  was  only  equalled  by  the  good  fortune  of  the  groom.  Fanny 
returned  to  her  home  for  a  few  days  ;  but  fearing  to  divulge  her  mar- 
riage to  her  father  and  mother,  while  there,  she  left  the  house  and 
went  to  live  with  her  husband  ;  a  note  left  on  her  table  explained  her 
absence,  and  begged  her  father's  forgiveness,  who  would,  she  was  cer- 
tain, be  reconciled  to  the  match  when  he  became  sufficiently  acquainted 
with  him. 

As  you  will  readily  believe,  the  blow  was  a  heavy  one  to  the  father ; 
she  was  his  only  child,  whom  he  had  loved  beyond  any  thing,  and  he 
could  not  realize  that  she  had  committed  so  disobedient  an  act ;  but  it 
was  not  long  before  he  relented  and  wished  to  see  her  ;  he  was  an  old 
man  and  still  considered  her  but  a  little  child,  and  I  verily  believe  that 
he  would  have  forgiven  her,  if  she  had  married  Haynau  ;  as  for  the 
old  lady,  she  cried  more  at  seeing  her  husband's  distress  than  at  any 
distinct  idea  of  a  misfortune  having  befallen  Fanny. 

When  the  old  man  saw  his  ungrateful  child,  he  begged  and  entreated 
her  to  leave  the  rascal,  the  child-robber,  as  he  called  him,  and  return 
home  f  that  all  would  be  forgiven,  and  Fraschetti  pensioned  off  with  a 
liberal  allowance,  on  condition  of  his  never  attempting  to  see  her  again  ; 
and  I  have  no  doubt,  that  the  wily  rascal  would  have  joyfully  acceded 
to  this  proposition,  but  Fanny  would  not  listen  to  it,  and  with  a  high 
head,  exclaimed,  that  death  only  should  part  her  from  her  heart's 
choice ;  arid  she  had  chosen  to  exercise  her  own  judgment  in  a  matter 
so  interwoven  with  her  future  life  and  happiness,  with  many  more 
phrases  to  the  same  purpose ;  hackneyed  arguments  of  all  girls  in 
similar  circumstances,  and  who  hold  the  independent  and  high-spirited 
doctrine,  that  all  yoimg  ladies  should  select  their  own  husbands ;  that 
the  heart  is  the  best  guide,  and  if  father  and  mother  approve  of  their 
choice,  well  and  good ;  if  not,  why  they  cannot  help  it,  as  they  are  the 
ones  who  have  to  live  with  the  man,  and  not  their  respected  parents. 

At  last  the  old  man  consented  to  receive  this  interesting  couple  in  his 
house,  and  now  we  have  Fraschetti  installed  in '  his  father-in-law's 
comfortable  quarters,  and  all  difficulties  being  settled,  every  thing  went 
smoothly  on  ;  perhaps  a  little  petulance  on  the  part  of  the  bride  and 
some  newly-discovered  traits  in  the  character  of  the  bridegroom  may 
have  become  apparent ;  but  such  trifles  being  of  common  occurrence, 
particularly  where  disparity  of  age  and  habits  exists,  it  is  hardly  worth 
while  mentioning. 

About  seven  months  or  lo  after  the  nuptials  of  the  gallant  Fraschetti 
and  the  enchanting  Fanny,  a  gentleman  of  foreign  accent,  evidently  an 
Italian,  and  following,  as  he  stated,  the  respectable  occupation  of  barber 
and  hair-dresser,  called  upon  Mr.  Ross  at  his  office  down  town,  and 
requested  a  few  moments*  private  conversation  with  him  on  an  import- 
ant subject ;  after  introducing  himself  as  a  friend  of  Mr.  Rose'  son-in- 
law,  Mr.  Fraschetti,  he  proved  it  by  informing  Mr.  Ross  of  the  gratify- 
ing fact  that  he  was  also  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Fraschetti,  not,  he  wished 
to  explain,  of  Mr.  Ross'  daughter,  but  of  Mrs.  Fraschetti  the  first,  a 
lady  still  living  near  Florence,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  excellent  health, 
though  supporting  herself  and  family  in  a  precarious  manner  by  straw- 
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braidiii*^,  and  who  would  be  delighted,  ho  was  certain,  to  receive  newa 
of  the  good  fortune  of  lier  excellent  husband. 

I  leave  the  render  to  ima;?ine  what  elFect  this  cumulative  shock  of 
misery  had  on  the  old  man,  and  I  wish  to  cast  a  vail  over  the  future 
of  this  unhappy  family.  They  live  in  a  retired  manner  at  a  little  dis- 
tance from  the  city.  What  has  become  of  Fraschetti  I  know  not ;  it 
turned  out  that  ho  had  been  originally  a  chorus-singer,  and  being  a 
cunning  man,  of  some  ability,  he  was  also  employed  as  a  government- 
spy,  and  subsequently  turned  adventurer,  gambler,  cheat,  and  what  not, 
and  Famiy,  while  iimocently  and  trustingly  placing  her  rosy  palm  in 
his  taiiiteil  hand,  pledged  her  hopes  and  allections  to  as  arrant  a  knave 
as  ever  was  eliminated  from  the  dregs  and  lees  of  European  vaga- 
bondage. 

While  standing  on  the  steps  of  tlie  *  New- York*  the  other  day,  talk- 
ing with  my  Parisian  friend,  Percalin,  now  on  here  with  samples  from 
a  large  house  in  the  Rue  du  Se/ificrj  wlio  should  pass  but  the  fair  Misi 
Amelia  Hallworth,  accompanied  by  a  slender,  handsome  young  man, 
elegantly  dressed,  and  of  unexceptionable  bearing.  I  had  hardly  time 
to  raise  my  hat,  when,  with  a  graceful  nod,  she  sailed  magniiicently 
on. 

'  Qu'elle  est  belle  f  and  who  is  she  ?'  said  my  friend. 

*  Tliat  charming  girl  who  has  just  passed,  is  the  daughter  of  one  of 
our  wealthiest  merchants,  and  has  a  fortune  left  her  by  her  grand- 
mother, of  some  one  hundred  and  iit\y  thousand  dollars;  and  that 
young  fellow  you  saw  with  her  is  a  Cubano,  Don  Jose  Menil  y  Pefia, 
he  calls  himseli',  a^id  his  name  is  on  tlie  black-list  of  the  fashionable 
tailors  ;  the  boot-makers  know  him  to  their  cost,  and  I  understand  that 
he  left  Havana,  because  the  jdace  was  made  too  hot  to  hold  him. 
Miss  Hallworth,  the  y<nmg  la«ly,  met  him  at  Saratoga  last  summer, 
and  seems  to  be  quilo  taken  with  his  pale  face,  and  large,  black  eyes.* 

'  Bah  .'It  can  no  I  be  ])ossi])le  ;  do  lier  parents  permit  this  ?* 

*  Her  i)arents  do  not  know  any  thing  about  it ;  and  again,  my  dear 
Percalin,  you  must  know  that  an  American  mother  knows  her  station 
too  well  to  be  impertinent  or  uiqnisitive  in  her  daughter's  afiairs ;  and 
as  for  her  father,  if  the  old  gentleman  should  happen  to  go  in  the 
parlor  when  Miss  and  her  beau  are  then*,  Amelia  will  say,  *  Pa, 
allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Don  Jose  Menil  y  Pen  a.' 

*  Pa  will  shake  hands  with  him,  and  say :  *  Happy  to  make  your 
acquaiiitjmce.  Sir.  Hope  I  see  you  well  V  and  then  will  walk  out  of 
the  room  where  he  was  intnuling.  Tliis  is  probably  the  only  interview 
they  will  have  until  the  wedding-day — ^if  then.* 

*  3Liis  7/2/i/i  cher,  c'est  iei  le  jmrddis  des  beaux  gar^ons  ;  this  is  the 
promised  land  of  fortune-hunters,'  exclaimed  Percalin,  stroking  his 
moustache  ;  and  since,  I  have  noticed  my  friend  assiduously  promenad- 
ing Broadway  and  Fifth  Avenue,  and  darting  killing  glances  at  the 
fair  occupants  of  all  equipages  that  pass ;  and  I  am  told  that  he  is 
seeking  introductions  to  young  ladies  of  fortune,  and  as  he  is  a  jaunty 
little  fellow,  not  bad  looking,  nor  lacking  audacity,  why  his  chances  are 
not  so  had. 

In  that  case,  I  don't  see  what  is  to  become  of  Little  Eugenie,  his 
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cousin,  with  her  trente  mille  francs  de  doty  and  to  whom  (Eugenie 
and  the  francs,)  he  was  betrothed  six  years  ago,  and  was  to  marry  next 
spring. 

And  now,  my  respected  Mrs.  Standard,  permit  me,  with  all  due 
deference  to  your  superior  wisdom,  to  address  you  a  few  words ;  allow 
me  to  indulge  the  hope  that  when  little  Bel,  whom  I  saw  tripping 
along  in  neat  drab  leggings  to  Miss  Montilathers*  school  this  morning, 
arrives  at  that  all-important  period  in  girl -hood,  her  *  coming  out,'  you 
will  not  relax,  but  continue  to  extend  over  her  that  ever-watchful  care 
which  you  now  exercise  so  vigilantly ;  and  above  all  do  not  permit  her 
to  keep  or  have  *  company  *  that  is  not  your  *  company  ;'  in  other  words, 
to  have  no  friends  or  acquaintances  unless  under  your  seal  of  approba- 
tion, and  thus  may  Bel  be  saved  from  much  unhappiness,  and  you  from 
a  mesalliance  which  a  caprice  of  Miss  and  a  facile  clergyman,  would 
render  no  way  impossible,  but  which  would  cause  you  more  vexation 
and  grief,  I  am  sure,  than  to  lose  the  two  front-teeth,  from  that  row  of 
pearly  pegs,  that  garnish  your  beautiful  mouth. 


PRANCE. 

Tx  foreign  realms,  far  o'er  the  surging  sea, 

The  human  heart  unshadowed  throbs  with  glee. 

The  gay  Parisian,  with  rejoicing  eyes, 

IMirsues  tlie  phantom  Pleasure,  as  it  fiieg ; 

Seeks  for  each  day  some  new  delight  to  gain, 

Some  novel  pageant  with  its  gorgeous  tram. 

When  morning  gilds  the  Pantheon's  golden  dome, 

The  joyful  bell  myites  him  forth  to  roam ; 

The  clang  of  arms,  the  squadron's  gay  parade, 

Allure  the  willing  truant  from  his  trade : 

Intent  the  cup  of  present  bliss  to  share, 

He  leaves  the  future  for  itself  to  care. 

Though  clad  in  rags,  a  torn  and  tattered  wight  — 

Though  gemmed  and  gloved,  resplendent  to  the  sight, 

'  Tis  all  the  same,  the  voice  of  Pleasure  calls, 

Nor  calls  in  vain  within  Parisian  walls. 

Forth  to  the  dear  Elysian  Fields  he  goes 

To  gaze  in  transport  on  its  sights  and  shows. 

Life  is  to  him  one  gilded  round  of  joy ; 
Woo  may  jiot  dim,  nor  bliss  his  scnsfts  cloy ; 
His  charger  scours  the  woods  of  St.  Grermain, 
His  meerschaum  smokes  in  VersaUles'  grand  domain; 
Stretched  at  his  ea,so  beside  its  marble  fount, 
Whose  showery  jet  refreshes  glade  and  mount, 
lie  cons  his  print,  or  wrangles  in  debate 
O'er  the  vexed  (juestion  of  the  king  and  state. 
And  when  the  day  with  fading  glory  shines. 
And  blue  eve  comes,  as  twihght's  bloom  declines, 
He  seeks  his  Vaudeville,  or  the  nightly  throng 
Where  Elssler  whirls,  or  Grisi  weaves  the  song. 
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Vniii,  hcciilcsfl  jostor  I  ohanucd  with  chiUlwh  8traw9| 
Or  prompt  to  waste  liis  life-blooil  for  his  cause; 
One  royal  c'<lict  iiiiiH'vl  ai;ai!L*<t  his  rijrht 
AVill  ro\ise  our  triUcr.  harnesse'il  for  the  fijrht; 
FicTco  k1*)ws  his  heart  as  waves  liis  tlashinjjj  steel, 
rndaunled  still  tliouirh  thrones  ami  enipivos  reel; 
He  delves  the  treni-li.  heaps  hijrli  the  barricade, 
Sweeps  tlie  red  rampart  wiili  liLs  drippinj^:  Made; 
Storms  with  his  nxe  the  'leapnrcMl  i»;i lace-gate, 
An«l  spurns  the  tlin»ne  with  all  its  pur]»lc  state; 
Or  iH)urs  his  heart-blooil,  with  his  dyinj^  groaii, 
To  raise  a  third  NaiHjleon  to  a  throne  1 

Proud,  pillant  natiini!  rash,  hnpetuous  race ! 
Thy  pu-'^iinie.  battle,  thy  repulse,  disjrra(H>; 
The  swoixl  thy  plaxthinj^  and  tiio  jrun  tliy  toy ; 
The  eharu'C.  tiie  onset,  thy  ti-rriiic  joy  ; 
Thi»  chuij:in^  tramp,  the  shatterinjr  crash  of  arms, 
These,  these,  ala?*I  fur  iliee  have  dcan'st  charms. 
Land  <.if  the  (laul!  si»  lluslu-d  witli  gent-rous  zeal, 
3klay  no  dark  sionn  eeli]>si.*  thy  shinini;  weal; 
May  ne'er  the  beauU.'«»us  fabric  of  thy  state 
In  tire  and  eamaire  seal  its  linal  Cite. 
Think  of  tliy  past,  with  eaeh  heart-rending  scene, 
Thy  lleipi  of  Terror,  and  thy  Guillotine! 

When  royal  I/>t'is.  ha]>k-ss  Axtoinkttt-; 

'Neath  the  red  knifo  their  late  reli-ntiess  mot ; 

AVlhMi  Vranee  i>t)urod  out  frt.>m  many  a  pri-eious  rein 

lliT  lavish  MoihI  the  soil  of  Fr.uiee  to  slain, 

'Twas  a  dark  s<tMie,  and  at  this  distant  vear 

The  mind  rtwils  the  awful  tali'  to  hear. 

AVhen  brutal  passimi  and  demoniac  hate 

llapre  witli  mankind,  farow<ll  the  doonunl  state! 

Youth,  blotmiing  virtui'.  manhcKKl,  reverend  age, 

All  sink  the  vii'tims  «if  ihi-  as&jssin's  ra<*o. 

K\ii  valor  then  all  vainly  may  extend 

His  jruanlian  shield  liie  helph'ss  to  befriend; 

Mi:u<'V  as  vain  may  ]>l<'ail  in  tones  sublime 

To  nu'lt  the  adamanlini*  heart  of  crime. 

Loani  the  deariruth  that  ri^sy-prinrlled  Pe-VCE 
Alone  eau  bless  the  bloominjr  realm's  increase: 
Shi'jithc  the  red  8Wv)rd.  en  wreathe  its  shininjr  blade 
AVith  fniitful  vines  that  ilrajK)  the  |uistoral  {riado* 
Yii'ld  the  sharp  hnu'f  ami  Conque.-'t's  martial  sheen 
Vor  siiepherd's  iTook,  and  R»aiHTS  siekle  keen. 
On  historj-'s  pajre  see  wtx^  and  i*aniapo  writ; 
( )'er  its  blurred  serv»ll  see  hajrjraril  phantoms  flit ; 
Ki-eall  the  past,  when  KurojK.^  ranjr  with  amiSj 
Kaeh  realm  a  eaftip,  reso\uidin^  wUh  alarms; 
"When  *  Victor}- s  Ciiild '  his  crimsoncvl  Ilaj,'  unfurled. 
And  wasted  France  to  subjugate  the  world. 

Gaze  where  his  dead  ho  heaped  along  the  Rliine ; 

The  g;dlant  dead  that  sk-ep  beneath  the  vine : 

Sec  wln.'re  the  grassy  hillocks  of  his  slain 

Like  billows  heave  o  'er  soft  Italians  plain ; 

By  Anio's  bank  ami  Tiber's  yellow  wave 

nie  herdsnum  shows  the  Frenchman's  frequent  grave. 

Sc>o  how  they  moulder  tliiek  as  autumn  leaves 

Where  Spain's  mild  breeze  its  sigh  of  sadness  heaves. 
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'Neath  Douro's  wave  and  Gaudalquivcr's  tide 
The  white  bones  glimmer  where  hia  legions  died ; 
And  oft  the  plough-boy  spurneth  with  his  heel 
By  Salamanca's  wall  their  rusted  steel ; 
Far  in  the  north  trace  out  o'er  Russian  snows, 
His  bleeding  cohorts  belted  round  with  foes; 
"Where  the  swart  Tartar  rages  with  his  spear, 
And  savage  Cossacks  ride  in  mad  career; 
See  the  red  heaps  of  Borodino's  fray,  ' 

And  mourn  for  France  so  childless  made  that  day  ; 
O'er  Moscow  view  the  tempest-sea  of  fire, 
The  Kremlin's  flame,  ambition's  funeral  pyre. 

Last  scene  of  all,  view  Gaul's  imperial  flag 
Torn  from  its  staff,  a  soiled,  dishonored  rag ; 
Her  armies  humbled  lowly  in  the  dust, 
1  for  eagles  trami)led,  and  her  sword  in  rust, 
Napoleon's  self  in  exile  o'er  the  sea, 
A  crownless  king,  his  spirit  only  free. 
Head  the  red  scroll,  and  con  the  lesson  well 
That  glory's  trumpet  proves  a  wailing  knell. 
AV'eave  then  the  dimc^o,  prolong  your  festive  sportB 
In  rural  grange,  or  proud  ancestral  courts, 
Nor  strive  to  stretch  the  sceptre  of  your  pride 
Beyond  the  Nile,  far  as  the  Danube's  tide. 

'Mid  sofler  scenes,  where  flows  the  sparkling  Seine, 
Through  verdurous  meadows  pastoral  and  serene, 
•The  Norman  boor  as  joyous  still  we  find, 
With  radiant  brow  reflecting  forth  his  mind : 
Villa  and  hamlet,  grange  and  gay  chateau, 
AVith  gay-hued  groups  and  jocund  brows  o'erflow. 
Calm  scones  of  beauty  1  Widely  spreads  the  wood 
A  solemn  shade,  a  sylvan  solitude ; 
High  heaves  the  elm  its  dense  imperial  screen, 
The  regal  oak  waves  out  its  vestments  green. 
The  dark  pine  lifls  its  sombre  banner  high, 
And  giant  chestnuts  Challenge  with  the  sky. 
Soft  spreads  beneath  the  green  and  grassy  floor. 
With  color'd  blooms  all  gaily  sprinkled  o'er, 
With  odorous  wild-flowers  dazzHng  as  the  light 
Of  spangling  stars  that  gem  the  brow  of  night 
Hard  by,  a  brook  pours  out  its  crystal  stream 
O'er  its  stone  font,  where  milk-white  pebbles  gleam 
O'er  moss-grown  rock  and  antique  root  it  flows. 
With  hquid  accents  singing  as  it  goes: 
The  willow  leans  enchanted  o'er  its  brink. 
And  the  lithe  alder  bendeth  low  to  drink ; 
Thick-woven  ivies,  woodbines  steeped  in  dew. 
Since  the  creation  there  their  blooms  renew, 
Twine  their  hght  garlands  and  festoons  to  drape 
The  peaceful  glades,  commingled  with  the  grape. 

In  such  &ir  spot  the  Norman  peasant  dwells, 
His  heart  unsullied  as  his  crystal  wells ; 
He  tends  his  flocks,  he  fells  the  woodland  tree. 
And  rocks  at  eve  his  infants  on  his  knee. 
'Noath  the  gnarled  elm  that  shades  his  rustic  homo 
Each  eve  the  viol  bids  the  dancers  come. 
And  thus  roll  on  each  morning,  noon,  and  night. 
In  heahbftkl  toll  and  innocent  delight  Isaao  Maclu.la5. 
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U   A   r   T   I   S   T    E       M  O   X   T   A  IT   B  A   N  . 


r  K  o  M    T II  i:    r  u  E  N  c  II . 


*  I  siioTTLD  be  sorry  to  Icavo  these  pleasant  hills,'  said  I,  as  I  took 
leave  of  my  hostess  at  tlie  gate,  '  without  having  visited  my  father's 
wortliy  old  friend,  M.  Dubours.  It  is  only  seven  o'clock :  nine  miles 
are  a  iiuto  nothinj^  in  such  wt'ather  as  this,^ind  I  can  spare  at  least 
one  (l;iy  without  puttin«r  myself  out  much.  I  'm  sure  M.  Dubouig 
wouhl  take  it  unkindly  of  me  were  I  to  leave  this  part  of  the  countiy 
witliout  visit injr  him  en  passu?! f.* 

*  lie  would  never  for*rive  you,'  replied  my  hostess;  'everyday  for 
tlie  last  week,  he  has  sent  over  here  with  inquiries  as  to  whether  you 
had  arrived.' 

'  Beside,'  resumed  I,  *  it  would  never  do  to  lose  so  good  an  opportu- 
nity (>f  testing  my  prophetic  gifts.  Five  years  ago,  I  predicted  that 
Rosalie,  his  daughter,  then  in  her  twelfth  year,  would  grow  up  to  be 
the  buUe  of  the  connnunitv.  I  am  curious  to  see  whether  the  little 
gray-eyed  brunette  has  belied  me.' 

*  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  tliat,'  saiil  Madame  Gauthier;  *you  might 
travel  to  Besan^on  —  ay,  or  to  Strasbourg,'  (her  equivalents  for  the 
antipodi's.)  —  without  meeting  her  like,  and  as  good  as  gold  she  is; 
gold,  or  jewels,  or  pearls.  But  don't  you  go  fall  in  love  with  her,  now. 
and  then  come  back  here  all  moping  and  heart-sick,  as  you  have  done 
bclbre.  It  an't  no  manner  of  use,  nice  young  man  or  not ;  for  she  *s 
jroiiijr  to  be  married,  r*.rid  that  soon.* 

*  Ihmg  it  I  Madame  r«.a;thiev,  you  iriil  ciM  me  a  young  man,  although 
I  'm  pa^t  four-and-twciity,  and  occupying  a  very  serious  position  in 
society  I  Do  you  supj)ose  that  a  man  on  the  eve  of  being  called  to  the 
bar,  is  capable  of  abandoning  himself  to  his  passions  like  a  mere 
student,  or  a  love-sick  lawyer's  clerk  ?  Be  calm,  mine  excellent  hostess, 
and  do  me  the  favor  of  putting  me  on  the  road  to  M.  Dubourg's  country- 
house,  of  the  locality  of  which  I  am  unpanlonably  ignorant.' 

*  The  first  half  of  the  road  is  easy  enough,*  said  she  ;  'you  must  stick 
to  tlnj  little  beaten  path  nmuing  through  the  meadows,  there,  and  by 
the  willows  along  the  brook  ;  but  when  you  get  to  the  foot  of  the  hill 
that  shuts  in  the  valley,  it  will  be  another  story :  for  then  you  'U  find 
yourself  in  the  wootl  of  Chat il Ion,  through  which  you  must  pass  to  find 
the  ehaleau.  The  wood-cutters  have  made  all  manner  of  cross-tracks 
there,  in  their  comings  and  goings,  and,  indeed,  strangers  have  got  lost 
there,  belore  now  ;  but  there  are  several  hovels  and  huts  on  the  borders 
of  the  loiv^tf  so  that  you  have  only  to  shout,  to  bring  a  guide  to  your 
assistance.' 

Full  C'f  this  u^^eful  information,  I  shook  hands  with  my  hostess,  and, 
followini;  tlie  direction  indicated  by  her,  walked  rapidly  away,  spovitiiig 
versus  as  I  went  —  bits  of  bombast  for  my  tragedy -— with  that  un- 
bounded pleasure  wliich  a  young  author  feels  in  playing  with  the  tifiiiU- 
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ren  of  his  fancy.  In  about  an  hour,  I  found  myself  a  good  way  from 
^  the  little  beaten  path  running  through  the  meadows,  and  by  the  willows 
along  the  brook ;  *  and  it  was  lucky  for  me  that  the  hill,  which  was  my 
only  land-mark,  had  not  also  been  fascinated  by  the  tragic  muse,  and 
strayed  from  his  position  in  following  her. 

Having  kept  along  the  edge  of  the  wood  for  some  distance,  according 
to  my  instructions,  forcing  my  way  through  brushwood  so  tangled  that 
there  was  hardly  room  for  a  hare  to  pass  through  it,  I  suddenly  came 
in  view  of  a  small,  white,  rough-cast  cottage,  leaning  against  the  forest, 
as  it  were,  and  looking  like  an  oratory  crowned  with  foliage ;  about 
which  there  was  a  square  inclosure,  fenced  in  with  a  rustic,  trellised 
pallisading  which  was  twined  and  festooned  with  thick,  luxuriant  vines, 
and  other  climbing  plants,  interwoven  with  woodbine  in  full  blossom. 
A  young  man  was  seated  upon  a  bench,  close  by  the  door.  He  was 
apparently  too  much  occupied  by  his  own  thoughts  to  be  aware  of  my 
presence,  so  that  I  had  an  opportunity  of  regarding  him  weU,  and  have 
often  since  remembered  the  extraordinary  interest  and  curiosity  which 
his  appearance  excited  within  me.  I  am  not  of  a  romantic  turn ;  my 
worst  enemy  will  admit  that ;  but  the  place,  the  circumstances,  some- 
thing in  the  expression  of  the  youth,  conjured  up  a  train  of  sentiment 
that  drove  my  tragedy  out  of  my  head.  Seated  there,  absorbed  in  his 
own  thoughts,  he  was  like  a  creation  from  the  dream  of  a  Greek  sculp- 
tor, sleeping  upon  a  good  action.  He  appeared  to  be  of  delicate  frame, 
and  even  weakly;  but  his  pale  and  handsome  face,  around  which 
clustered  thick,  waving  locks  of  fair  hair,  wore,  nevertheless,  a  remark- 
able expression  of  resolution,  mingled  vidth  one  of  habitual  and  profound 
meditation. 

He  slightly  turned  his  head  as  I  approached,  and,  looking  at  me 
intently  for  an  instant,  made  a  movement  as  if  about  to  rise  from  his 
seat ;  but  I  hastened  to  prevent  him,  for  he  seemed  to  me  to  be  ill  and 
weak. 

'  Excuse  me,*  said  I, '  for  having  approached  you  so  abruptly ;  but 
can  you,  without  inconveniencing  yourself,  point  out  to  me  the  path 
leading  through  the  forest  to  the  house  of  M.  Dubouig  ?  It  cannot  be 
far  from  this.' 

He  looked  hard  at  me,  again ;  but  his  countenance  had  passed  from 
an  expression  of  passive  gentleness  into  one  of  alarm  and  distrust. 
Then,  after  appearing  to  reflect  for  a  moment,  he  exclaimed,  as  if  en- 
deavoring to  recall  some  confused  memories : 

*The  house  of  M.  Dubourg?  —  Dubourg? — M.  Dubouig's  house? 
Ah !  ha !  yes  I  there  teas  such  a  house,  once  upon  a  time  ;  a  pretty  house, 
where  I  lived  when  I  was  young.  It  was  there  that  I  first  saw  angels ; 
those  angels  who  have  taken  upon  themselves  the  £)rms  of  women.  It 
was  there  I  learned  to  love  the  flowers  in  their  seasons,  and  the  birds, 
and  their  songs.     But  that  was  n't  in  this  world,  though.* 

And  he  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  as  if  altogetiber  unconscious  of  my 
pxetence.  Was  he  an  idiot,  or  a  lunatic  ?  While  I  considered  him,  the 
door  of  the  cottage  opened,  and  there  appeared  on  the  threshold  a 
woman  of  about  fitly,  better  clad  than  the  generality  of  the  peasantry 
of  thediEferiot 
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*  How  now,  Baptiste/  said  she  ;  *  you  forpct  to  la'elcome  the  stranger 
with  ail  oficr  of  fruit  and  milk,  and  of  euch  shade  and  rest  as  our  poor 
cottajre  can  atlbrd  to  a  traveller  ?  * 

*  Pray,  Madame/  cried  I,  '  do  not  be  anpry  with  him ;  I  have  been 
here  but  a  moment,  and  have  already  received  such  a  welcome  as  I 
.shall  not  easily  forget.* 

But  poor  Baptiste  had  not  even  heard  his  mother's  voice.  He  had 
irone  back  to  his  reveries ;  and,  sitting  with  his  anns  crossed  upon  his 
breast,  and  hi<«  head  hanging  down,  uttered,  in  a  low  voice,  some  inoo- 
hercnt  and  broken  sentences. 

I  followed  the  good  woman  into  an  apartment  of  tolerable  dimenuons, 
and  vary  neatly  furnished  —  the  Ix^st  room,  evidently  —  where  she 
placed  me  in  the  chair  of  stale,  a  plaited  structure  of  blue  and  white 
straw,  while  she  drove  into  the  next  room  a  perfect  swarm  of  little 
birds  of  dilicrent  species,  which  showed  hardly  any  signs  of  fear  at  my 
jip]iroach.  and  seemed  to  obey  her  in  a  manner  wonderful  to  behold,  80 
completely  domesticated  were  they.  She  renewed  her  ofler  of  refresb- 
iiicnt,  but,  on  my  declining  it,  she  seated  herself  near  me.  asking  in 
what  maimer  they  could  be  of  service  to  rae,  in  the  white  cottage  of 
the  woods ' 

'  That  was  what  I  was  tellinir  your  son,  when  you  came,*  replied  I, 
•  but  th(i  poor  lad  did  not  seem  to  be  aware  of  my  address.  He  must 
have  met  with  some  terrible  atlhction,  Madame  ;  has  he  been  long  in 
that  condition  ? ' 

*  No.  Sir,'  answered  she,  repressing  her  tears,  *  and  oven  now,  he  is 
not  always  in  that  state  of  mind.  Ho  is  ever  sad,  poor  Baptiste ;  as 
sad  as  he  is  good  :  but  lie  is  sensible  enough  in  his  ideas  at  most  times, 
and  when  people  are  careful  not  to  talk  on  certain  subjects  before  him ; 
/  am  particular  al)out  that,  you  may  be  sure,  for  the  least  word  of  that 
sort  always  brings  the  melancholy  fit  uix>n  liim.  He  was  once  so 
happy,  poor  child!  that  my  hopes  were  all  with  him,  and  I  looked  to 
him  as  a  future  honor  to  my  declining  years  :  but  God,  who  is  good,  has 
chansred  all  that !  * 

At  thesis?  words  her  tears  flowed  unrestrained.  I  took  her  hand,  and 
asked  her  j\anlon  for  having  thus  renewed  tlie  traces  of  her  sorrows. 

*  Since  you  appear  interested  in  Baptiste,*  resumed  she,  when  she  had 
become  more  calm,  *  I  must  tell  you  something  about  him.  My  hns- 
band,  Joseph  Montauban,  was  one  of  the  best  workmen  employed  upon 
the  buildiiig.s  of  the  Grand-Vau.  Nevertheless,  we  were  poor,  because 
the  time.s  wero  bad  for  mechanics,  and  my  family,  of  a  rank  above  that 
of  my  husband,  had  paid  to  the  events  of  the  day,  a  tribute  still  more 
painful.  AYe  scarcely  knew  where  to  turn  ourselves,  when  a  wealthy 
and  respectable  gentleman  of  the  neighborhooil  intrusted  my  husband 
with  the  construction  of  a  large  house,  which  you  will  see,  probably,  on 
your  way  through  the  f -rest.  When  the  building  was  erected,  my  poor 
husband  mounted  to  the  loof-tree,  to  plant  there,  according  to  custom, 
the  bnutiuct  and  flag  of  honor.  He  had  arrived  nearly  at  the  top,  when 
a  loose  timber  gave  way,  and  he  was  precipitated  to  the  ground.  Tbos 
he  met  his  fate.  M.  Dubourg,  the  owner  of  the  house,  was  greatly 
moved  at  this  unfortunate  calam^'^y ;  and,  as  some  compensation,  be 
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caused  this  little  cottage  to  be  built  for  me  and  my  son,  allowing  me  a 
pension,  beside,  to  keep  us  beyond  the  pressure  of  want.  More  than 
that,  he  took  charge  of  the  education  of  Baptiste,  who  was  then  about 
'*-e  or  six  years  old,  and  a  great  favorite  with  every  body,  on  account 
of  his  spirit  and  his  handsome  face.  And  so  my  boy  was  brought  up 
in  M.  Dubourg's  house,  with  the  same  care,  and  under  the  same  masters, 
as  the  beautiful  daughter  of  his  benefactor.  This  went  on  for  ten 
years ;  and  Baptiste  had  profited  so  well  by  the  instruction  given  him, 
that,  as  1  have  heard  folks  of  learning  say,  few  lads  of  his  age  were 
better  fitted  for  beginning  life  creditably.  M.  Dubourg  himself  came 
here  to  tell  me  so,  adding,  in  a  serious,  but  kind  tone  of  voice :  *  You 
see,  Madame  Montauban,  that  it  is  now  time  to  separate  Baptiste  from 
my  Rosalie.  He  is  sixteen  years  old  ;  she  is  thirteen,  past.  The  young 
people  are  arrived  at  an  age  when  love  begins  to  make  his  appearance  ; 
and  so,  my  good  friend,  we  must  send  the  boy  home  to  you,  and  leave 
him  with  you  until  I  can  obtain  for  him  the  position  which  he  merits, 
either  in  some  family  still  more  opulent  than  mine,  or  in  some  creditable 
academy.  It  will  be  advisable,  believe  me,  thu^  to  accustom  them  to 
live  apart  from  one  another,  so  that  they  may  feel  the  privation  less 
when  they  come  to  be  parted  for  ever.  Tell  Baptiste  that  I  shall  never 
alter  my  regards  for  him  ;  and  explain  to  him  —  as  a  mother  best  can 
explain  —  my  reasons  for  now  removing  him  from  my  house.  Exact  a 
promise  from  him,  also,  not  to  return  to  the  chiteau  ;  and,  indeed,  since 
the  mere  sight  of  my  house  might  conjure  up  fruitless  regrets,  em- 
bittering his  sojourn  with  you,  perhaps  it  will  be  as  well  to  bind  him 
not  to  wander  farther  from  the  forest,  in  our  direction,  than  the  place 
called  the  Open  —  the  bend  of  the  river  Ain,  where  the  sweep  of  the 
road  is  marked  by  two  rows  of  tall  elms.  You  know  that  the  first  peep 
of  my  park-wall  is  not  to  be  had  until  one  has  followed  this  road  for 
some  distance.  Don't  be  afraid  of  his  disobeying  you  ;  he  *d  rather  die 
than  break  his  w^ord.* 

'  I  was  thimderstruck  at  what  M.  Dubourg  said,  because  it  was  a 
thing  I  had  n't  been  expecting  :  and  yet  it  all  seemed  to  me  to  be  bo 
right  and  so  reasonable,  that  I  contented  myself  with  thanking  him,  as 
well  as  I  could,  for  all  his  past  kindness. 

*  *  I  know,'  continued  he,  as  he  rose  to  go  away,  *  that  this  step  will 
increase  your  expenses,  for  a  while,  at  least ;  but  Baptiste  is  well  and 
favorably  known  to  a  great  many  of  my  friends,  and  I  am  daily  expect- 
ing to  hear  of  a  good  situation  for  him.  Meantime,  accept  this,  which 
will  enable  you  to  obtain  for  him  such  little  conveniences  as  he  has 
been  accustomed  to ; '  and  he  placed  in  my  hand  a  purse,  containing  a 
hundred  golden  l(mi&,  which  he  insisted  upon  my  retaining,  in  spite  of 
my  efforts  to  return  it  to  him. 

'  It  was  about  this  time  of  the  year  .that  Baptiste  usually  came  to 
pass  a  few  weeks  with  me,  bringing  with  him  his  books  and  instrumente. 
I  was  so  happy,  then !  And  so  he  came  to  join  me  at  the  cottage, 
without  any  misgivings ;  indeed,  he  seemed  pleased  and  happy,  ajs  he 
always  was  upon  these  occasions.  Never  had  I  seen  him  handsomer, 
more  full  of  spirits,  more  satisfied  with  life  ;  although,  from  his  infancy 
upward,  he  would  now  and  then  fall  into  fits  of  melancholy.     My  only 
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fear  now  was,  that  he  would  overwork  himself,  and  injure  his  health 
hy  continual  study  ;  a  fear  which  turned  out  to  he  only  too  well-founded. 
'  You  will  have  time  enough,  now/  said  I  to  him,  one  night,  *  to  turn 
over  your  favorite  hooks,  for  you  are  not  to  leave  me  again  until  you  get 
your  new  situation  ; '  and  then  I  told  him  all  that  M.  Duhouig  had  stud. 
When  I  had  finished,  Baptiste  smiled,  and  he  soon  after  quietly  retired 
to  rest. 

'A  week  had  passed  —  it  is  going  on  four  yeara  ago,  now  —  when  I 
thought  I  saw  trouble  on  his  mind.  Oh  !  I  had  foreseen  this,  when  he 
persisted  in  working,  working  at  his  hooks,  in  spite  of  me.  He  gave 
them  up  now,  though ;  hut  it  was  too  late.  At  times,  he  used  to  talk 
wildly,  muttering  to  himself  words  that  I  could  not  understand  ;  and 
sometimes  he  laughed,  and  sometimes  he  cried,  spontaneously,  as  I  may 
say,  and  without  motive.  He  seemed  happiest  when  alone,  talking  all 
the  while  to  the  trees,  and  the  flowers,  and  the  hirds,  as  if  they  unde]> 
stood  him  ;  and,  what  is  strangest  of  all,  so  strange' that  I  would  hardly 
dare  tell  it  to  you,  if  you  were  not  here  to  see  for  yourself,  the  hirds  db 
seem  to  understand  him  ;  for  they  let  him  catch  and  handle  them  as 
no  hody  else  ever  could.  May  not  the  bountiful  Providence,  Sir,  who 
has  gifted  them  with  instinct  to  avoid  their  enemies,  have  also  taught 
them  to  recognize  and  love  one  who  loves  them,  and  protects  them  from 
injury  ? ' 

I  was  much  moved  at  the  good  dame's  recital ;  and  so  would  you 
have  been,  too,  if  you  had  but  heard  her  tell  it  in  her  sad  and  simple 
manner.  But  my  musings  upon  it  brought  no  satisfactory  result ;  and 
so  I  neither  attempted  to  console  her,  nor  to  tell  her  what  I  thought  of 
the  matter. 

Afler  a  short  silence,  she  resumed  :  '  I  fear  I  have  tired  you  with  my 
long  story :  pray,  now,  tell  me  how  we  can  bo  of  use  to  you.' 

'  In  nothing,  madome,  farther  than  showing  me  the  road  that  leads 
through  the  forest  to  the  hoiirse  of  M.  Dubourg.' 

'  You  could  not  have  fallen  into  better  hands  for  that,  Sir,  for  we  are 
close  by  the  path ;  althourrh,  indeed,  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  find  it 
Baptiste  will  guide  you  thither.  Not  a  day  passes  that  he  does  not  go 
as  far  as  the  Open  of  the  Ain,  although  not  beyond  a  certain  spot  theie, 
which  I  have  forbidden  him  to  pass.  Pray  be  careful  not  to  mention 
the  name  of  M.  Dubourg  to  him,  for  any  thing  that  recalls  his  sqjoam 
at  the  house  of  his  benefactor  seems  to  me  to  disturb  the  mind  of  mv 

■ 

poor  boy.' 

'  What  token  of  gratitude  can  I  ofier  you  for  your  VlT«^ll^M■  f ' 
asked  I. 

'  Ah !  Sir ! '  replied  she,  smiling,  '  you  will  hurt  me,  if  you  talk  of 
that.  So  far  from  having  need  of  any  thing,  we  are  fortunate  enough 
to  be  able  to  assist  the  poor  wanderers  who  sometimes  find  their  way  to 
our  cottage,  when  straying  through  the  forest.' 

Then  she  clapped  her  hands  twice,  at  which  signal  the  troop  of  little 
birds  that  I  had  seen  on  my  arrival,  came  crowdiog  and  fluttering  baek 
into  the  room,  chirping  and  twittering  in  full  chorus. 

'Ah  !  naughty  ones,'  said  the  dame,  '  what  a  hurxy  yon  axe  in  I  But 
you  must  wait  a  while :  your  seeds  are  not  picked  yet»  an4  yonr  txoo^ 
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have  to  be  cleaned ; '  and  she  clapped  her  hands  a  third  time,  upon 
which  Baptiste  entered. 

*  My  poor  child  I  —  is  he  not  handsome,  Sir  ?  Go,  Baptiste,  put  on 
your  red  plush  leggings  and  your  Polish  cap  with  the  golden  tassel,  and 
guide  this  gentleman  to  the  Open,  where  you  will  wait  for  his  return. 
I  need  not  tell  you  not  to  go  any  farther  with  him.' 

I  looked  with  some  interest  at  Baptiste,  to  see  what  efiect  these  last 
words  had  upon  him,  for  I  suspected  that  I  had  discovered  the  mystery 
of  his  life  in  the  narrative  which  his  mother  had  related  to  me  ;  bat 
there  was  nothing  in  his  expression  to  indicate  the  working  of  his  feel- 
ings. So  he  put  on  his  smart  Polish  cap  and  red  gaiters,  and,  having 
kissed  his  mother,  he  walked  away  before  me,  whistling,  the  birds  of 
the  wood-side  following  him  as  he  went  along,  and  chirping  and  butter- 
ing about  him ;  so  that  I  could  easily  imagine  that  nothing  but  my 
presence  prevented  them  from  perching  on  his  shoulders  and  gold-tas- 
sel led  cap. 

In  about  half  an  hour,  we  approached  the  huts  of  the  faggot-makers, 
from  which  out  ran  a  host  of  children,  crying :  *  There  goes  Red-gaiters, 
going  a-bird-hunting  without  nets.  Success,  Bap. !  bring  us  back  some 
birds,  won't  you? — a  big,  blue-winged  jay,  with  moustaches,  or  a 
black-and-yellow  daddy  oriole,  or  one  of  those  rogues  of  wood-peckers 
that  spoil  the  trees  with  boring  holes  in  them ! ' 

*  No ! '  replied  Baptiste,  *  you'll  get  no  more  of  my  birds,  I  promise 
you  !  I  wish  I  had  never  given  you  any  of  them.  "What  do  you  want 
with  them,  but  to  cage  them  up,  and  cut  their  wings,  and  make  slaves 
of  them  1  You  '11  get  no  more  birds  from  me.  The  spirit  of  God  is  in 
the  free,  flying  Tt^ird,  not  in  the  cruel  boy  that  cages  him  and  plucks 
him  —  yes,  and  kills  and  eats  Kim,  as  you  have  done  with  some  of 
mine !  The  little  birds  of  the  air  are  my  bxothers.  You  are  our 
^5nemies  I ' 

And  poor  Baptiste  went  on  his  way,  followed  by  shouts  of  laughter 
from  the  rude  young  foresters,  which  vexed  me  so  that  I  had  half  a  mind 
to  rush  in  among  tiie  urchins,  and  thrash  them  soundly.  When  the 
Open  of  the  Ain  broke  upon  our  view,  Baptiste  stopped  suddenly,  as  if 
a  bar  had  been  placed  across  the  path.  Then  he  turned  back  toward 
the  wood-side,  calling  to  the  birds  which  followed  him  : 

*  Here,  pets !  here !  Come  to  me.  Rosette  !  come  to  me,  Finette  I 
Where  are  your  sisters? — the  owl  hasn't  eaten  them  up,  has  he? 
There ! '  said  he,  throwing  down  his  cap  upon  the  grassy  bank,  *  nestle 
there,  my  little  ones,  and  fear  not  men,  nor  bird-catchers,  nor  snakes  ; 
for  I  will  watch  over  you,  like  a  mother  over  her  children.' 

Curious  to  see  the  efl^cts  of  Baptiste's  words  upon  his  little  com- 
panions, I  approached  the  cap  on  tip-toe,  and  saw  that  several  of  the 
birds  had  actually  hopped  into  it,  and  were  nestling  and  chirping  there, 
and  pluming  their  little  wings,  as  confidently  as  tibey  could  have  done 
in  the  tallest  tree-top  in  the  forest.  Fearful  of  disturbing  them,  I  stepped 
softly  back,  and  said  to  my  guide  : 

*  I  hope  to  find  you  here,  Baptiste,  on  my  return  ;  but,  if  any  thing 
should  prevent  our  meeting  again,  I  should  regret  having  parted  from 
you  witiiout  having  lefl  you  some  token  of  my  regard.     Accept  this 
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silver  watch,  then,  as  a  remembrance  of  me ;  or,  if  you  like  it  better, 
this  double  gold  napoleon,  with  which  you  can  buy  something  more  io 
vour  taste.' 

'A  watch!'  exclaimed  Baptiste,  graspinor  my  hand,  and  lookiiig 
earnestly  at  me,  *  what  should  I  do  with  a  watch  I  the  sun  is  watch 
enoun^h  tor  mr  /  And  gold  I  —  my  mother  has  enough  of  that  for  both 
of  us,  and  my  birds  want  it  not/ 

*  Is  there  nothing,  then,  that  you  will  accept  from  me,  Baptiste,  as  a 
souvenir  of  my  friendship  ?  * 

'  Nothing  ;  unless,  indeed,  you  could  give  me  a  knife  ! '  and  his  eyes 
gleamed  with  a  peculiar  liirht,  as  he  fixed  them  upon  mo. 

My  ])loo<l  ran  cold  at  the  suggestion.  'A  knife,  Baptiste !  *  said  I, 
*  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  give  you  a  knife  !  My  good  old  nurse  has 
told  me,  a  hundred  times,  that  such  a  gift  severs  friendship.  Beside, 
what  should  people  like  us.  my  friend,  carry  knives  for  ?  Leave  that 
to  butchers :  knives  for  cut-tliroats  and  assassins !  I  never  cany 
them  I ' 

At  this?,  Baptiste  went  and  seated  himself  by  his  cap-full  of  birds, 
and  1  had  turned  to  take  a  last  look  at  him  before  pursuing  my  route, 
when  I  heard  my  name  .shouted  out  by  some  of  a  group  of  horsemen 
who  were  following  the  same  direction. 

*  Hallo,  Max  ! '  cried  one  :  *Max  sentimentalizing  on  the  banks  of  the 
blue  A  in  I  Who  should  have  thought  of  meeting  yoii  here,  jolly  com- 
rade of  other  days  ?  Bnt  you  must  put  your  l)e.*t  foot  fbremost,  if  you 
are  bound  for  the  wedduig- feast  of  fair  Rosalie  Dubouig ;  for  it  is 
already  high  noon,  and  we  shall  be  hard  set  to  get  theie,  ouwKslves,  in 
time  to  witness  the  marriage-ceremony.* 

I  did  not  reply,  so  fearful  was  T  of  the  eilect  of  this  ill-timed  an- 
nouucement  upon  Rnptit-te.  He  looked  toward  the  stranger,  for  a 
momcut.  wiili  the  snnie  wild  iiloam  in  his  eyes  as  when  he  had  asked 
me  tor  a  kuite.  It  was  but  ibr  a  moment,  however ;  and  he  turned  to 
his  birds,  again,  and  talked  to  them  smilingly,  as  before.  I  waved  a 
farewell  to  him,  as  he  lay  there  upon  the  green  turf,  and  then  I  joined 
my  friends  in  the  cavalcade,  and  went  thoughtfully  along  with  them, 
on  our  way  to  the  weddiug. 

It  was  like  all  other  weddings  I  have  ever  been  at ;  gay  and  sad, 
sparklinnr  and  sorrowful.  The  bride-groom  8U|)erticially  jocular,  as  men 
always  are,  on  the  eve  of  beinf"  '  turned  off.'  The  bride  beautiful  and 
sad  ;  more  beautitul.  even,  than  my  '  prophetic  soul '  had  painted  her, 
and  sadder  still  than  brides  are  iNnnid  to  be  on  these  joyous  occasions. 
It  was  a  kind  of  retrospective  sadness ;  a  recurrence  to  the  past.  It 
junipeil  with  my  humor,  and  I  enjoyed  it  amazingly.  I  was  delighted 
witli  the  bride-groom,  too  ;  a  most  eligible  young  man,  the  pattern  of 
wliat  a  s:*'ti(lre  tie  c/mvenance  ought  to  bo  :  healthy,  and  "wealthy,  and 
noisy,  and  not  over-wise.  Altotjether,  it  was  a  very  successful  afiair : 
but  I  stole  away  from  the  revel  as  soon  as  I  could  do  so  without  being 
observed,  and  hastened  to  rejoin  my  friend  Baptiste  on  the  borders  of 
the  forest. 

When  I  arrived  at  the  spot  where  the  limpid  Ain  opens  upon  the  view, 
I  was  ^urp^ised  at  seeing  it  covered  with  a  little  fleet  of  fishing-boats, 
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which  I  had  not  remarked  there  in  the  morning :  perhaps  they  were 
market-boats,  freighted  with  provisions  for  the  festivities  at  the  chdteau. 
They  were  all  making  for  the  shore,  and,  as  each  boat  reached  it,  the 
boatmen  landed  hurriedly,  and  grouped  themselves  around  some  object 
lying  upon  the  bank. 

'  It 's  he,'  I  heard  an  ancient  fisherman  say,  as  I  approached ;  '  I 
know  his  red  leggings :  it  *s  good-wife  Montauban's  crazy  son,  who  has 
got  drownded  a-hunting  of  the  swallows  ;  made  a  hole  in  the  water 
without  thinking  of  it,  poor  fellow  I  —  if  he  did  n*t  do  it  a  purpose, 
which  heaven  forbid !  Poor  Bap.  I  honest  Bap. !  he  never  11  ask  me 
for  a  loan  of  my  jack-knife  again !  * 

'  He  may  not  yet  be  dead !  *  cried  I,  making  my  way  through  the 
crowd  grouped  around  the  body  ;  *  there  may  be  a  spark  of  life 
remaining  1 ' 

*  Dead  enough,  master,*  said  another  fisherman,  *  dead  enough.  Some 
of  our  young  folk  saw  a  man  jump  into  the  river,  just  as  the  gentlemen 
on  horseback  rode  out  of  the  wood  on  their  way  to  M.  Dubourg's,  seven 
good  hours  ago.  We  have  been  searching  for  him  ever  since,  and  have 
only  just  found  him.     Seven  hours  in  the  water  !  —  dead  enough  1  * 

'  Hooray  ! '  shouted  a  handsome  urchin  of  ten  years,  as  he  scampered 
off  toward  the  wood,  '  Hooray  I  I  know  where  he  left  his  cap,  and  it 's 
as  full  as  it  can  cram  of  young  green-finches !  * 

The  little  white  house  of  the  wood  is  gone.  On  the  spot  where  it 
stood,  there  has  risen  up  a  large  house,  very  full  of  people,  and  very 
noisy.  There  are  no  birds  in  that  part  of  the  forest  now  ;  for  the  large 
house  is  a  school,  built  there  by  Rosalie  Dubourg's  husband  :  a  school, 
I  believe,  on  some  novel  principle,  some  mutual  self-instruction  crotchet, 
by  which  little  boys  and  girls  are  taught  reading,  writing,  and  arith- 
metic. This  is  good.  Let  us  hope  that  they  do  not  also  take  lossons  in 
envy,  hatred,  msdice,  and  all  uncharitableness. 


MINER'S         80N0. 

A  GOLDBK  life  is  this  life  of  mino, 
Digging  for  dust  wtieru  the  gold-grains  shlno! 
Delving  deep  with  the  nick  and  spade. 
Where  the  hidden  wealth  of  a  world  Is  laid. 
And  has  slept  for  ag(>A,  in  dark  vaults  locked, 
SfaQce  earthquakes  the  mountain-cradles  rocked ! 

Fools  prize  virtue  higher  than  gold : 
Both  alike  are  bartered  and  sold : 
Souls  are  bought  by  the  finest  dost : 
Purest  gold  is  the  surest  trust: 
Brighter  far  in  its  dazzling  dves, 
Than  soul-lit  glaoco  uf  a  maiden's  eyes ! 

Lulled  to  sleep  by  the  golden  streamB, 
Nightly  I  revel  in  golden  dreams: 
Pmrrs  binds  me  with  burnished  chains ; 
Fills  my  pocketa  with  precious  grains ; 
Till  a  '  trade '  is  made,  and  my  soul  is  sold 
To  a  yellow  demon,  with  horns  of  gold  I 
Feather-Rivery  {Cai.)  J.  Swktt. 
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TO       NAPOLEON        THE        FIRST 

Conqueror!  in  thy  narrow  grave^ 

Dost  thou  know  where  thou  art  laid? 
Now  no  more  the  ocean- wave 

Surges  round  an  island-bed. 
In  imperial  pomp  arrayed, 
Thou  art  sleeping  with  the  dead, 

Beneath  a  temple  grand, 

In  thy  chosen  land. 

Art  silent  yet?  The  ann6d  men 
Who  walk  before  thee,  to  Mid  fro, 

On  Italy  looked  down  with  thee, 
From  Alpine  snow. 

The  men  who  fought  at  Bivoli, 

To-day  are  guarding  thee. 

Art  silent  yet?    The  Bourbon  race 

Has  vanished  from  the  land: 
The  House  of  Orleans  holds  no  more 

The  sceptre  in  its  hand. 
Wlien  all  were  gone, 

It  was  the  People's  reign : 
Tlie  old  Republic  rose  in  Franco, 

And  armed  the  world  again. 

No  sound?    A  soldier  of  thy  blood, 

An  exile  from  the  land, 
Became  the  prcat  Republic's  chicfj 

By  popular  command. 
Thy  name  it  was  that  worked  a  spell 
So  like  a  miracle. 

Still  mute?    The  Chambers  were  dissolved 

By  bands  of  arm6d  men; 
And  in  imperial  France,  thy  name 

Is  Emperor  again  I 
Hark  I  do  I  hear 
The  stir  of  martial  weapons  near? 

Art  silent  yet  ?    The  blaze  of  war 

Is  kindling  far  and  near; 
Tlie  wintry  snows  of  Russia  gleam 

With  sword  and  martial  spear  I 
Again  thy  l^anncrs  in  the  field 

Of  Muscovy  will  fiy ; 
Again  will  Moscow's  gilded  domes 

Flame  upward  to  the  skyl 

England,  thy  ancient  foe,  is  up:       ^ 

ller  armies  join  with  thine ! 
Thou  wouldst  have  thought  thy  cap  as  soon 

Had  filled  with  blood  and  wine ! 
The  builders  of  thine  Island-grave 
Are  allied  with  thy  people  brave  I 

The  marble  dome 
Scarce  keeps  thee  in  thy  latest  home. 
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The  world  is  all  in  aims : 

Resf  thou  in  peace  I 
The  seeds  thy  busy  hand  has  sown, 

The  harvest  shall  increase. 

Before  the  struggle  ends, 

Shall  Austria  be  free, 
And  Polish  lances  make  amends 

For  by-gone  tyranny ! 
Once  more  the  men  of  modem  Rome 

From  exile  shall  return, 
And  on  the  hill-tops  of  the  Rhine 

The  lights  of  Freedom  bum : 
At  last,  file  People,  in  their  might, 
Shall  win»  or  perish  in  the  fight  I  — 

Ko  whispered  breath  ? 
Thy  lips,  indeed,  are  sealed  in  death.  Sigma. 


LETTERS      FROM      POPLAR-HILL. 

LETTER      -.PIPTH. 

Poplar 'ffiU,  September,  18—. 

Dear  Emily  :  I  have  missed  you  very  much,  the  last  four  -weeka. 
Since  yon  left  Beverley,  I  have  been  there  only  twice.  Two  Sabbaths 
it  rained  so  that  I  did  not  go  out  to  church  ;  but  last  Sunday,  I  remained 
after  moriiinjr-pcrvicc,  and  took  dinner  at  the  parsonage.  I  taught  your 
Sabbath-scliool  class  in  the  afternoon.  Harold  brought  me  home  in  the 
evcniii'T  :  be  is  very  kind  to  me,  and  I  like  to  talk  with  him.  I  have 
learin'fl  h)  well  to  appreciate  a  brother's  love,  that  I  am  sometimes  in- 
clined to  ciivy  you.  Yet,  have  not  I  a  brother,  a  brave,  fond,  loving 
brother  ?  Would  that  I  mifjht  lift  the  veil  of  the  future,  and  gaze  into 
the  <lcar  boy's  face,  or  '  rather  feel  than  see  '  that  one  heart  beats  for 
me !  I  am  so  weak,  so  incapable  of  withstanding  the  continual  strifes 
and  crosses  of  my  daily  life.  I  sometimes  think  if  Henry  were  only 
here,  to  aid  me  by  bis  advice,  or  support  me  with  his  sjinpatby,  I  could 
brave  tliem  all. 

Mothers  fri<'iids  left  us  two  weeks  ago  ;  and  although  they  were  not 
congenial  to  mo,  1  have  sadly  missed  the  occupation  their  society  af- 
forde(l.  WIhii  tliere  was  no  company  here,  I  was  with  Helen  con- 
stantly. She  seemed  to  be  interested  in  my  pursuits  :  we  worked,  read, 
and  walked  toL'ether;  and  her  conversation,  when  we  were  alone,  was 
unaffected.  Fhit  I  wearied  of  her  after  a  time.  She  has  no  natural 
enthusiasm  of*  character  ;  no  gushing,  girlish  feelings  ;  her  smiles  are 
all  'hollow,  fornred  smiles,*  her  expressions  'ceremonious  compliments 
of  i)hra-<'.'  Mother  praised  her  continually.  Her  comparisons  between 
us  w<Te  none  the  less  odious  because  they  were  unjust. 

Helen  tiviit('d  Harold  with  more  deference  than  any  other  visitor  at 
tile  hou<e.  At  one  time  I  feared  his  feelings  were  interested  ;  but  now 
tliat  sh''  is  nronc.  and  he  is  here  as  often  as  before,  I  cannot  believe  it. 
He  telld  me  that  Poplar-Hill,  from  associations  of  the  past,  is  still  very 
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dear  to  him,  and  although  the  subject  Is  studiously  avoided  in  ouc  dis- 
course, there  is  much  uutold  interest  in  his  countenance  and  manner. 
I  can  see  him  from  my  window  as  he  comes  from  Beverley,  stopping 
below  the  nut-woods,  and  lookinfr  toward  Poplar-Hill.  The  old  place 
looks  irraiLtlly  irom  that  point.  Tlic  terraced  garden,  the  arbon  and 
shrubl>ery,  the  sloping  lawn,  the  avenue  of  poplars,  and  tlie  old  house, 
like  a  miirhty  bird  lighted  on  the  hill's  brow.  Old  Stephen  told  me, 
the  other  day,  that  the  road  to  Beverley  was  a  favorite  ride  with  my 
graiul-lather.  From  there  he  lirst  beheld  the  ellect  of  any  new  im- 
proveiiieiit  on  the  lann.  But  Stephen  says  tlie  place  is  sadly  altered 
since  then.  lie  points  out  the  ilelds  as  iiir  as  the  eye  can  reach,  and 
tells  me  that  years  ago  they  waved  with  golden  grain,  that  yearly 
swelled  the  collers  at  Poplar-Hill.  This  and  that  bit  of  wood-land, 
nestled  lovingly  against  swelling  hills,  hail  gone,  one  by  one :  debts 
must  be  paid  ;  ah  I  it  was  well  the  grass  was  green  on  tlie  old  gentle- 
man's grave  ere  this  had  happened.  Sparrow-Bush,  which  was  built 
for  Stephen  wlieiL  he  first  became  gardener  at  '  the  Hill,'  is  sadly  ont  of 
repair,  and  looks  altogether  neglected  and  forlorn.  Poor  old  man!  he 
will  not  complain,  but  I  know*  only  too  well  how  the  wind,  last  winter, 
must  have  whistled  around  liis  ears.  He  says  it  is  no  matter,  now ; 
soon  not] ling  can  chill  him  resting  in  Abraham's  bosom.  I  go  often  to 
see  him  and  to  make  him  comtortable  ;  fur  he  fails  rapidly.  His  Yoice 
is  still  tirin,  and  his  mind  undimmed.  He  loves  to  talk  of  the  Ellicotta 
and  of  tlie  days  that  were,  and  I  dearly  love  to  listen.  He  talks  of  heaven, 
too,  ami  longs  so  earnestly  for  its  rest. 

Mt)tlier  seems  to  object  to  my  visits  at  Sparrow-Bush;  not  openly,  but 
by  various  inuendoes  that  are  more  i.rltating.  One  evening  I  was  de- 
tained later  tlian  usual  after  tea.  and  when  I  met  her,  on  my  way  down 
the  avenue,  .l!:  slopped  and  a-ked  where  I  was  going. 

'  To  carry  ."\,iiiothing  to  old  Sleplien,'  I  aiL^wered. 

*  AVliat  \r>  tiiore  so  attractive  at  Sparrow-Bush  ?  '  she  asked.  *  It  is 
strange  you  have  a  taste  for  such  low,  illiterate  people  I ' 

All  angry  taunt  roae  to  my  lip.*,  but  I  checked  it  in  time  and  walked 
on.  1  did  not  recover  my  equaiumity  until  I  reached  Sparrow-Bush. 
Stejdien  was  very  feeble,  and  I  soon  found  I  could  add  much  to  his 
comlort.  I  placed  his  ])illows  more  comfortably*  and  hail  just  seated 
myself  with  the  Bible  on  my  knees,  when  a  horse's  step,  familiar  to  ns 
both,  ."toippcil  at  the  gate,  and  the  next  moment  Harold  apjwared  at  the 
o])eii  dixir.  AVhat  mother  had  said,  instantly  recurred  to  me.  TbiB, 
then,  was  the  attraction  at  Sjiarrow-Bush  I  "VVe  had  met  there  before, 
and  it  was  natural  we  should  meet  again.  Yet  I  solemnly  declare  I 
had  never  thought  of  it.  AVhat  could  I  say  if  mother  questioned  me  ? 
Her  imj»ressions  I  read  intuitively.  I  had  sought  an  interview  with 
Harold  lieyond  the  restramts  of  home!  Anger  and  mortification  over- 
came me  at  the  thought.  I  hated  myself  and  the  being  who  suggested 
it.  The  first  words  from  Harold  soothed  me.  *I  am  glad  to  find  you 
here.  Bertha  I '  he  said.  He  talked  long  and  earnestly  with  the  sick 
man,  and  in  li.stening,  I  forgot  my  annoyance.  That  night,  I  read  a 
new  phase  in  Harold's  character.  He  lacked  not  interest  in  every  ex 
pression  of  the  patient,  '  nor  did  th(^  tale  of  suffering  to  his  fraternal 
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sympatliy  addressed,  obtain  reluctant  hearing.*  He  ministered  to  him 
with  tlie  tenderness  of  a  woman :  his  manner  was  gentle,  his  voice 
subdued.  After  a  while,  he  read  from  the  Bible,  and  then  he  prayed. 
I  shall  never  forget  that  prayer.  He  seemed  to  have  felt  all  the  needs 
that  I  feel :  while  I  listened,  I  was  on  the  confines  of  heaven,  and  when 
I  rose  from  my  knees,  it  was  with  an  undefined  hope  that  that  house 
of  death  might  be  one  of  life  to  me. 

Harold  left  his  horse,  and  walked  with  me  to  Poplar-Hill.  When  I 
reached  home,  my  thoughts  flowed  in  an  entirely  different  channel ;  the 
transient  effect  of  that  prayer  was  totally  obliterated.  Our  conversation 
had  been  pleasing,  but  I  was  very  imhappy.  I  could  not  leave  him, 
and  I  dared  not  stay.  Every  chord  in  my  heart  seemed  drawn  toward 
some  human  being  ;  proximity  drew  me  to  him.  I  longed  to  tell  him 
all,  but  pride  forbade.  I  opened  the  gate  and  went  in.  He  hurriedly 
wished  me  good-night,  and  left  me.  It  was  quite  dark  when  I  entered 
the  house.     I  met  mother  as  I  was  going  up-stairs. 

'  Bertha,  you  surely  did  not  come  home  alone  ? '  were  her  first 
words. 

'  No  I '  I  answered,  *  Mr.  Monteath  came  with  me.* 

'All  I  you  go  there  to  meet  hiniy  do  you  ?  *  she  said,  and  left  me. 

I  hurried  to  my  room,  closed  the  door,  sat  down.  Pride,  anger,  mor- 
titicatiou,  despair,  alternately  swayed  me.  How  long  must  I  endure 
these  things  I  Was  there  no  means  of  escape  ?  My  aunt  Mary's  bequest 
recurred  to  me ;  but  my  father,  could  I  leave  him  ?  Oh !  no !  this 
thought  subdued  me,  this  duty  inspired  my  future.  I  rose  more  cheer^ 
fully  and  ])ropared  for  the  night. 

Jud^'^e  llo ward  was  hero  last  Wednesday ;  he  called  and  accepted 
moth**!-  s  invitation  to  dinner.  We  had  not  spoken  since  our  encoimter 
in  ill'-  L'^arilcii-arhor.  1  entered  the  parlor  a  moment  after  mother  had 
gone  lo  or.li'r  (iinu<'r,  and  conrpiered  my  aversion  sufficiently  to  converse 
with  liiiii.  I  found  him  very  entertaining,  and  was  flattered  by  the 
attention  with  which  he  listened  to  me.  Yet  I  was  not  thoroughly  at 
ease.  1 1  w;i>  natural  to  sns|)ect  one  who  pcemed  so  entirely  my  mother's 
friend,  and  <int'.  1  Udieve,  who  ap[)roved  her  conduct.  Mother  came  to 
sunmioii  us  to  th<'tahh»,  interrupting  Judge  Wilson  in  a  graphic  descrip- 
tion of  th''  <'ily  of  Uu«d)ee,  to  wliich  I  was  li.stening  with  evident  plea- 
sure. A  <rlan<'e  of  fiery  indiirnation  arrested  me  as  I  rose  with  the 
rest  :  my  soul  recoih'd  within  it.<elf ;  my  delight  seemed  a  mockery,  it 
passed  and  lidt  so  acute;  a  sting.  Sadly  I  followed  to  the  diniiig-room. 
Mother  c^L^'lL'^<'d  the  Judire  in  conversation;  but,  on  entering,  she  left 
him.  to  ]):iss  to  her  place.  He  noticed  me  as  he  drc\^  near  the  table, 
and  turniiiL^  with  a  dcU'rential  obeisance,  liegged  pardon  for  his  rude- 
ncs-.  entrcatinir  the  ])rivileire  of  ])lacing  a  chair  for  me.  As  he  spoke, 
he  drew  aside  the  (diair  that  liad  heen  designed  for  himself,  and  placed 
??i^  in  the  seat  of  honor  I  I  was  overcome  witli  mortification.  I  gazed 
wildly  :in>und  in  searcdi  of  some  ])lace  of  refuge.  None  bles.sed  my 
vi-ion  On  niy  ri;:ht  sat  rny  motlier,  in  unspeakable  chagrin,  and  on 
mv  !•  tt.  .fnd'je  Howard,  deniandinjr  mv  attention  to  a  renewal  of  his 
tal'"  I  (duld  listen  no  lon^a'r  :  tlie  charm  of  novelty  had  departed; 
and  wiili  a  heating  heart  and  down-cast  eyes  I  concluded  the  meal.     I 
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wsB  flattered  with  Jndge  Howard's  kindiiess,  yet  wonld  willingly  relin- 
quish all  evidences  of  frietidship  or  paliteuess,  if  they  might  only  be 
obtained  at  euch  a  price.  This  little  circumstance  rankled  in  mother'e 
mind  for  dap ;  she  maile  it  the  occBEion  of  iiuinuations  ntoet  diffienlt 
to  endure.  Its  efleet  upon  me  has  not.  1  fear,  been  ealutary.  There  is 
nothing  more  injurious  to  a  eenaitire  mind  tlian  to  restrain  evciy  gush- 
ing emotion,  every  warm  seusibility.  Lamartiiie  truly  sajn :  "All 
thoughts  that  we  do  not  ehajre,  in  time  turn  to  sadness.'  Ah !  to  the 
youtig  heart,  what  a.  fearful  foreboding  of  life's  bitlemeee  \ 

To-day  I  found  Margaiet  in  lean ;  the  toki-'ns  of  deon  grief  (lowing 
from  her  eTer-cheetful  eyes.  After  much  perenasion,  I  learned  th«t 
mother  had  denied  her  an  indulgence  granted  Elfie,  and  that  this  was 
frequently  the  ease.  This  new  tale  of  sorrow  elicited  the  reeitol  oS 
many  Hmilar  instancM,  trifling  in  themselves,  yet  calculated  to  crash 
the  fight-heartednesg  of  childhood.  I  see  my  dnty.  now.  clearly :  if  I 
can  but  brighten  the  life  of  tills  dear  child,  my  endeavors  will  be  weU 
repaid,  1  told  her  how  unhappy  I  often  am,  and  was  surprised  how 
leadily  she  undei^tood  and  sympathized.  My  mind  was  detemiiued.  and 
my  plans  put  in  execution.  I  asked  father  if  Mag^e  could  occupymy 
room  with  me  ;  and.  receiving  a  ready  assent,  we  mo^erf  her  clothing 
and  books  to  my  apartment.  I  regard  her  in  a  new  light.  She  will 
be  a  loving  sister  to  me,  and  1  will  strive  to  till  for  her  a  mother's  long- 
desolate  place.  Many  ciinversations  have  revealed  to  me  the  beatitiliil 
innocence  of  her  character  Pair  Margaret !  in  purity  and  transpaieory 
of  principle,  thou  art  indeed  a  pearl  \ 

To-morrow  we  shall  spend  the  day  with  Agnes,  who  leaves  RilvBl« 
the  last  of  the  week.     She  will  go  to  Saratoga,  and  then  to  her  home    ' 
in  New- York.     I  am  willing  to  part  with  her,  hoping  the  changB  e 
do  her  good, 

I  shall  endeavor  to  wntij  to  j'ou  soon  again  :  meanwhila,  diink  d 
of  your  own  Br 
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THE         BEGGAR-BOT. 


Only  a  simple  b^gar-boy/  —  WosoewoBTB. 


He  was  ushered  to  life  in  a  comfortless  cot, 

That  rose  by  the  way-side,  unsought  and  forgot: 

It  was  not  a  glad  home  that,  though  humble,  was  dear; 

It  boasted  no  marks  that  affection  can  rear : 

No  curtain  of  vines,  witli  its  wealth  of  perftimo, 

I)roo])iiif?  over  the  lattice,  and  smiling  in  bloom; 

No  hearth  of  content,  with  its  magical  light, 

Glowing  sollly  on  laces  so  happy  and  bright; 

No  hand  aidinj^  hand  in  a  loving  employ. 

To  receive  and  caress  him,  the  poor  Beggar-Boy. 

n. 

It  was  cold,  it  was  cheerless — deserted  and  still, 

AVith  tlie  breeze  wailing  round  it,  so  mournful  and  chill; 

Bending  low  the  dank  heads  of  the  weeds  growing  tall 

In  noxious  profusion,  against  the  dark  wall : 

And  stealing  through  crevices,  marking  with  death 

The  bnnv  of  the  mother,  and  chilling  lier  breath. 

No  fatlit  r  bent  over  —  that  father  was  deadl 

No  greetinj^  was  spoken  —  no  welcome  was  said; 

No  hcjirt  f<'lt  a  pleasure,  or  thrille<l  with  a  joy, 

Or  throlibed  with  a  fondness  for  the  poor  Beggar- Boy. 

III. 

Willi  life's  f  lilinp:  ?lrenp-th  was  the  infant  carofssed. 
And  wanihd  on  the  bosom  it  helplessly  pressed: 
'11:.'  iiiofl.tTs  pnlt."  \\\)A  l>reathed  a  j>rayer  and  a  sigh; 
r-lii'  a-k'-d  uoi  to  live,  and  shei'eared  not  to  die: 
Her  strj.s  JKid  not  wundtTed  from  virtue  and  tnitli, 
Am'I  -!;■   cared  not  to  live,  though  she  died  in  her  youth. 
Il<  r  irav"  r  was  a  mother's,  ami  breathed  from  a  soul 
Tha*  \\a-  I'urstin;:  tlie  letters  of  earthly  er^ntrol: 
Hi  r  si'^h  \va>  a  mother's,  that  little  of  joy 
Was  lie  horn  to  inherit  —  her  poor  Beggar-Boy  ! 


IV. 

V<  ars  ].as<"d,  and  he  wanth'red  —  the  motherless  ehiM  : 

No  arm  had  b<  incndcd.  no  fortune  had  smiled: 

Hut  tht'  m<'tlnr  had  watdn'd  him  —  ha«l  bent  from  her  joy. 

To  Liladden  the  «lri'ams  of  luT  heart-wearj-  boy. 

IK'  sl.j.t :   like  a  halo,  the  pale  flaxen  hair 

F!"a<td  ha'-k  from  a  forehead  uncloude*!  and  fair; 

Th''  lasli<s  drf'o]>ed  s<.)ttly  o'er  eyes  that  were  blue 

As  tlir  ^lii'l  sunny  heav<'ns  they  rivale«l  in  hue: 

No  .--"rrow  miuriit  reaeli  him,  nor  evil  dei«troy ; 

i'or  l>KAm  had  earessed  him  —  the  poor  Beggar-Boy! 


ofO  •         The  Fttfi/je  Papers.  [Jane. 


Zij  /uige  papers: 

\ 


KINPKSKD    INTO    WLlllNG    3Y    Tt»XY    Fl'PGEi 


ClI A1*T Eii    T W EXT Y-N INTIL 

fl     V  .■   \  .-       s  L  I  l:  :i  *j 


A  :ia:i  c-niscii'iice  will  make  a  man  thai  bears  it  cruel  to  the  beasl  that  bean  him. 

lvi;n  ail  hi)m.'>t  do^  will  ^^  >  uiil  of  Lis  way  lor  a  jT'^hI  piece  nf  meaJ. 

Old  PtLorcBBS. 

Mr.  Bltmmi:r  docs  not  feci  altoirt'tlicr  easy  in  hi?  mind.  At  liis  la«t 
uiicouiilcr,  at  a  strcct-crossiujr.  with  Jemima,  that  voiinjr  ladv  frowned 
\\\Mn}  111  III  sharply.     But  it  is  not  the  frown  that  disturbs  Mr.  Blxmmer. 

lie  lias  awkward  recollections  of  a  certain  stout  jrentleman,  carr}ing 
his  arm  in  a  sliiip:,  wlio  was  lost  from  the  deck  of  a  steamer,  a  great 
inanv  iiumths  ajro.  To  bo  sure,  the  court  has  declared  that  this  old 
^cutleiiiini.  and  some  fifty  others,  were  Ininit,  or  drowned,  or  crashed. 
quite  accidtMitally  ;  lairl  that  neither  captain,  or  engineers,  or  company- 
are  at  all  to  be  blamed  tor  it. 

Mr.  Blimmi:r  is  therefore  not  disturbed  ujwn  that  score  ;  nor,  indeed, is 
any  one  else  at  present.  Peoi)le,  (except  those  who  wear  deep  mourning 
still,  or  wiio  walk  by  twilis^ht  besiile  the  tombs  wh.cre  rest  the  bodies  of 
their  drowned  huslands,  or  sons,)  think  it  all  well  enough  ;  they  have 
forgotti'U  their  sudden  r.nd  elotpient  indi;ruation :  the  captain  and  en- 
gineers, for  wlu.ii  iin  names  wore  too  harsh,  once,  are  driving  their 
several  trado.- :  a:ul  that  influential  journal,  which  insisted  *  that  an 
exnnijile  sl^ould  lie  made,  by  severe  puuisluncut,*  now  enters  suchpara^ 
graphs  as  this :  *  \Yc  understand  that  the  popular  and  gentlemanly 

Captain ,  late  of  the  Eclipse,  has  taken  charge  of  the  new  and 

elegant  steamer  Empire.     AVe  need  not  say  that  every  attention  will  bo 
paid  to  tlie  comfort  of  his  j^assenjxcrs,  and  we  insure  them  a  quick  run.' 

Public  indignation  is  very  s?}Uft'f  in  the  begiiming;  but  very  mild  in 
the  cud.  The  prosecution  of  murderous  captains  ends  like  the  Wash- 
ington Munnments,  and  the  Ccojier  Statue. 

It  may  well  be,  however,  that  Mr.  BLDfMER  has  a  twinge  of  conscience, 
as  he  thinks  of  tlie  important  trust  which  the  old  gentleman,  Mr. 
BoDOEK-s,  ]d:iced  in  his  keeping  ;  and.  possibly,  an  additional  twinge  as 
his  thonght  ran  to  the  pretty  face  of  tlio  young  girl,  who,  but  for  him, 
might  have  been  rich.  But  straightway  this  twinge  passes  ofli  when 
he  recalls  the  absolute  and  pouited  maimer  in  which  Miss  Kitty  had 
refused  to  become  Mrs.  Blimmer.  , 

It  does  ??ot  dispose  to  the  exercise  of  amiable  qualities,  to  receive  such 
rebuti'  from  a  woman ;  least  of  all,  when  the  rebufi'  is  deserved,  and 
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when  the  approaches  have  been  made  under  some  false  cover.  A  man 
is  never  so  out  of  humor,  as  when  ho  is  out  of  humor  with  himself; 
and  there  is  no  such  guard  to  temper,  even  in  adversity,  as  the  conscious- 
ness of  an  honest  purpose. 

The  thought  of  Kitty,  then,  did  not  relieve  the  uneasiness  of  Mr. 
Blimmer  :  moreover,  Blimmersville  was  not  makinp:  such  advances 
toward  a  city,  as  the  proprietor  could  have  desired.  Numerous  lots  of 
land  had  indeed  passed  into  the  Q,uid  name,  undei?  mortgage  to  Blim- 
mer. But  tlie  advances  were  not  large  ;  and  the  residences,  which  the 
(iuiD  family  had  proposed  to  erect  on  the  property,  were  still  very  much 
in  the  condition  of  the  Washington  Monument,  referred  to  above. 

Mr.  Blimmer,  in  his  enterprising  way,  determined  to  drive  over  to 
Newtown,  and  investigate  matters.  He  had  not,  mdeed,  any  very  clear 
idea  of  what  he  was  to  accomplish.  Still,  he  was  uneasy;  uneasy 
about  the  Bodgers  will ;  uneasy  about  his  private  copy  ;  uneasy  about 
the  ftuiD  claims ;  uneasy  about  the  Blimmersville  pajTnents.  He  was 
one  of  those  men  who  work  off  uneasiness  by  restless  activity. 

He  drove  rapidly  to  Newtown.  His  horse  received  a  great  many 
vigorous  cuts  which  the  poor  beast  never  deserved.  Mr.  Blimmer  was 
j)leased  with  the  appearance  of  Newtown.  It  seemed  to  possess  capa- 
bilities, lie  inquired  the  price  of  lots.  He  was  struck  particularly  . 
with  the  Bodgers  propert}\  'A  nice  property,*  he  thought ;  and  he 
emphasized  tliat  impression  with  a  forcible  cut  upon  his  horse's  flank- 

'Squire  Bivins  had  been  the  agent  and  legal  adviser  of  Mr.  Bodgers. 
Mr.  Blimmer  determined  to  call  upon  'Squire  Bivins.  Miss  Mehitabel, 
hiding  a  portion  of  her  nose  behind  two  large  bunches  of  lilac-blos- 
soms, directed  Mr.  BLmMER  to  the  'Squire's  oflBce.  .  He  was,  as  usual, 
sitting  over  the  crusted  ashes  of  his  stove,  in  his  leathern-backed  chair. 
He  welcomed  the  new-comer  in  his  accustomed  amiable  manner; 
plaiting  his  wig  behind,  giving  his  lower  garments  a  hitch  toward  the 
boots,  and  placing  a  short  twist  of  Virginia-leaf  upon  the  table,  in  token 
of  good-feeling. 

*  I  am  Mr.  Blimmer,  of  Blimmersville,  office,  comer  of  Broadway 
and  Broome-street,'  said  the  visitor. 

*  Your  most  obedient,  Sir,'  said  Bfvtns,  hitching  a  chair  in  his 
direction. 

*  Nice  village  here,  'Squire.' 

*  Well,  pretty  fair.' 

'  Much  sale  of  property  ?  '  pursued  Bldimer. 

*  Considerable,'  said  the  'Squire  ;  observing  his  usual  caution. 

*  Valuable  estate,  which  old  Mr.  Bodgers  left,  was  n't  it,  'Squire? ' 

'  Tolerable,'  returned  Mr.  Bivins,  eyeing  very  closely  his  visitor ;  and 
recalling  now,  for  the  first  time,  the  name  of  Blimmer,  as  that^  of  a 
fellow-passenger  with  his  unfortunate  townsman.  He  ventured  to  men- 
tion the  circumstance  ;  and  thereupon  received  from  Mr.  Blimmer  that 
gentleman's  accustomed  rapid  narrative  of  that  catastrophe,  of  his  own 
luiraane  cflbrts,  especially  in  behalf  of  that  unfortunate  old  gentleman, 
Mr.  Bodgers. 

Mr.  Bivins'  interest  was  keenly  excited — in  the  visit. 

*  I  think  that  you  are  an  administrator  on  his  estate  ?  *  said  Mr 
Blimmer. 
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•I  am/ 

*And  what  do  you  think  of  the  claim  brought  forward  by  Mr.  Q;did, 
'Squire  ? ' 

'  If  you  ask/  said  Bivins,  impressiyely,  '  my  legal  opinion ' 

There  was  a  pause,  in  the  midst  of  which,  Mr.  Blimmer  drew  fiom 
his  pocket  a  small  note,  and  slipped  it  upon  the  table  of  the  adminis- 
trator. The  admiuistrator,  placing  the  tobacco-twist  upon  it,  in  sneh 
way  as  to  exiK)se  plainly  its  denomination,  proceeded  : 

'  If  you  a;<k  my  legal  opinion,  it  is,  that  the  above  claim  is  Twy 
forcible.* 

'  Oh ! '  said  Blimmer. 

'  Very  forcible,  indeed,'  pursued  BrviNS ;  '  so  much  so,  that  we  have 
advised  our  clients  to  maVe  terms  with  the  claimants,  and  the  estate  is 
now  under  settlement,  subject  to  those  terms  only.' 

'  It  *s  very  strange,'  said  Blim^ler,  '  that  the  old  gentleman  made  no 
wUL' 

*  Very,'  said  Bivixs,  eyeing  him  sharply. 

'  Do  you  think  he  did  make  no  will  ? '  asked  Blimmer. 

*  I  think  ho  did.' 

'  You  think  he  did  ? ' 

*  Exactly,'  said  Bivins. 

'  You  think  he  did  make  no  will  ?  '  repeated  Mr.  Blimmer,  somewliat 
doubtfully, 

'  I  think  he  did  make  a  '^^ill,'  said  Bivixs,  wrenching  emphatically 
a  small  piece  from  the  end  of  his  Virginia-twist 

'  Oh  ! '  said  Blimmer  ;  '  and  it  was  in  favor  of — Mr.  Fudge,  perhaps ; 
80LOMON  ? ' 

Mr.  BiviNS  eyed  his  visitor  in  a  very  droll  manner,  and  replied,  in  a 
quite  unsatisfactory  tone  of  voice,  ^Perhaps  so,  Mr.  Blimmer.' 

'  I  '11  tell  you  what,  Bivins,'  said  the  proprietor  of  Blimmexsville, 
drawing  up  his  chair,  and  patting  his  host  in  a  familiar  Tnn.nnm'  upon 
the  knee,  '  we  may  as  well  come  to  business  at  once.  The  long  and 
short  of  the  matter  is  this :  Q,uid  has  bought  rather  largely  in  my  lots  at 
Blimmersville ;  and  his  pay  depends  ver}"  much  upon  his  holdiog  po^ 
session  of  the  Bodgers  property.  Now  I  want  to  know'  (and  the  man 
of  business  placed  a  note  of  much  larger  amount  than  the  first  upon 
the  \Squire*s  table.)  '  what  are  the  chances  of  his  being  ousted,  and 
what  ground  there  is  for  believing  that,  by-and-by,  some  other  party  will 
tnmip  up  a  will  ? ' 

'  That  s  what  I  call  to  the  pint,'  said  Bivins,  regaling  himself  with 
a  view  of  the  pleasant-looking  bank-note ;  and  thereupon,  he  related  to 
the  attentlvf  Mr.  Blimmer  all  that  he  knew  of  the  claim  of  Mr.  Q,um, 
and  of  the  will  in  favor  of  Miss  Fleming,  which  he  had  himself  drawn 
up  in  behalf  of  the  late  Mr.  BoixiErs  ;  which  will,  however,  to  the 
best  of  hi:?  knowledge,  had  never  been  signed.  He  farther  stated,  that 
he  had  already  communicated  these  facts  to  Mr.  duiD  himself. 

*  You  know  the  will  was  not  signed  \ '  said  Mr.  Blimmer,  inquiringly. 

*  I  think  it  was  never  signed/  returned  Mr.  BrviNS. 

'  Mr.  Bodgers  was  in  the  habit  of  doing  such  business  at  your  office, 
I  believe,  Mr.  Bivins  ?  '  said  the  Blimmersville  proprietor. 
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Mr.  BiviNS  assented. 

'And  liad  you  no  clerk,  no  assistant,  'Squire,  who  might  possibly  have 
executed  the  will  for  Mr.  Bodgers,  in  your  absence  ? ' 

*  I  did  have  Harry  Flint  in  my  office  about  that  time/  said  Bi\tns, 
'  to  be  sure ;  but  the  old  gentleman  would  hardly  have  arranged  such 
a  matter  with  Harry.' 

'x\nd  was  Harry  a  young  man  likely  to  be  interested  in  favor  of  Mj^ 
Fleming,  'Squire?'  continued  Blimmer. 

*  Well,  I  did  think  Harry  was  one  lime  tender  upon  Kitty  ;  but  he 
went  off  suddenly  to  California ;  likely  enough,  Kitty  gave  him  the 
mitten.' 

*  Oh  I '  said  Bldimer  ;  and  the  proprietor  did  certainly  manifest  signs 
of  embanassment ;  which  were  not  lost  upon  the  administrator. 

Mr.  Blimmer  has  thus  gained  all  tlie  information  that  he  desired 
judging  from  his  own  state  of  feeling,  he  does  not  think  that  Mr.  Harr^ 
Flint  ^\all  come  back  from  California  to  interest  himself  in  behalf  of 
Ikliss  Kitty.  He  feels  therefore  comparatively  safe  on  that  score.  But 
as  he  drives  back  to  town,  he  revolves  a  pleasant  scheme  for  quickening 
the  payments  of  Mr.  ftuiD.  It  strikes  liim  as  a  highly-ingenious  scheme  ; 
and  no  sooner  does  he  reach  the  office  of  the  Bhmmersville  property, 
than  be  puts  it  in  effect. 

He  addresses  a  note  to  Mr.  CIuid  in  this  manner : 

*  Mk.  Blimmer's  compliments  to  Mr.  Quid," find  begs  to  advise  him  that  the  instalments 
now  dne  on  lots  Xiimbors  seventeen,  eighteen,  nineteen,  twenty,  twentr-one,  etc.,  in  the 
town  of  Blinimersville,  arc  still  unpaid:  ho  also  begs  to  advi}<e  Mr.  Qrii),  (hoping  he 
will  not  take  oflence,)  of  his  (Blimmer's)  natural  reluctance  to  place  in  the  hands  of  so 
cnlire  a  stranger  the  urh/iii'tl  document  intrusted  to  him  bv  a  certain  deceased  party; 

he  believes,  however,  that  the  writing  whicli  lie  had  the  Vionor  to  i)lace  in  ^Ir.  Qrio's 
hands,  was  a  trin?  copy  of  the  same ;  and,  in  the  event  of  pending]:  negotiatiutte  being 
hapj)ily  matured,  he  (Blimmeu)  would  have  no  objection  to  add  to  it  the  original  instru- 
ment : 
^Offloe  of  ih6  Toum  of  Blimmer avUXe^  Broadway, 

'  X.  B.  Mr.  Blimmer  takes  the  liberty  of  reminding  Mr.  QriD,  in  case  he  should  have 
inadrertmthf  mislaid  the  writing  previously  handed  to  him,  that  anotJier  copy  could  be 
prepared  without  delay.' 

*  There  *s  a  quid  for  him,'  said  Blimmer  ;  and  he  put  his  pen  back  in 
the  stand,  with  a  chuckle  which  meant  plainly :  *  Well  done,  Mr. 
Blimmer  I  * 

Mr.  BiviNs,  too,  sitting  over  his  crusted  ashes,  and  plaiting  his  wig 
consequentially,  reflected  long  upon  his  interview  vnih.  the  proprietor  of 
Blimmersvilie ;  and  putting  his  various  queries  together,  he  thought 
within  himself :  *  Blimmer  is  a  man  to  he  watched  !  * 

And  'Squire  Bivins,  under  those  silver-howed  spectacles,  wears  a  very 
keen  pair  of  eyes. 

CniPTSB  TBXBTT. 

IN     WHICH     WASH.     FUDGE     RUNS     EZTBElIE     DAK^^EB. 

'  Hb  that  diggcth  a  pit  shall  fiiU  into  it ;  abd  whoao  l>reaketh]im  hedge,  a  serpent  shall 
bite  him.'  Egclesiastss  z.  8. 

I  LETT  my  cousin  Wash,  in  an  embarrassing  position.  It  certainly 
can  be  no  agreeable  thing  for  a  young  man  of  even  stronger  nerve  than 
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my  coiLsiii  AVash.  to  be  discovered  in  furtive  travel  with  the  "wife  of 
oiLolher  individual.  And  surely,  eucIl  discovery  must  be  particularly 
disafrreealile,  when,  as  in  the  present  instance,  the  agjzricved  party  is  an 
expert  swordsman,  and  an  ardent  lover  of  pLstol-practice. 

By  what  means  Colonel  Dltrk  had  inibrnied  himself  of  the  znove- 
ments  of  the  parties,  and  stolen  a  march  upon  the  Countess  and  her 
benevolent  cornjianion,  it  is  nut  necessary  here  to  state.  The  Colonel 
had  been  jrrossly  ofiended  ;  his  manner  pave  evidence  of  this.  He  was 
calm,  however  ;  and  havinfr  coolly  turned  the  key  in  the  door-lock,  he 
drew  a  pistol  from  a  side-]x>ckot,  and  directing  it  toward  Master  Fudge, 
ur^red  him  to  make  such  confessions  as  he  had  to  make,  at  once. 

The  Countess  in  terror  nished  before  her  husband  ;  and  WASUiXGTOJf, 
growing  pale,  drew  toward  the  bell-rope.  The  Countess  observed  this 
movement,  and  in  the  midst  of  her  di:*tress,  retained  her  usual  prudence. 
^^IIe  entreated  him  not  to  alarm  the  house  ;  her  cliaractcr  and  his  own 
Were  at  .stake.  »Slie  unplored  tlie  Colonel  to  forbear  his  rage,  and  to 
listen  to  reason. 

TJic  Colonel,  however,  so  far  from  abating  his  indignation,  only  mul- 
tiplied his  imprecations,  and  swore  lie  would  have  the  blood  of  his 
betrayer  before  he  left  the  room. 

"Washington  seemed  not  disposed  to  increase  the  indignation  of  the 
injured  man  by  any  bravado,  or  indeed  by  remarks  of  any  kind.  His 
hopes  all  lay  in  the  judicious  management  of  the  Countess. 

•  Villain,'  said  the  Colonel,  iji  a  voice  of  thunder,  *  what  have  you 
to  say  for  yourself:* 

I  am  sorry  to  report  that  AN'asii.  received  the  inquiry  with  more 
meeknciFs.  than  was  altogether  becoming  under  the  circumstances.  He 
intimated  that  the  Countess  would  explain. 

'  Oh  I  ho  I'  said  the  Colonel,  very  distrustfully,  '  it  is  the  Countess,  is 
it ;  a  pretty  storj-she  will  tell !  "\Vell,  madame,*  (addressing  the  unfor- 
tunate lady,  just  nj)W  recovering  from  a  short  fit  of  hysterics)  *  what, 
pray,  have  you  to  say,  why  I  should  not  put  a  bullet  through  the  heart 
of  this  precious  young  villain,  or  hand  him  over  to  the  police  ?' 

'Ah  I  rash  man!*  said  the  afllioted  Countess,  '  wretched,  unhappy 
woman  that  I  am  !'  and  yielded  Jigain  to  her  agonized  feelings. 

•  So,'  f^aid  the  Colonel,  *  is  this  all  ?'  and  he  directed  his  pistol  again 
very  deliberately  at  the  trembling  Wash. 

•  For  (lod's  sake,  madame,*  said  "Wash.  *do  tell  the  Colonel  how  it 
all  ha]ipcned  ;  and  that  I  never  liad  a  thought  of ' 

•  Ah  I'  interrupted  the  Colonel,  with  a  frightful  leer  at  his  victim, 
•  you  may  stop  I  A  pleasant  little  trip  you  had  marked  out  for  your- 
stdws ;  something  wider  than  a  turn  in  the  Bois  de  Baulogfie!  How 
is  it,  Madame  la  Comtesse  ?' 

The  Counteps  had  recovered  sufficiently  to  begin  her  stoxy.  She 
related  how,  by  accident,  she  had  discovered  her  kinship  with  the  fiunily 
of  Mr.  FrncE. 

'  Parblvii !  *  said  the  Colonel ;  but  in  a  way  expressing  consideiahle 
suspicion.  , 

The  Countess  went  on  to  mention  the  hopes  that  had  been  raised  of 
recovering  some  portion  of  the  estates  of  her  maternal  anccstiy.     She 
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suggested  that  the  assistance  of  Washington,  which  had  heen  most 
generously  oflered  to  her,  would  he  essential  in  a  strange  country.  She 
had  feared  the  impetuosity  and  warmth  of  the  Colonel's  temperament ; 
and  had  rashly  undertaken  the  journey  without  his  knowledge  or  con- 
sent. She  did  hope  that  he  would  forgive  such  a  lapse  from  duty,  and 
yield  to  a  short  separation,  from  which  so  much  was  to  he  hoped. 

*  Very  good,  madame,'  said  the  Colonel,  *  elle  est  tres  belle j  Vhistoire 
que  vous  me  contez  Idy  hut  did  it  ever  occur  to  your  precious  cousin  to 
leave  some  guarantee  with  your  family  on  this  side  the  water,  that  he 
was  acting  in  good  faith,  and  was  not  throwing  the  foulest  suspicion 
of  dishonor  upon  a  nearer  memher  of  your  family,  madame,  who  has 
the  honor  to  call  himself,  par  exemple,  le  Colond  DuPRfi  ?    JParbleu  /* 

The  mention  of  a  guarantee  encouraged  Wash.  ;  he  recalled  a  pre- 
vious escape  from  very  embarrassing  circumstances ;  hope  might  lie 
open  for  liim  now,  in  the  same  direction.  It  is  true  his  funds  were  at 
the  lowest  ebb  ;  and  Solomon  had  positively  refused  to  pay  any  further 
drafts  upon  him.  But  the  present  was  a  case  of  life  and  death  ;  even 
if  he  escaped  the  personal  anger  of  the  Colonel,  the  best  he  could  hope 
for  was  a  French  prison,  for  an  indefinite  period  of  time,  except  matters 
were  now  arranged  by  the  Countess. 

He  waited  with  more  composure  the  issue  of  events.  The  Colonel 
played  nervously  with  the  lock  of  his  pistol. 

'  Cruel  man  I'  said  the  Guerlin,  *  will  nothing  satisfy  you  V 

*  Mais  oui'  returned  the  Colonel,  *  it  will  satisfy  me  to  have  a  quick 
shot  at  the  young  Fudge  yonder^  at  twenty  paces  ;  after  which,  Madame 
la  Comtesse,  we  will  return  to  our  Paris  menage* 

Wash,  grew  alarmed  again. 
The  Countess  came  to  his  relief. 

*  And  the  estate  ;  was  it  all  to  be  given  up  V 

*  Mon  Dieu^  said  the  Colonel,  carelessly ;  *  ia  it  largo  V 

*  Three  hundred  thousand  francs.' 

*  Tres  bien  ;  and  your  cousin  Fudge  thinks  it  a  secure  thing  ?* 
Wash,  at  this  stage,  did  not  venture  to  express  any  distrust. 

*  And  his  assistance  will  be  necessary  V 
There  could  be  no  doubt  of  that. 

*  Very  good.  Mr.  Fudge  will  not  object  then  to  advance  a  certain 
sum  to  secure  against  any  losses  on  your  part,  by  so  long  a  voyage ; 
and  an  additional  gage  to  me  personally,  that  he  is  acting  in  good 
faith,  and  not  with  any  dishonorable  intent  You  perceive,  madame, 
that  I  am  reasonabloi    Parbleu  /* 

The  Countess  turned  to  Wash.  :  *  Cher  Wash.,  what  is  to  be  done  t* 
The  Colonel  clicked  the  pistol-lock  in  a  rather  sportive  manner. 
The  Countess  and  her  young  cousin  consulted  together.  The  Colonel 
recommended  rapid  decision.  For  his  own  part,  he  was  quite  indifier- 
ent.  He  should  feel  reluctant  to  inform  against  Mr.  Fudge  for  his 
extraordinary  conduct;  he  should  prefer  to  settle  afiairs  with  him 
en  homme  d^honneur.  As  for  the  estate  across  the  water,  if  in  view  of 
the  handsome  sum  to  be  realized,  Mr.  Fudge  was  disposed  to  place  in 
his  hands  twenty  thousand  francs,  he  would  consent  to  their  leave. 
Madame  la  CofrUes$€  could  refund  such  advance,  npon  the  settlement 
of  the  estate. 
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"Wash,  grew  pale  again ;  the  Guerlin  exclaimed  against  the  Colo- 
neVs  extravagant  demand.  But  that  gentleman  was  very  cool ;  he 
seated  himself  by  the  door,  and  amused  himself  as  be&ie,  'with  trying 
the  force  of  his  very  eflective-looking  pistol-lock. 

There  was  even  a  doubt  in  the  mind  of  Wash,  if  his  Paiifl  banker 
would  cash  at  present  so  large  a  draft. 

The  Colonel  suggested  that  this  was  a  matter  easily  determined  by 
inquiry.  It  was  found  in  fact  that  the  banker,  or  his  agents,  did  not 
object.  "Washington  met  the  exigency  with  more  dignity  than  he  had 
met  the  previous  suggestions  of  Colonel  DupRfi.  Indeed,  he  drew  upon 
Mr.  Solomon  Fudge  for  twenty  thousand  francs,  with  a  firm  hand. 

It  is  not  my  opinion,  however,  that  it  was  a  transaction  upon  which 
he  reflected  with  great  pleasure.  It  did  occur  to  him,  that  ho  was 
doing  a  wrong  to  one  to  whom  he  was  very  largely  indebted.  How- 
ever, Mr.  Solomon  Fudge,  or  Mrs.  Phoebe  Fudge  would,  he  felt  sure, 
prefer  an  annoyance  of  this  kind,  to  the  mtelligence  that  he  was  lodged 
m  a  French  prison-house,  or  stretched  upon  the  tables  of  la  morgue, 
with  a  heart  riddled  by  a  pistol-shot  of  Colonel  DupRfi. 

He  consoled  himself,  then,  with  the  reflection  that  he  had  chosen 
the  least  of  the  evils  which  hedged  him  in  ;  without  observing,  (it  may 
be  remarked)  that  he  had  marched  of  his  own  will,  and  in  a  very 
straight  line,  into  the  toils  which  beset  him. 

It  is  a  very  gratifying  thing  to  bo  *  a  man  of  the  world  *  early ;  par- 
ticularly in  such  a  city  as  Paris,  where  the  aspirants  to  the  fore-men- 
tioned attainment  are  very  numerous.  But  it  is  my  opinion,  that  it 
costs  dear  ;  not  to  the  pocket  only,  but  to  every  thing  else  that  a  sound- 
minded  man  likes  to  carry  about  with  liim. 

Paris  is,  to  be  sure,  a  delightful  place  ;  but  a  man  may  stay  too  long 
there,  —  more  especially,  if  he  has  no  more  definite  occupation  than  to 
amuse  himself.  It  seems  a  good  spot  to  refine  metal  which  is  tough 
by  nature ;  but  what  is  tender,  is  apt  to  waste  there.  The  files  in 
which  steel  is  tempered,  would  consmne  a  pei^ler  vessel  utterly. 

A  man  should  think  well,  before  he  sends  a  son  in  whom  he  has  any 
high  hopes,  to  the  metropolis  of  Europe.  It  may  accomplish  him,  to  be 
sure ;  and  it  may  prove  his  damnation  !  Most  of  all  is  the  place 
dangerous  for  those  who  aim  merely  at  a  position  in  the  boudoir-tcdk  of 
the  day,  and  who  would  peril  every  manlier  faculty  for  a  triumph  in 
those  things  which  vnW  surprise  by  their  license.  These,  to  bo  sure, 
will  give  elegant  scandal  in  our  cities,  and  a  day's  boast ;  but  they  do 
not  last.     A  faith  in  to-morrow,  is  better  than  a  blaze  to-day. 

The  elegant  Wash.  Fudge,  and  the  accomplished  Countess  be  Guer- 
lin, sailed  together  for  New- York.  The  Colonel  DuPRfi  waved  them 
an  adieu.     I  am  persuaded  that  he  did  it  in  a  cordial  manner. 


•THY     WILL     BE     DONE.' 

WnKK  Borrow  casts  Its  shaden  aronnd. 
And  pleasure  seems  oar  courao  to  shim ; 

When  Donght  bat  grief  and  care  aro  found, 
Uow sweet  to  say,  *TnY  will  bo  done!  * 
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SPIRIT-COMPANIONS 

Above,  around,  in  every  nook, 
"Whoro  nothinp^  seems  but  viewless  air, 

Strange  faces  peer  with  watclifiil  look. 
Strange  figures  hover  near. 

At  times,  when,  of  a  sunny  mom, 

I  lay  me  on  the  fragrant  grass, 
My  earthly  sight  grows  dim  and  weak, 
And  fain  my  Ppirit-glances  seek 

Through  the  material  screen  to  pass, 
That  parts  us  from  the  world  unborn- 
Light  feet  upon  the  dew-drops  press; 

llose-scontod  pinions  stir  tho  air; 
Tlit'ii  in  my  heart  my  God  I  bless, 

That  His  briglit  angel-guards  arc  near: 
And  soiiK'timos,  to  my  drooping  eye, 
Tlicy  show  like  sun-beams  tlashing  by. 

Eut,  shrinking  from  tho  garish  light, 

Ofl  nit  I  in  my  lonely  room, 
And  thnmi^'h  tlie  silent  hours  of  night, 
lla7.3  on  the  forms  my  spirit-sight 

Diseovers  in  tho  teemng  gloom : 
Forms  that  liave  hovered  by  my  side, 

^(\'\\  or  unseen,  for  solemn  years: 
At  times  with  h<jpe  and  pleasure  bright; 
rL:i'.i;int.  :r  timt^s  with  heavenly  light; 

( Ml  vcilt'd  :uid  illnniiod  by  bitter  tears: 
Xi.\v  Im.-'I'.-iI —  iiow  (k'iicd. 

I  .-."■'■  yi^'i  :i"V.'.  my  si-Irlt-fri'-mls, 

I'l'M'ii'^'-  I:-.-'  Willi  your  loxinir  arms; 
U'-ii  iiii'/.  n-J  a  i'niil  iii"t!uT  bi-nds, 

To  <i;.'i  1  li'  r  i-hiM  iVwin  fiigiits  or  harm?. 
\i.'l  "ii.;-!  ti;"  \'"Vv\<  ilial  j^MiMud  me  round, 

\Vi'!i  ;ii;\;>.MS  hn'O  iUnl  watchful  care, 
O'.i  ■  I'j-'T"  !:.;ilv(>i  it  li''li<T  irruund; 

J-'i»r,  Muiiii:::!  thou  art  thorcl 

r.:;l  (Vili'T  s:i;.]i'-.j  ar<'  (•ri)\v<linc:  near; 
]r\\\  ."'.v--  t:.;:t  lill  my  s-'-ul  with  fear, 

T!.o;.:!i  V. .i!i,.  ip-,.  pM-sinir  fair  to  see: 
y.-t  .-•'  .  1-  .-'•    '  ;.'•■•  t.-n-e  :in(l  j^rini  — 

M'"-;.  i~  ''..'i:.  v.M<'ii  my  <u\i\  wuuld  flee. 
.Ml  I'l  :i;-.>':;:-L  I'l'  -••  ]'ii:iM'i:iis  dim, 

1'.'-  1;  -:;i:iL;'  ."■'■•i  •iiaw:).^''  nii^ii  to  me, 

,\'i:l  ^'  ;k  t'j  \,in  mil.-'  ear. 

n.'  y  c-'au-:   I  c;;::'^!!  drive  rr.vay 

Ti  .'  ..■';!--;',--(fc;"(i  nrm,  V.ir  lurinir  eve: 
T!  'V  <•<);•,«•:   my  s|)irit -u'uanl.s  Would  stay 

T'l-'r  irc.V'  ->,  li'i;  in  v:iin  thrv  irv. 
:•:•;.: ''It  :ii. _!••!>.  l-'M  n.'-  willi  your  wings! 

My  ^  •:;'.  v.'.fli  s'l'i'i  -n  fi.-ar  is  tossed; 
My  •  :.'•  wliii  I'  nii'ti!"."-  voie^-s  ring.-*: 

llelpl  help!  or  all  Ls  lost! 


r    H.  A    B 


■',f;r(''/J^/,  f.'hio. 
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THE    LIFE   AND    OlIAEAGTEK    OP    WILLIAM    PITT 


BT   A.    T.  riEBT. 


OUAPTBIl      rOUETB. 


The  measures  proposed  by  Pitt,  althouflrli  frequently  resisted  by  the 
minority  with  all  possible  zeal  and  ingenuity,  were  for  the  most  part 
sustained  by  a  large  majorit}'  of  Parliament,  and  of  the  country.  The 
people  of  England  and  the  majority  in  Parliament  were  committed  to 
his  fortunes  by  conviction,  by  sentiments  of  personal  regard,  and  by  a 
highly-gratitied  national  pride.  Not  a  few  persons  of  distinguished 
station  followed  him  with  the  close  ardor  of  undoubting  afiection,  in- 
spired by  his  disinterestedness,  his  genius,  and  the  grandeur  of  his  char 
racter.  Not  a  few,  wholly  uniniiuenced  by  personal  associations  or 
contact  with  the  minister,  and  looking  only  to  the  welfare  of  the  nation, 
observed  with  awe  tho  signs  of  approacliiiig  convulsion ;  they  found  no 
repose  for  their  hopes  in  the  licentious  and  immoral  private  character 
of  his  principal  competitors-,  hoM'cver  splendid  their  talents ;  and,  for 
public  reasons,  they  grappled  thcmrsclves  to  Pitt,  as  to  a  life-boat  in  a 
tempest  upon  tho  ocoim.  Not  a  few  dexterous  trimmers  sought  their 
fortunes  by  binding  themselves  to  nno  who  carried  within  himself  the 
guarantee  of  suc^^ess,  and  who  loved  glory  witli  a  love  eg  noble  and 
undivided  that,  while  he  scattered  titles  and  fortunes  with  a  liberal 
hand  among  his  friends,  he  reserved  neither  title  nor  fortune  for  his  own 
enjoyment.  All  the  benefits  and  emoluments  of  power  he  gave  away. 
As  for  himself,  ho  was  William  Pitt,  tho  son  of  Chatham.  History 
would  record  his  actions  :  glory  would  attend  the  mention  of  that  name 
evermore.  Why  should  it  be  disguised  with  titles?  "What  possible 
private  fortune  could  add  to  the  fortune  of  standing  first  in  the  esteem 
of  his  countrj-men  \  What  possible  endowTuent  was  worthy  a  moment's 
thought,  beyond  that  happy  endo\Miient  given  him  by  the  King  of  kings : 

'  Thk  ai)]»l!iu3o  of  listonitij^  5>en:ite.s  to  ciimmand. 
And  rt'iid  bid  ]ii2>t4irv  in  a  nuTiv.>u*ti  eves.' 

A  few  instances  have  been  mentioned,  in  which  measures  proposed 
by  him  were  defeated  in  a  manner  that  might  have  shaken  the  power 
of  another  man.  But  it  was  not  one  or  a  few  errors  or  mistakes  that 
could  induce  the  people  of  England,  or  Parliament,  or  the  king,  to  judge 
him  harshly,  or  disjKjnse  "with  his  services.  He  was  not  easily  deterred 
from  pursuing  his  courge.  wliether  popular  or  otherwise  ;  but,  once  de- 
feated, no  one  knew  better  how  to  rescue  himself  from  a  false  position, 
or  how  more  crracetully  to  advance  to  occupy  public  attention  with  a. 
new  one,  so  fortified  as  to  bo  impregnable.  His  popularity  was  of  that 
overwhelming  description  wliich  lell  opposition  no  foothold  and  no  hope. 
So  that  after  his  first  great  triumph  over  Fox  and  his  associates,  there 
was  never  any  serious  crisis  in  liis  career  until  the  year  1788.    Fox  had 
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become  so  discouraged,  that  he  ceased  his  attendance  upon  Parliament, 
and  had  sought  the  gratification  of  his  literary  and  classical  tastes,  by 
travelling  and  sojourning  with  his  mistress  in  Italy.  But  a  cloud  was 
discovered  upon  the  prospects  of  the  nation,  at  first  *  scarcely  bigger 
than  a  man's  hand,'  which  rapidly  grew  heavy  and  dark,  imtil  it  closed 
in  the  political  horizon,  and  hung  dense  and  gloomy  over  the  fate  of 
Pitt  and  of  England. 

Early  in  the  summer  of  1788,  the  health  of  the  king  became  feeble, 
and  the  operations  of  his  mind  irregular.  In  October,  his  disease  had 
become  aggravated,  and  the  horrible  truth  could  be  no  longer  doubted, 
that  his  reason  was  dethroned.  He  was  insane.  The  constitution  of 
England,  which  is  nothing  more  than  the  habit  or  customs  of  England, 
had  placed  the  chief  executive  power  in  a  king.  He  appointed  ministers. 
He  commanded  the  army  and  the  navy.  From  him  emanated  all  titles 
of  honor  ;  and  without  him  could  not  any  thing  be  done  that  was  done. 
If  the  king  died,  the  constitution  had  provided  who  should  succeed.  If 
he  abdicated,  or  abused  his  power,  there  had  been  foimd  a  mode  of  re- 
placing him.  But  here  was  a  king  of  virtuous  habits  and  patriotic 
inclinations,  endeared  to  his-  people  by  a  thousand  ties,  whose  life 
remained,  but  whose  reason  had  fled.  The  only  voice  having  authority 
to  command  was  now  incoherent  and  unintelligible.  The  mind  which 
had  been  charged  to  preserve  order  and  regulate  the  movements  of 
empire,  was  itself  in  melancholy  disorder,  and  ranged  only  through  a 
fantastic  realm.  Of  all  the  calamities  with  which  it  has  ever  pleased 
the  Almighty  to  visit  the  human  race,  the  most  appalling  is  the  loss  of 
reason.  It  is  that  alone  which  has  power,  even  for  a  momer^t,  to 
unsettle  our  firm  faith  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul.  There  is  not, 
in  all  the  phenomena  of  human  existence,  another  fact  which  makes 
us  in  such  a  spirit  of  utter  dependence  and  self-abandonment  cry  out : 
*  0  God  I  where  now  is  that  moral  responsibility  ?  where  now  that 
indestructible  principle  which  is  in  thy  likeness,  and  which  is  to  dwell 
with  the  angels  ?  * 

This  melancholy  blow  fell  upon  the  king  of  Great  Britain  at  a  time 
when  Europe  was  rapidly  driving  toward  the  great  vortex  of  the  French 
revolution,  and  when  it  was  a  matter  of  peculiar  and  imminent  neces- 
sity that  the  reins  of  government  should  be  steadily  held.  The  Prince 
of  "Wales,  who  would  be  king  in  case  of  his  father's  death,  and  who 
alone  was  likely  to  be  thought  of  as  regent  during  the  king's  insanity, 
was  in  person  and  manner  the  most  accomplished  gentleman  of  Europe. 
But  his  habits  were  licentious  and  reckless :  he  had  long  been  the  centre 
of  opposition  to  the  present  ministry,  and  from  his  friends  emanated 
lampoons  and  caricatures,  disrespectful  to  the  king's  person,  and  highly 
oflensive  to  his  feelings.  The  prince  was  in  frequent  revel  with  Fox  and 
Sheridan,  and  his  success  would  be  their  success.  But  for  the  fact  that  the 
prospects  of  the  prince  depended  upon  the  preservation  of  the  Brunswick 
line,  there  would  have  been  seen  many  points  of  resemblance  between 
liis  character  and  associations,  and  his  relations  to  the  king,  and  those 
of  the  celebrated  and  infamous  Duke  of  Orleans  of  France,  and  his 
relations  to  Louis  XVI.  The  transition  from  George  IH.  and  Pitt,  to 
the  Prince  of  Wales  and  Fox,  at  a  period  of  so  much  apprehensicm, 
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was  a pro»pect  lij  no  means  consolatory  to  the  nation.   Fox  was  Buddenly 
called  home,  with  liis  mistress,  from  Italy,  and  he  prepared  oiice  moxe 
tp  assume  power.     Pitt  looked  about  him  for  help ;  but,  save  in  his 
own  re^oiiroes,  there  waf?  uo  lielp  to  be  founil.     A  continuance  of  the 
kincr's  insanity  woiiM  render  a  reirency  iudt-^pensable,  and  the  acceafiiim 
to  powev  nt'  the  prince  Wiiukl  drive  Pitt  from  olRce.     Already  wcxo  hii 
bitterest  opjmneuts  wliettina  their  beaks  for  an  oificial  repast.     Already 
were  tliey  beiriuuinfr  their  tionirs  of  triumph,  and  preparinpr  to  pronounce 
with  viu-.liL'tive  lij»s  his  oiiieial  ob&equies.     The  only  fwture  fiir  him 
seemed  tu  be  in  ^atherinsr  his  r«.ibe.s  about  him,  and  in  preparing  to  hand 
over  til'/  iiiiiiire  to  his  atlversariea.     They,  and  not  he,  were  the  riBing 
liuniiiary  toward  wliich  to  look  fur  the  beams  of  patronage.     One  only 
hope   remained   to   Pitt,  to   the  queen,  to   the  nation.     The   king's 
recovf  n*  was  possible,  and  if  it  K<liould  hajrpeu  hoon,  the  regency  might 
be  unue«;e-:.'Liry.     Of  the  two  priiieip.il  jiliTsicians  in  charjre,  one  advised 
iJhat  the  kiuir's  recovt-ry  was  ixtrenu'ly  iui[»rubable  ;  the  other,  that  it 
nii^'ht  le  oxj^ccted  s^io.i.     Tlii-re  w.is  a  time,  iu'lecd,  when  his  death 
was  hciiily  expected.     But  Pitl.  always  inclined  to  the  hopeful  aspect 
of  thln;r>,  i;ursued  a  steady  Cfur.-fe,  and  was  ready  for  cither  event. 
Pari  i. Ill  lent  had  ])een  pr»ro;riie:l  t.»  n.e«'t  on  tlie  twentieth  of  No  vemher, 
and  i!iL'iv  v/as  now  no  K'jal  aut hurley  iu  exisiencj  to  hasten  or  delay 
its  me'i:]':r.     The  S'.\--i<in  WliS  i  jifnt-ii  h\  aiuicunrhiff  the  king*s  jIItiajm, 
and  by  .-t.'iti'.i;?  that  iio-.IsinL^  roiild  bo  dune  with  }»ropricty,  until  provi- 
sion :-;i'i":ild  l.i '  mad"  l^rilie  |»res^-::t  iiu'lain-lh)ly  condition  of  ailairs  :  and 
Pitt.  iriviuL^  notice  that  uu  the  fuurth  ol'  Doi-eniber  he  should  move  a 
call  of  \\w.  House,  n-qui-slod  an  adjournment  to  that  day,  to  give  time 
for  s.'udiiii''  notice  I;)  (li.-tant  mombcrs,  and  to  command  a  full  house. 
The  fourtii  of  Deeenil.'i  i-  arrived  :  tlie  duath  i»f  a  member  caused  an- 
other al;'"'Uriiuicnt  to  thi'  ei;rhil:.     Prqiaratury  to  the  meeting  of  Pai^ 
liamml.  a  prlvy-cvu'n'il  was  call-.tl  t.)  examine  the  king's  pliyucians, 
and  Piit  lu.  I  i>r()]KV-ed  tn  act  \i\^c.n  their  rcpoit.     lUit  it  was  suggested 
by  the  r>-..;'.>-itio.i.  and  ani.i:[;i  j»;hers.  by  Fox,  to  be  more  proper  to  have 
the  l»hy'^il■iall•J  examined  by  a  coMnaitlee  of  their  own  body.     On  the 
eiirhth,  Pitt  inoverl  a  committee  of  the  Commons,  con.sisting  of  twenty- 
one,  of  wlir.iii  uine  were  his  most  prominent  oi»ponenls,  to  examine  the 
physicians.  Jiiid  report.     Of  cour.-c,  this  examination  took  time;  audit 
was  prolon^iMl  by  cross-examination?  on  the  piirt  of  Fox  and  liisiriends. 
They  i)re-uint'd  tlie  kiiiL^s  in.-anitv  i!nnira])le.  and  their  own  succesa 
to  be  JVM' tain.     A  lev/  (hiys  mi.ic  or  less  were  of  lilllo  consequence, 
proviiietl  tli'-y  could  hara?s  thi*  minister,  and  make  him  more  obuoxioaa 
t,.  the  ].iinif.     Xot  fo  ihouL'ht  Pitt.     He  believed  the  whole  proceeding 
t.»  ]jc  a  '.iue^liou  of  time.     If  they  would  jrive  him  time,  the  king  would, 
1;..'  thcn-li:.  ie<'(.ver.     He  would  not  factiously  seek  to  delay  action,  hat 
i:'  they  Li-i-ted  upon  jdayiiur  into  his  liand.**,  it  wa^*  not  his  fault.     On 
the  tenth  ol'  J)ecember,  he  moved  for  a  committee  to  examine  for  pre- 
cedents,    i'ux  objectid  tliat  no  precedents  could  1x5  found,  and  therfr* 
fi  re  there  wa-  uothiu!?  to  be  grained  by  a  conunittee.     He  claimed  that 
the  prin.v  |)(i.<si'ssed  the  leiral  ripht  to  cuter  uj)on  the  regency  without 
waiiiii^r  lo  l>e  elected  by  Parliament.     Pitt,  knowing  that  Fox  had  com- 
mitted a  iiiistake  —  that  hu  had  put  forth  a  claim  wholly  uulbuuded,  and 
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one  likely  to  alarm  the  ooontry,  intrepidly  seized  and  secured  his  ad- 
vantage. The  claim  of  Fox  was  a  denial  of  the  right  of  Parliament 
to  appoint  a  regent,  and  virtually  a  claim  to  dethrone  tlie  king  before 
his  death.  There  was  so  much  the  more  need  of  his  committee,  for  a 
new  question  had  been  interposed.  It  was  no  longer  a  question  how  to 
proceed,  but  a  question  whether  they  could  proceed  at  all :  no  longer  a 
question  how  to  exercise  their  power,  but  a  question  whether  they  had 
any  power  to  exercise.  He  obtained  his  committee,  which  reported  on 
the  twelfth.  The  report  could  not  be  printed  and  distributed  before 
the  fourteenth,  and  on  the  fifteenth  he  was  ready  to  propose  action.  At 
the  request  of  Fox,  he  announced  very  frankly  the  outlines  of  his  plan, 
but  declared  it  necessary  to  ascertain,  iu  the  first  place,  and  declare  the 
rights  of  Parliament  to  act  iu  the  premises.  He  was  strengthened  in 
this  by  the  imprudent  reiissertion  by  Fox  and  Burke,  of  the  obnoxious 
claim  of  the  prince's  legal  right  to  assume  the  regency,  without  being 
appointed  by  Parhament.  And  Sheridan  audaciously  warned  the  Com- 
mons not  to  provoke  the  prince  to  assert  that  right  which  ho  was  willing 
to  waive.  All  this  was  playing  precisely  the  part  which  Pitt  would 
have  chosen  for  them.  His  first  movement  was  to  propose  a  scries  of 
resolutions,  stating  the  fact  of  the  king's  illness,  and  asserting  the  rights 
of  the  tvvo  Houses  ol  Parliament  to  provide  for  the  emergency.  These 
resolutions  were  discussed  in  the  two  Houses  until  the  tliirtieth.  Here, 
the  prince,  influenced  by  the  misrepresentations  of  Pitt's  adversaries, 
opened  a  correspondence,  complaining  that  he  had  not  been  consulted ; 
which  delayed  farther  action  on  the  part  of  Pitt  until  the  fiflh  of 
January  On  this  fiflh  of  January,  Pitt  was  ready  to  propose  his  plan 
for  the  regency  :  but  here  the  prince's  friends  proposed  another  commit- 
tee to  examine  the  king's  physicians,  and  ascertain  the  present  state  of 
his  health.  To  this,  after  objecting  to  the  delay  it  caused,  Pitt,  with 
apparent  reluctance,  acceded.  He  could  not  well  do  otherwise ;  for 
the  proposition  had  been  accompanied  with  such  opprobrious  hints  and 
suspicions  touching  his  official  conduct  in  the  matter,  that  it  was  pru- 
dent for  him  to  assist  the  inquiry.  This  new  committee  reported  on  the 
tenth  ;  their  report  was  printed  and  distributed  on  the  fifteenth ;  and 
on  the  sixteenth,  Pitt  proposed  his  plan  for  the  regency.  The  discussion 
in  the  Commons  was  prolonged  by  the  prince's  friends,  and  the  resolu- 
tions were  not  passed  by  the  House  and  ready  for 'the  Lords,  until  the 
twentieth.  Two  months  of  the  session  had  thus  been  consumed.  The 
resolutions  occupied  the  Lords,  and  were  not  returned  with  their  appro- 
bation imtil  the  twenty-sixth.  On  the  twenty-seventh,  Pitt  moved  two 
committees,  to  wait  respectively  on  the  prince  and  on  the  queen,  to 
ascertain  whether  they  would  accept  the  'duties  assigned  them  under  the 
conditions  proposed.  Then  he  was  obliged  to  wait  for  the  concurrence 
of  the  Lords.  All  these  ceremonies,  performed  no  doubt  with  excellent 
gravity,  produced  a  favorable  response  both  from  the  queen  and  the 
prince,  on  the  thirty-firBt.  But  down  to  this  time,  there  had  been  no 
legal  Parliament.  The  session  had  not  been  opened  with  legal  forms, 
and  their  action  had  been,  thus  far,  by  resolution  only.  They  had 
agreed  upon  a  plan,  but  must  now  contrive  some  way  to  enact  that 
plan  into  a  binding  law.     It  was  determined  to  put  the  great  seal  in 
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commission,  so  that  the  Chancellor  could  open  Parliament  and  perfoim 
other  necerssary  acts  in  the  name  of  the  King.  This  process  occripied 
the  time  till  tlie  third  of  January.  Parliament  was  then  duly  op^ed, 
and  on  the  fifth,  Pitt  proposed  hb  Regency-Bill,  to  carry  out  the  pio- 
positiuiis  which  had  been  agreed  upon  and  embraced  in  the  lesolutima 
previously  adopted.  The  friends  of  the  Prince  were  now  on  the  veiy 
threshold  of  ])ower.  One  step  only  remained  to  be  taken,  and  that  step 
they  unwisely  delayed  by  fighting  over  again  the  previous  debates  upon 
the  passage  of  this  bill.  It  was  the  sixteenth  before  that  bill  was 
.  ready  to  st'iid  to  the  Lord?*.  On  the  nineteenth,  it  was  on  its  second 
reading  in  tho  Lonls,  when  the  Chancellor  announced  the  probable 
restoration  of  the  kiuir's  health,  in  a  period  so  near  at  hand  as  to  render 
a  regency  muiceessary,  and  moved  an  adjournment  till  the  twenty-fourth. 
On  tlu!  twenty-fourth,  the  king  was  apparently  well,  and  on  the  tenth 
of  March  resumed  his  oflicial  duties. 

Thus  had  the  steadiness,  dexterity,  and  good-fortune  of  Pitt,  helped, 
a?  was  usual,  hy  the  follv  of  his  enemies,  saved  himself  and  the  state 
from  the  impending  misfortune.  The  above  naked  recital  of  dates 
shows  by  wliat  critical  good  fortune  Pitt  was  saved.  It  was  less  than 
two  inontlis  from  the  king's  resumption  of  ofiieial  duties,  that  the 
meeting  of  the  States-General  took  j>lace  in  Paris;  and  that  meeting 
had  been  cilled  tlie  previous  year.  It  was  a  period  of  threatened  con- 
vulsion, anil  of  creat  juid  creneral  auxietv,  not  onlv  in  France,  but  in 
England.  The  li(»j«es  of  Englishineii  hung  upon  Pitt.  They  watched 
his  cool  nud  adroit  movements,  as  the  traveller  watches  the  commander 
or  i>ilot  who  steers  his  ship  among  dangerou.«  shoals  and  reefs,  doubtful 
if  each  moment  may  not  be  the  last.  Had  hia  movements  been  even 
a  few  days  more  rapid,  the  regency  would  have  been  established  ;  had 
they  been  so  mueli  delayed  as  to  give  any  appearance  of  factionsness' 
and  inteulioual  delay,  )iis  majority  would  have  lied  to  the  other  side, 
and  sought  the  smiles  of  what  all  supposed  to  be  the  rising  power. 
But  his  opponents  helix?d  him  to  such  good  causes  for  delay,  and  he 
steer* m1  liis  I);irk  witli  so  much  preeision,  that  it  is  even  doubtful  whether 
at  anv  time  he  sought  delay  for  the  sake  of  delay.  It  is  an  instance 
charaeteri-lie  of  a  great  man  in  a  crisis:  he  yielded  nothing  fiom  de- 
spair, but  detennined  to  do  all  that  was  proper  to  be  done,  and  leave 
the  rest  to  fale. 

Th«i  recovery  of  the  king  was  hailed  by  a  general  out-bnist  of 
national  joy.  au'l  c»M«'brated  by  religious  solemnities,  by  illuminations, 
and  loinl  voice-  of  thanksgiving.  The  affections  of  the  English  people 
were  exhil  lt"(l  toward  their  sovereign  in  a  manner  both  earnest  and 
touching :  in)r  was  Pitt  forgotten.  It  was  almost  a  jubilee  over  the 
defeat  t«f  his  ailversaries  :  almost  an  ovation  for  Pitt  himself.  If  revo- 
lution wt^re  at  hand,  they  were  no  longer  in  danger  of  meeting  it  under 
the  rule  of  a  profiipfate  and  di -honored  prince,  who  had  been  an  undn- 
tiful  son,  au'l  who  was  nearly  jlestitnte  of  the  qualities  which  command 
eonfiiieneo  or  respect :  if  a  gR»at  crisis  were  at  hand,  their  destinies 
were  not  under  the  guidance  of  ministers  as  profligate  and  as  destitute 
of  private  character  as  the  prince  himself.  But  George  III.,  who,  vrith 
all  his  faults,  was,  compared  with  other  monarchs,  a  pure,  vixtuous, 
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and  paternal  sovereign,  was  yet  king ;  and  Pitt,  their  great  and  brilliant 
minister,  was  yet  at  the  helm  of  state.  The  crisis  was  indeed  at  hand, 
and  a  crisis  more  momentous  and  appalling  than  it  had  entered  their 
imaginations  to  conceive.  They  were  beginning  to  be  tossed  upon  that 
plunging  and  pitiless  tide  which  speedily  enguQed  all  Europe.  They 
were  beginning  to  discern  some  curling  eddies  of  smoke  rising  from 
those  suppressed  fires  which  speedily  broke  forth  into  wide-spread  and 
merciless  conflagration. 

The  limits  of  a  sketch  like  this  neither  require  nor  indeed  permit 
great  fulness  of  detail.  There  were  many  passages  in  the  life  of  Pitt, 
of  great  interest  at  the  moment,  which  called  forth  his  eloquence  and 
his  courage,  and  which  would  afibrd  themes  for  the  pen  or  the  pencil ; 
but  they  are  not  necessary  to  a  fair  comprehension  of  his  personal  oi 
political  merit.  He  was  appointed  Prime  Minister  in  December,  1783. 
During  the  ten  years  which  elapsed  before  the  war  with  France,  he 
increased  the  revenues,  established  a  sinking-fund,  diminished  smug- 
glinrr,  consolidated  the  various  duties,  and  enhanced  the  value  of  the 
funds.  He  re-constructed  the  government  of  India ;  he  re-constructed 
the  government  of  the  Canadas  :  he  proposed,  and  very  nearly  accom- 
plished, a  remodelling  and  re-construction  of  the  relations  between 
En^^laud  and  Ireland  :  he  participated  in  the  trial  of  Hastings :  he  con- 
ducted the  controversy  about  the  regency. 

It  has  been  said  that  he  was  a  man.  of  tact  and  plausibility,  rather 
than  of  strength  and  high  statesmanship ;  but  if  any  thing  is  apparent 
from  the  commencement  to  the  close  of  his  career,  it  is  his  readiness  to 
undertake,  and  his  strength  to  accomplish  the  most  responsible  and 
arduous  duties  which  can  be  thrown  upon  a  statesman.  Nor  has  any 
minister  of  England  left  upon  her  liistory  a  record  more  enduring,  or 
U  greater  number  of  administrative  measures  of  the  first  magnitude, 
tlian  did  Pitt  during  the  first  ten  years  of  his  ascendency.  Early  in 
February,  1793,  the  French  Convention  declared  war  against  Great 
Britain,  and  from  that  period  to  the  death  of  Pitt,  the  country,  with 
barely  a  nominal  cessation,  was  engaged  in  expensive,  magnificent,  and 
bloody  wars. 

Pitt  entered  Parliament  with  the  predisposition  common  to  young 
men  for  popular  reforms.  He  united  with  Fox  and  the  Liberals  to  op- 
pose the  American  war.  He  aided  Wilberforce  to  launch  his  resolutions 
against  the  slave  trade.  He  advocated  parliamentary  reform  and 
extension  of  popular  sufi'rages.  As  finance  minister,  he  overhauled  tradi- 
tionary abuses.  He  declined  an  office  for  himself,  the  clerkship  of  the 
Pells,  worth  three  thousand  pounds  per  annum  during  life,  which  he 
might  without  impropriety  have  accepted,  and  he  caused  it  to  bo  be- 
stowed upon  another.  He  sacrificed  his  patronage  as  minister  by  abo- 
lishing four  hundred  and  forty-one  revenue  oflices  which  he  deemed 
unnecessary.  He  entirely  re-cast  and  re-modelled  the  system  of  taxation, 
and  the  mode  of  keeping  and  auditing  the  public  accounts.  He  repu- 
diated the  practice  of  distributing  beneficial  shares  of  the  public  loans 
among  his  friends  and  supporters,  and  adopted  the  new  plan  of  con- 
tracting for  loans  by  means  of  sealed  proposals  firom  diflerent  persons, 
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which  were  opened  in  presence  of  each  other.  As  a  peace-minister,  he 
was  in  every  valuable  sense  a  reformer. 

The  activity  with  which  he  replenished  the  treasury  after  his  acees- 
uon  to  power,  and  his  sinking-fund,  have  been  described.  It  happened 
on  two  occasions  before  the  war  with  France,  that  he  was  compelled 
to  incur  extraordinary  expenses ;  in  the  first  instance,  to  prepare  for  a 
war  with  Spain,  and  in  the  second  for  a  war  with  Russia.  These  occa- 
sions passed  away  without  actual  war,  but  not  without  testing  his  spzit 
and  his  promptness.  He  provided  for  these  occasions  by  extraordinair 
taxes  and  otherwise,  so  that  in  1792,  the  sinking-fund  had  been  undi- 
minished :  it  had  bought  in  forty  millions  of  dollars  of  the  national  debt, 
and  he  was  then  ready  to  add  to  the  five  millions  of  dollars  per  annum 
which  ho  had  at  first  provided  for  that  fund,  another  million  of  dollan 
per  annum,  and  at  the  same  time  to  repeal  taxes  to  the  amount  of  t 
million  of  dollars.  Under  his  administration  the  amount  of  Britidi 
goods  exported  to  India  had  increased  six  fold.  The  whole  aggregate 
annual  value  of  goods  imported  into  the  kingdom  had  increased  aboat 
thirty  millions  of  dollars,  and  the  amount  of  goods  exported  per  annum, 
about  twenty-five  millions  of  dollars ;  and  in  the  same  short  period, 
the  number  of  ships  employed  in  the  trade  of  the  kingdom  had  inr 
creased  in  the  proportion  of  hye  to  three.  He  had  also  carried  a  bill 
through  Parliament  for  establishinpr  a  new  system  of  police  in  London. 
By  so  many  titles  had  he  proved  himself  a  thorough-going  and  tren- 
chant man  of  affairs,  a  statesman  not  merely  for  preserving',  but  fcr 
reconstracting  and  reforming. 

Wiien  the  French  revolution  broke  out,  he  was  more  than  any  other 
man  responsible  to  his  own  government  for  its  safety  from  a  similar 
catastroi)he.  The  danger  was  imminent.  Ideas  of  democracy  and 
the  rights  of  man,  of  equality  and  brotherhood,  spread  like  a  contagion. 
Liberty  is  a  greater  than  Orjjlieus ;  her  voice  "will  not  only  cansc  the 
lame  mind  to  walk,  the  dumb  to  speak,  but  will  inspire  some  holy  aspi- 
rations in  the  most  brutish  nature.  Visions  of  millennial  happiness,  and 
the  perfect  empire  of  reason,  awoke  the  multitudes  of  England  to  re- 
spond to  the  multitudes  of  France.  Situated  as  Pitt  was,  men  are  apt 
to  be  conservative.  The  revolutionary  movement  appeared  to  him  to 
be  an  awful  vortex,  in  which  not  only  thrones,  but  all  systems  of  justice 
and  social  morality  were  in  danger  of  being  engulfed.  He  believed 
the  only  way  to  guard  the  British  Islands  against  this  danger  was  to  bar 
all  its  approaches.  He  regarded  all  concessions  to  the  democratic  idea 
and  to  popular  clamor  a?  opening  the  way  to  destruction.  Concessions, 
he  thought,  instead  of  satistying  demands,  would  multiply  and  sharpen 
them,  and  would  give  an  entering-place  to  the  revolutionary  wedge.  It 
was  not,  he  said,  the  time  for  concessions  :  they  would  give  strength  and 
respectability  to  eflorts  whicli  ought  in  liis  judgment  to  be  thoroughly 
discountenanced.  The  British  constitution,  he  argued,  protected  life 
and  property,  and  guaranteed  a  comfortable  degree  of  freedom.  As 
comparetl  with  any  thing  gained  by  the  French  revolution,  or  probable 
to  result  from  any  other  revolution,  he  eulogized  it  as  worthy  of  venera- 
tion and  earnest  love.  Upon  its  preservation  depended,  in  his  opinion, 
much  more  than  the  happiness  of  England.     The  British  constitution 
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saved,  would  stand  as  a  break-water  against  which  the  waves  of  destruc- 
tion, threatening  to  roll  over  Europe,  would  break  and  recoil.  Ho  was, 
in  his  own  estimation,  fighting  a  contest  which  largely  involved  the  hap- 
piness of  mankind.  It  was  for  him,  therefore,  to  fortify  the  barriers  of 
the  constitution  against  the  assaults  of  democratic  theory  and  the  in- 
sidious approach  of  fallacious  sentiment.  The  question  was  not  how 
to  make  the  government  more  perfect,  but  how  to  preserve  any  govern- 
ment at  all ;  not  how  to  relieve  property  from  the  burdens  of  partial 
taxation,  but  how  to  save  it  from  utter  destruction,  or  from  revolution- 
ary sequestration  ;  not  how  to  gratify  the  popular  desire  lor  sentimental 
justice  and  brotherhood,  but  how  to  save  the  people  from  the  madness 
of  anarchy.  Projects  of  reform  and  specialities  in  philanthropy  were 
small  and  narrow  compared  with  the  great  cause.  Eflbrt  bestowed 
upon  them  was  dangerously  wasted  and  diverted  from  matters  of  more 
compreliensive  and  vital  concern.  He  therefore  abandoned  the  advo- 
cacy of  parliamentary  reform^  and  opposed  it.  He  tlu*ew  his  whole 
weight  and  all  his  power  against  democracy.  He  brought  the  machinery 
of  government  to  bear  with  rigor  upon  Jacobin  movements.  The  doc- 
trine of  constructive  treason  was  revived.  Sedition  was  not  flattered 
by  concessions,  but  arraigned  and  put  upon  trial.  The  state  trials  of 
that  period  will  be  for  ever  memorable  in  the  annals  of  jurisprudence. 
The  logic  and  eloquence  of  Erskine  displayed  upon  those  trials  will  bo 
studied  through  all  time  as  models  of  forensic  argumentation.  That 
great  advocate  resisted  with  success  many  of  the  most  important  prose- 
cutions, and  won  for  himself  professional  triumphs.  Government  was 
balked  and  perplexed,  but  sedition  was  disconcerted.  Popular  leaders 
might  be  willing  to  face  danger  in  battle,  but  it  was  a  dilierent  matter 
to  be  watched  from  step  to  step  by  unknown  spies,  and  to  feel  assured 
tliat  before  their  plans  had  ripened  they  would  be  separated  from  their 
associates,  denounced  as  traitors,  imprisoned,  and  put  upon  trial.  It  was 
very  well  to  be  applauded  as  martyrs ;  but  to  be  confronted  with  trea- 
cherous asociatcs  who  had  turned  State's  evidence,  to  languish  months  in 
duress  with  an  even  chance  for  the  gibbet,  and  to  emerge  at  length  with 
ruined  fortunes  and  damaged  reputation  was  an  anti-climax.  It  was  not 
a  part  of  the  play  laid  down  in  their  plan.  Liberty,  equality,  fraternity, 
was  a  charming  dream ;  but  reduced  to  practice  by  aUowing  one  demo- 
crat the  liberty  of  testifying  against  his  brother,  and  of  saving  his  own 
neck  from  the  noose  by  slipping  his  brother's  neck  into  it,  was  an  exhi- 
bition of  the  sentiment  nowhere  provided  for  in  the  bills.  This  was  the 
test  to  which  Pitt  subjected  the  theory  of  human  regeneration  among 
its  chief  disciples  in  Great  Britain.  Had  Louis  XYI.  a  Pitt,  there  had 
been  neither  a  Napoleon  nor  a  WeUington.  In  the  situation  of  the  two 
countries,  war  between  France  and  England  was  inevitable.  There  is 
no  doubt  but  Fsance  committed  the  first  overt  act  by  opening  the 
Scheldt  in  apparent  violation  of  a  treaty.  There  is  as  little  doubt  that 
England  had  long  been  acting  the  part  of  an  open  enemy  to  the  French 
revolution,  and  had  taken  every  step  that  could  be  taken  short  of  an 
appeal  to  arms.  It  is  abundantly  manifest  in  the  speeches  from  the 
throne,  and  in  Pitt's  speeches,  as  well  as  in  contemporary  history,  that 
although  the  opening  of  the  Scheldt  was  the  technical  ground  for  war, 
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much  tho  prreater  stress  was  laid  upon  the  necessity  of  putting  down  the 
French  rcvoluliun.  Mr.  Pitt  spoke  of  the  French  leaden  u  banditti ; 
and  he  was  himself  regarded  in  France  with  as  much  abhorrence  as 
Napoleon  atlcrward  was  in  England.  Tho  French  revolutionaiy  lead- 
ers lookeil  u])on  Pitt  as  tlie  cousa  cousans  of  the  many-headed  coalitiini 
among  tho  old  dynasties  to  suppress  the  spirit  of  young  liberty.  Pitt 
was  by  no  means  first  to  propose  those  European  combinationB.  He 
stood  rosohiU'ly  aloof  until  the  character  of  tho  icvolution  was  devel- 
oped, and  his  own  opinion  of  the  necessity  of  tho  case  was  fully  formed. 
Uis  wish,  his  ambition,  was  to  maintain  peace,  and  to  connect  his  xepo- 
tation  with  a  restoration  of  British  finances.  But  his  moral  and  physi- 
cal courage  wore  equal  to  any  turn  of  events.  He  was  intensely  Eng* 
lish,  aiul  when  he  saw  or  thought  he  saw  an  absolute  necessity  for 
kings  and  govornnients  to  array  themselves  against  the  rising,  spreading, 
ami  tumult iiniis  cry  oi'  revolution,  he  calmly  unsheathed  the  sword,  but 
he  threw  away  tlio  pcabl^ard.  There  was  no  monarch,  no  subject  in 
Euro])e,  who  brought  to  the  conflict  the  weight  of  character  which  Pitt 
contributi'il.  He  was,  therefore,  magnified  by  tlie  imaginationB  and  the 
fears  of  the  democracy  into  the  Geiuus  and  Colossus  who  stood  between 
them  and  their  hopes.  Much  that  was  done  by  others,  and  much  that 
was  not  done  at  all,  was  popularly  attributed  to  Pitt.  They  though 
they  saw  the  fingiT  of  Pitt  in  every  hostile  movement.  His  name  he- 
came  an  execrated  name.  The  French  Convention  voted  him  to  be  an 
enemy  of  liberty  and  of  the  human  race.  Tho  feeling  on  both  aides 
was  natural,  and  no  doubt  sincere.  In  tho  relative  situation  of  the  two 
coimtries,  jKjace  was  impossible. 

•War,  then,  wnr; 
Open  or  uudersUuid,' 

was  inevitable.     France  preferred  it  should  be  open. 

In  this  struggle  reimblicans  can  feel  but  little  sympathy  with  Pitt  or 
with  Enirlaiiil.  Iler  part  was  that  of  domination,  and  interference  in 
tlio  aliixirs  of  others.  But  in  judging  of  public  men,  it  is  proper  to 
place  yourself  in  their  situation,  and  to  see  things  fiom  the  same  point 
of  view  they  did.  If  you  erect  a  standard  of  absolute  justice,  and  test 
the  actions  of  men,  not  only  by  tho  facts  they  saw,  but  by  the  revela- 
tions and  the  opinions  of  all  time,  you  yourself  become  unjust,  and  deal 
unfairly.  AVhat  nation,  what  man,  can  stand  the  test  of  such  a  standard  ? 
Nay,  what  nation,  what  man,  is  worthy  to  erect  such  a  standard  f  Let 
him  wlio  declares  honestly  to  his  own  generation  that  which  he  Aiw^ 
ho  scc.<,  and  who  strives  with  all  his  might  to  do  that  which  seems  to 
him  lit  to  be  done,  be  lionored  as  the  true  man :  if  his  glance  shall 
pierce  the  dark  obscure  of  coming  events,  or  his  comprehension  gnsp 
attendant  causes  and  effects,  ever  so  little  more  closely  than  his  fellows^ 
let  then  be  added  to  his  name  tho  title  of  great.  For,  by  any  othor 
standard  shall  you  look  sorrowfully  over  the  vacant  globe,  and  aeaxeh 
all  time  with  an  aching  heart,  finding  never  anywhere  a  great  or  an 
iionest  man. 

Look  at  Pitt,  then,  as  a  British  statesman,  deeply  attached  to  the  Bri- 
tish constitution,  pledged  by  every  sacred  pledge  to  uphold  the  monaxcfay. 
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Look  at  the  people  of  the  British  Islands,  enjoying  not  equality  or  bro- 
therhood, it  is  true,  hut  comfort,  safety,  and  qualified  liberty,  with  a 
future  opening  brightly  before  them.  Look  at  the  British  monarch, 
now  approaching  old  age,  venerated,  loved  by  his  people,  who  had 
taken  Pitt  by  the  hand  when  he  was  yoimg,  who  had  failed  him  in  no 
engagement  ever  made,  over  whom  he  had  watched  in  sickness  and 
in  health,  during  sanity  and  insanity,  and  who  now  leaned  upon  him 
as  his  staff  of  support,  whoso  hopes  now  fled  to  him  for  safety  as  their 
rock  of  refuge ;  you  will  then  see  the  situation  of  Pitt  as  he  saw  it. 
Glance  across  that  narrow  British  channel,  and  behold  there  the 
scenes  which  he  beheld  :  a  people  who  had  inhaled  an  unaccustonxed 
breath  of  liberty,  and  become  frantic  with  an  amiable  sentiment,  mur- 
dering their  king  and  queen,  and  murdering.each  other ;  infancy,  age, 
virtue,  vice,  all  sexes  and  conditions,  falling  under  the  executioner's  axe 
or  the  assassin's  knife,  and  the  songs  of  liberty  degenerated  into  repulsive 
orgies  over  undistinguiihing  slaughter  and  spreading  conflagration.  Look 
then  again  to  the  British  side  of  the  channel,  and  see  there  the  same 
signs,  the  same  organizations,  the  same  gathering  together  of  masses, 
which  heralded  the  disasters  of  France.  See  these  rising  omens  of  popu- 
lar commotion,  countenanced,  defended,  encouraged,  by  political  leaders, 
men  of  eloquence,  scholftrs,  writers,  nay,  even  by  Fox  himself.  See  this 
threatening  tide  of  danger  rapidly  spreading,  surrounding,  approaching, 
ex  gurgite  vastOy  the  throne  of  George  III.  You  then  see  the  situation 
of  Pitt  as  he  saw  it. 

For  us  who  live  in  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century,  the  impene- 
trable curtain  of  the  future  which  closed  in  his  horizon  has  been  lifted. 
That  which  was  feared  and  sufiered  has  passed  away.  The  masses,  the 
generation  of  men,  who  fell  before  this  mighty  movement,  are  almost 
forgotten.  In  the  result,  we  see  that  the  feudal  system  was  swept 
away ;  that,  since  the  subsoil  of  society  was  turned  up  to  the  sun  by 
the  relentless  ploughshare  of  that  revolution,  many  germs  buried  untU 
then  have  shot  up  into  stately  growths  and  hung  fiill  of  blossoming  vir- 
tues ;  that  liberty  made  a  great  advance,  and  our  sympathies,  at  least 
my  sympathies,  are  all  with  France  and  her  revolution.  But.  let  us  deal 
fairly  with  Pitt.  He  also  was  a  friend  of  Hberty.  Neither  he  nor  the 
friends  of  the  revolution  foresaw  results.  On  all  sides  of  the  scene  were 
cries  of  '  Lo  here  1  lo  there  1'  and  all  were  running  after  false  guides. 
No  man's  predictions  were  accomplished,  no  man's  hopes  fulfilled*; 
but  warriors  and  statesmen,  alternately  victors  and  vanquished,  were 
in  one  *  red  burial  blent.'  He  who  came  nearest  to  a  perfect  solution 
of  that  great  riddle  had  not  yet  advanced  upon  his  career,  but  in  the 
end,  even  he  fell  short  of  the  true  guess,  and  was  fearfully  doomed. 

In  this  dreadful  confusion  of  opinion  and  of  events,  Pitt  saw  a  few 
things  clearly.  There  was  his  king;  there  the  British  constitution; 
there  English  liberty.  If  these  could  be  saved,  it  was  much :  this 
done,  if  he  could  extend  the  healing  beams  of  British  influence,  and 
pacify  the  troubles  of  Elirope,  it  was  more.  The  only  experiment,  he 
thought,  which  duty  called  upon  him  to  tiy  was  that  experiment.  The 
post  of  his  duty  was  there  wliere  he  stood.  The  only  sentiments  fi)r 
him  to  improve  were  those  natural  aflectiona,  love  to  his  own  king,  his 
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own  people,  his  own  government,  and  upon  tkeee  to  make  fast  the  ]is^ 
piness  and  the  power  of  his  country.  It  ^vas  there,  if  an^rwhere,  in 
the  House  of  Common?,  and  as  plain  William  Pitt,  that  he  mvA 
mount  the  whirlwind  and  direct  the  storm. 

AVas  he  *  up  to  the  spirit  of  the  age  ?  *  Let  him  ansTver  who  cu 
say  what  was  the  spirit  of  that  age.  AVaa  his  course  dictated  hy  tiie 
liberal  policy  of  a  true  friend  of  his  race  ?  Let  him  answer  who  ctt 
say  whether  an  opposite  course  would  have  produced  greater  happineo. 
The  spirit  of  the  age  was  a  mixed  and  antithetical  spirit ;  there  nu 
a  love  to  talk  beautiful  sentiments  at  each  other,  and  then  to  enfbrM 
them  with  mutuality  of  guillotines,  dirks,  and  arsenic.  Liberality 
exemplitied  itself  by  the  bestowal  of  much  excellent  theory,  and  more 
than  all  in  the  free  bestowal  of  caimon-baUs,  infantry,  and  cavalir- 
charges,  and  in  the  sacking  of  cities.  "WTiere,  oh  !  where,  shall  a  refuge 
be  found  from  the  influence  of  cant  ? 

"When  Pitt  took  his  stand  upon  this  subject,  ho  had  the  happinec 
to  see  many  of  his  most  powerful  and  bitter  oppcments  break  looee 
from  their  former  associations  and  range  themselves  by  his  side. 
The  imaginative,  great,  and  vindictive  Burke,  so  long  a  determined 
foe,  left  his  scat  in  the  opposition,  and  came  over  to  share  his  elo- 
quence and  his  ellbrts  with  Pitt.  It  was  an  affecting  scene.  Tbe 
friendship  between  Fox  and  Burke  had  stood  the  test  of  adyershy 
and  of  time.  "When  they  separated,  it  was  with  the  manly  sorrow  d 
two  rugjred  natures ;  it  was  a  breaking  up  of  the  fountains  of  the 
deep,  and  was  performed  with  pathetic  eloquence  and  with  moietened 
eyes.  For  the  third  time,  a  crisis  had  happened  in  Pitt's  career,  and 
each  crisis  had  found  him  firmer,  and  left  him  more  strongly  groui:^ 
in  the  afTections  of  Englishmen  than  befcre,  more  th«T\  ever  ho  to 
whom  the  country  looked  for  counsel  and  guidance. 


THE        A.RBUTUS. 

C031E  wiili  mo 
^\^lc^c  blooms  tlic  wild  arbutus^  queen  of  all 
Tlie  riowcTS  tliat  blo<?^om  in  our  woods.     TInlf  bid 
From  \ic\\-,  boneatli  Iho  yellow  leaves  that  strew 
The  furesl-walk?.  it  buds  aud  blooms  mLseeu, 
iSave  by  the  eye  of  him,  who  wanders  hero 
In  musinjrs,  wrapt  beneath  these  pensive  shndea. 
It  haunts  the  loneliest  glooms  and  shadiest  della, 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  on  the  looming  air, 
AVhieh  Is,  perliaps,  by  breezes  loitering  near; 
Borne  Cir  away  to  one  who  long  since  loved 
To  wander  here  in  ppring-time,  and  who  now 
Hero  wanders  but  in  dreams.     I  love  the  flower, 
Kmblem  of  modest  worth ;  it  does  not  court 
The  admiration  of  the  thoughtless  crowd ; 
But,  in  sequefjtcred  glen  or  pathless  wild, 
Sought  out,  alone,  by  those  to  whom  apiKjars 
The  face  of  nature  like  an  open  book  — 
It  buds,  and  blooms,  and  dies. 
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THE        OOLDEN        AGE. 


BT  JAS.  T.  MITGIDCLL. 


An  idle  hoiir  of  reverie  waa  mine, 
Which  I  have  passed,  as  oft  I  do  such  hours, 
In  day-hght  dreaming  of  the  Golden  Ago. 
And,  that  my  dreams  should  not  too  idle  be, 
I  have,  with  such  precision  as  I  might. 
Recalled  tho  wandering  tenor  of  their  thought. 

I  saw  the  nations  that  havo  gone  before  us, 

Clirnbinj^  again  tho  rugged  hills  of  time; 

And,  liavinu:  gained  the  summit,  pause  a  moment, 

Blazing  in  tion'  light  of  Glory's  sun; 

Then  downward  move  again,  in  dark  procession, 

Along  the  Valley  of  tho  Shade  of  Doath. 

First  came  through  dim  tradition's  morning  light, 

A  phantom  legion  of  departed  states. 

And  weird  skeletons  of  ages  past ; 

A8S}Tia,  Eg>'pt,  and  ill-fated  Troy, 

Stalked  by  like  shadows  in  the  twilight  gloom ; 

And,  as  they  slowly  passed  along,  I  Uiought, 

Kiich  one  of  tbcso  has  had  its  golden  age, 

Yet  in  them  all  has  been  but  one  idea ; 

For,  though  in  different  years  and  different  climes, 

Thoy  each  havo  looked  upon  a  conquered  world: 

Yet,  ill  them  jdl,  the  prevalent  great  thought, 

The  ruling  power,  lias  been  tho  force  of  arms. 

r/)ok  at  their  hi.^torioF,  and  tho  names  of  those 
AVhnni  they  liave  placed  upon  the  scroll  of  fame  : 
"Whut.  tlinmgii  the  night  of  years,  do  they  present? 
Nau.ilit  hut  a  catalogue  of  warrior-kings, 
Ihnx'S,  whose  only  ehiini  to  high  renown 
Ij^  writ  ill  eriiijsou  characters  of  blootL 

This,  then,  was  man's  most  marked  primeval  age, 
Tli«'  wakeninu'  up  of  those  fierce  faculties 
Tliat  'hive  liiiu  headlong  to  tlie  battlc-liold ; 
Aii'l  il-i  rt^ulL  was  tlie  dcveloi)inent 
(jf  arts  of  war,  and  of  those  arts  alone. 

Th<^  next  age  came,  but  in  its  dawning  brought 
Only  th-.-li  lut'l  to  the  tlaine  of  war; 
M.i:i  iiM<i  a<ivaiic(  (1,  with  terrible  rul'COSs, 
111  hiwless  jijis-inns  and  in  iron  will; 
Jiut  still  was  ;<lir(/ud«Ml  in  the  gloom  of  night 
Tl.i'  tr.i.»  and  g«ijtkT  souL     Yot  now  a  form 
C.i;n<>  t^rth,  exulting,  at  the  pageant's  head, 
Arriird  t<;  the  le«-th:  but  yet  in  every  part 
It  l'<.re  the  impress  of  a  ditl'erent  strength. 
'ri.«  re  was  a  I'riL'hluess  in  its  every  look, 
A  li'.ry  briUiancy,  that  seemed  to  say, 

vcjl.   xliii.  39 
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This  is  the  birth-day  of  a  new  idea. 
Greece  is  the  morning-star,  upon  whoeo  beams 
Is  wafted  down  firom  highest  heaven  to  man 
The  new-bom  principle  of  Liberty. 

The  law  of  arms  had,  by  its  nature,  been 
A  tyrant  of  the  worst  and  deadhost  kind ; 
And,  in  man's  first  and  fierce  primeval  state^ 
Wherein  it  held  an  undisputed  sway, 
It  had  developed  in  such  iron  strength, 
It  ruled  the  worid  for  many  an  after-age. 
Yet  still  its  power,  from  Freedom's  earliest  birth. 
Began  to  wane ;  for  with  that  great  event 
Burst  on  the  world  the  dawning  Ught  of  aouL  \ 

Thenceforth  the  march  of  mind  was  ever  on,' 

Tlirough  centuries  of  darkness,  toil,  and  strife, 

Leaving  its  landmarks  in  the  x)eaceful  arts 

That  now  are  spread  o'er  many  a  happy  land. 

But  though  the  powers  of  intellect  and  arms 

Both  lived  and  struggled  in  the  iron  age. 

Yet  for  a  time  they  joined  in  mighty  Rome. 

When  first  her  eagle  spread  his  golden  wings, 

That  bore  him  far  upon  his  rushing  flight, 

Ile^eld  within  his  breast  two  living  powers : 

The  first  was  hberty,  and  this  was  seen 

When  every  nation  that  he  triumphed  o'er 

Thenceforth  eiyoyed  its  freedom  undisturbed ; 

But  fi'eedom  must  be  such  tA  Romans  willed. 

And  here  was  thus  evinced  the  tyranny. 

Thus  both  these  powers,  while  they  fought  within, 

Made  common  cause  against  the  foe  without ; 

And  their  united  energies  soon  crowned 

The  eeven-hilled  city  mistress  of  the  world. 

And  having  now  no  rival  left  to  fear. 

She  next  began  to  turn  against  herself: 

Stern  civil  discord  raised  her  gorgon  head, 

Wild  anarchy  went  rioting  in  blood ; 

And,  through  the  red,  chaotic  night  of  war, 

Went  slow  and  sadly  down  the  morning-star. 

Then  came  the  darkness  and  the  double  night 

Of  tyranny,  and  of  all-powerful  wrong. 

Kings  sat  ujwn  the  thrones,  and  at  their  nod 

Whole  nations  bowed  to  slavery  and  death ; 

Warriors  arose,  and  in  their  trembUng  turn. 

The  kings  from  off"  their  thrones  were  hurled  by  thoso 

Who,  when  their  day  was  done,  must  follow  thenx. 

Then,  with  a  mighty  crash,  that  shook  the  world. 
And  echoed  loud  along  the  corridors 
Of  centuries  then  unborn,  foil  eagle  Rome; 
And  settled  on  her  mouldering  remains 
The  fierce  and  eager  vultures  of  the  North. 
Tlie  world  was  ruled  by  barbarism  alone; 
Tlie  torch  of  mind  which  Uberty  had  lit 
Went  out,  and  then  tliere  seemetl  to  come  no  light 
From  all  the  darkness  of  the  middle  age. 
But  time  flew  ever  on,  and,  year  by  year. 
The  spirit  of  that  darkness  fell  and  dieii ; 
And  man  awoke  again  to  consciousness 
Of  powers  that  had  been  8luml)ering  too  long; 
Then  fled  the  nightmare  that  had  on  him  lain. 


1854.]  The  Golden  Age.  G01 

And  through  the  world  was  seen  returning  life. 

First  kings  arose  against  each  other's  might; 

The  weak,  no  longer  yielding  to  the  strong, 

Banded  toother  'gainst  each  common  foe. 

Then  slowly  dawned  upon  the  minds  of  men, 

A  now  and  all-important  principle. 

Though  all  the  ages  we  have  seen  pass  by 

"Were  mainly  moved  by  different  ideas, 

Tot  through  them  all  wo  now  can  see  one  chain, 

And  that  the  force  of  individual  minds. 

For  though  we  speak  of  Greece  as  one  groat  power, 

Yet  she  was  then  a  multitude  of  States, 

Each  separate  from  tho  rest,  and  every  ono 

Rose,  lived,  and  died,  upon  its  own  resource. 

Eome,  even  at  the  zenith  of  her  strength, 

"Was  but  a  single  city,  and  she  held 

Her  grasp  upon  so  many  different  states, 

Because  no  one  of  them  was  stronger  than  herself. 

And,  in  these  states  that  wore  divided  so. 

Each  separate  man  was  like  a  separate  power, 

And  but  submitted  to  his  single  king, 

Since  by  himself  too  weak  to  urge  his  will. 

Hero,  then,  we  see  one  law  that  bound  the  world, 
Through  all  tho  ages  past :  but  now  there  came 
Slowly,  yet  startliigly,  upon  men's  minds, 
The  thought,  that  in  union  was  their  strength. 
Brings  felt  its  influence  first;  but,  as  time  passed, 
And  they  by  long  example  showed  its  power. 
The  people  that  had  been  for  centuries 
Awakening  to  a  consciousness  of  strength. 
Seized  it  to  shield  their  own  invaded  rights. 
Tliis  brings  us  to  the  present  age,  for  this 
Is  yet  a  period  of  struggling  thoughts: 
Tho  whole  world  is  their  mighty  battle-field. 
On  whicli  we  see  the  glittering  standards  rise. 
Of  union  for  the  love  of  Liberty, 
Against  tho  cause  of  Despotism  in  arms. 
Tlius,  every  age  that  yet  this  world  has  seen. 
Has  had  its  main  and  ruling  principle; 
And  though  each  one  has  lived  for  centuries. 
Beyond  the  period  that  it  ruled  alone, 
Yet  have  the  good  still  grown  in  strength ;  while  those 
"Whose  deeds  were  ill,  have  fallen  day  by  day. 
And  this  is  now  the  age  in  which  shall  come    • 
The  last  great  struggle  of  the  living  powers; 
And  those  that  conquer  in  the  coming  fight. 
Shall  rule  the  world  through  every  future  age. 
And  who,  with  history  of  tho  past  as  guide. 
And  every  sign  that  man  can  read  for  hope, 
"Will  say  the  victory  shall  not  be  to  those 
"Who  now  shall  strike  for  Hberty  and  peace  ? 
That,  then,  shall  be  the  Grolden  Age  of  man, 
•  "When  all  this  strife,  in  centuries  to  come. 
Is  over,  and  the  ever-conquering  powers 
Of  Liberty,  and  Union,  and  of  Peace, 
Shall  bury  in  Oblivion's  dark  grave 
The  hated  names  of  Slavery  and  "War, 
And  in  their  place  shaU  Happiness  and  Love 
Direct  the  march  of  man-for  ever  on  I 
Philadelphia,  Sept.  80, 1852. 
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AN        BPISODB 

IN    TUB    LI?E    OF    AnOUSTDP    PITT.     CLAIl^NCB    BOOBZB. 


riiAn-BB  TUB  niuT. 


*  A  swEET-FjiCED  man ;  a  proper  man  as  one  shall  soe  in  a  summer*s  dav ;  a  most  lorely 
gcntlouian-likc  inau.*  Midsummbb  Wight's  DrbamJ 

AuGL'STUs  FiTZ  Clarence  Boobie  wan  a  young  gentleman  of  exceed- 
ingly good  parts,  at  least  as  far  as  the  outwaxd  man  was  ooncemecU 
who  had  recently  arrived  in  the  little  village  of  M  ,  with  the 
avowed  design  of  establishing  himself  in  the  practice  of  the  law.  He 
had  taken  an  office  upon  the  main  avenue  of  the  town,  and  over  the 
door  had  caused  to  be  placed  a  very  showy  fidgn,  bearing  on  a  field 
azure  his  cognomen  in  golden  letters,  appended  to  which  waa  the  usoal 
legal  addition  of '  Attorney  and  Counsellor  at  Law.' 

No  sooner  was  he  fairly  installed  in  his  new  head-quaiten  than  he 
commenced  the  study  of  the  law,  the  ladies,  and  love,  of  which,  how- 
ever, the  last  tivo  were  destined  to  receive  by  far  his  greatest  attention. 

A  more  absolute  devotee  at  the  shrine  of  fashion  never  tripped 
Broadway.  Nut  a  mere  lop  was  ho ;  but  the  concentrated  qninteaence 
of  dandyism,  bc-je welled,  be-scented,  and  be-dccked  in  the  very  latest 
st^'le  that  foreign  importations  had  developed. 

Daily  he  promenaded  the  pav6  of  the  little  street,  to  the  envy  of  the 
village  beaux,  who  stared  with  jealous  glance  as  he  sauntered  grace- 
fully along,  twirling  his  moustache  and  rattan,  with  an  air  of  self-evi- 
dent superiority,  and  the  most  supreme  contempt  and  indiflference  to  all 
their  operations. 

It  is  proper  here  to  bo  stated,  that  his  tailor  had  never  as  yet  reoeived 
an  equivalent  for  the  magnificent  suit  of  French  broad-cloth,  Genoa  vel- 
vet, and  Turc*s  satin  that  enveloped  his  elegant  person ;  but  of  what  oona^ 
quence  was  that  fact  to  him,  so  long  as  the  suit  retained  its  pristine 
elegance,  and  his  tailor  remained  ignorant  of  his  whereabouts  ?' 

'  Was  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  arrayed  like*  Augustus  Fitz  Clarence 
Boobie  ?  Could  that  sapient  monarch  have  risen  to  behold  this 
unique  specimen  of  humanity,  he  would  doubtless  have  hurried  back  to 
his  long  repose,  heartily  ashamed  of  the  shabby  appearance  of  his  own 
obsolete  Avardrobe. 

Time  passed  on,  and  our  hero  had  ingratiated  himself  in  the  good 

opinions  of  many  of  the  wealthiest  families  of  M ,  with  whom  he 

was  a  general  favorite,  in  fact  quite  the  rage ;  and  there  was  much 
strife  as  to  who  should  make  a  conquest  of  this  '  love  of  a  man.' 

Ho  was  such  a  nice,  genteel,  moral  young  man,  at  least  ^  so  every 
body  saiil,'  and  surely  *  every  body  *  ought  to  know. 

As  regularly  as  the  Sabbath  morning  dawned,  and  the  little  bell 
had  ceased  tolling,  Augustus,  prayer-book  in  hand,  sauntered  gracefiillj 
up  the  aisle  to  his  own  pew,  and  clevoutly  bending  his  head  upon  hia 
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perfumed  cambric  handkerchief,  uttered  (at  least  so  people  imagined) 
a  silent  prayer,  and  then  after  finding  the  service  for  the  day,  in  a 
clearly  audible  tone  he  made  the  responses  very  reverently,  and  paid 
the  most  profound  attention  to  the  worthy  pastor's  discourse,  *  even  unto 
the  end  thereof* 

Many  stolen  glances  were  directed  toward  him  from  all  parts  of  the 
little  church ;  the  chorister  sung  his  loudest,  and  the  lady-members  of 
the  choir  evinced  a  perceptible  consciousness  of  his  presence  within  the 
sacred  walls. 

And  when  the  *  forty-fifthly '  of  the  good  dominie  was  ended,  the  last 
strain  of  the  hymn  had  died  away,  and  the  benediction  had  been  pro- 
nounced, what  a  jostling  and  hurrying  down  the  gallery-stairs  to  obtain 
a  glimpse  of  our  hero,  or  perhaps  the  honor  of  a  bow  from  his  lordship. 
Thrice  happy  the  young  lady  whom  he  condescended  to  accompany 
homeward ;  and  how  many  thoughts  wandered  to  him,  instead  of  holier, 
objects  upon  that  sacred  day ! 

His  presence  in  the  village  had  a  tendency  to  render  society  imn- 
sually  gay,  and  many  balls  and  parties  were  given  expressly  in  honor 
of  him.  He  was  lionized  by  the  young  ladies,  petted  by  their  judicious 
mammas,  clapped  upon  the  back  familiarly  by  their  papas  ;  in  short, 
his  invitations  to  breakfast,  dinner,  and  tea,  were  so  numerous  that  it 
was  exceedingly  difficult  for  him  to  accept  them  all.  It  would  have 
been  no  very  surprising  result  had  a  person  with  a  far  more  ample 
allowance  of  brains,  under  such  circumstances,  been  completely  bewil- 
dered, and  guilty  of  equal  indiscretion. 

It  was  the  young  men  alone  who  shunned  him.  They  were  his  sworn 
enemies. 

The  *  head  and  front  of  his  offending  had  this  extent,  no  more  ;*  he 
was,  as  they  imagined,  usurping  the  places  they  had  formerly  occupied 
in  the  good  graces  of  the  opposite  sex,  while  they  were  jiow  almost  for- 
gotten, or  at  least  treated  with  the  utmost  indifierence  by  his  devoted 
followers. 

Among  their  ranks,  however,  no  'bright  particular  star'  had  as  yet 
arisen  upon  his  mental  vision ;  no  fair  one  had  made  any  indelible 
impression  upon  his  apparently  susceptible  heart.  No  graces  of  form, 
feature,  mind,  or,  last  though  far  from  least,  fortune,  had  served  to  touch 
its  tender  chords  :  '  he  wandered  in  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free.' 

His  stock  of  knowledge  was  limited  to  a  familiarity  with  the  current 
gossip  of  the  day ;  a  superficial  acquaintance  with  all  the  latest  and 
most  trashy  novels  in  yellow  covers,  and  a  tolerably  good  memory 
enabled  him  to  quote  from  B3^n  and  Moore,  to  just  that  extent  which 

gave  the  lackadaisical  young  ladies  of  M a  most  exalted  idea  of 

his  conversational  powers.  Charming  Augustus!  thou  wert  all  that 
sentimental  school-girl  could  picture,  or  scheming  mamma  could  con- 
ceive of,  as  the  beau-ideal,  not  to  say  beau^eal,  of  romantic  perfection. 
Those  were  thy  halcyon  days,  when 

'  Eyes  looked  love  to  eyes,  which  spoke  again ; 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell. 
But  hush!   Harkl' 
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CUAITm  SBCO!fI>. 


'  Take  this  of  me,  Kate,  of  my  o^nsolation : 
Ileuriti;;  thy  niildnesR  praiseil  in  ovory  town, 
Thy  virtues  spuke  of,  and  thy  bcaiiry 'sounded, 
I  Vet  not  so  dL-i'j>ly  as  to  thuo  K'lijnjrs,  i 
Myself  urn  moved'  to  wik>  thee  for  my  wife.* 

Taming  of  the  Shbsw. 

Among  the  village  belles  was  one  who  was  preeminent  for  beauty, 
wit,  and  the  tliousauil  little  accomplishments  wliich  scire  to  make 
woman  more  lovely,  anil  to  ^^ln  them  the  attentions  of  the  genus  homo. 

Rate  Lincoln  was  a  born  beauty  ;  none  of  your  die-away  fairies — P&ldi 
hectic,  consuinptive-lookinir  creatures,  whoso  chief  ambition  is  to  be 
thought  in  an  interesting  decline  ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  was  she  one 
of  tlioso  bouncing  country-girls  of  the  milk-maid  order,  who 

'  "Walk  in  the  moniin;;*', 


And  are  ^hitd  hke  mnuntaiuevrd;* 

but  a  refined  and  perfect  lady  in  every  respect.  Bright  and  beautiiiil 
was  she,  and  justly  admired  by  the  whole  circle  of  society  in  which 
slie  moved,  ^^lie  was  a  genuine  lover  of  fun,  ]jro\*idcd  it  did  not  border 
on  rudeness ;  and  lior  repartees  were  proverbial  for  tlie  delicacy  of  their 
satire,  which  the  most  faslirlicus  could  not  construe  into  anything  over- 
stepping the  boimds  of  striuleit  courtesy.  JShe  was  envied  by  not  a  few, 
for  her  many  ]iersonal  :iLli-aciion.s,  and  yet  beloved  by  all.  Her  natural 
wann-he:irtcdness  won  lK'r^inccre  friends  among  all  classes;  and,  while 
her  dignity  of  character  always  connnanded  respect,  there  was  nothing 
forbidding  in  her  manner,  but  a  certain  indescribable  sometliing  which 
always  made  you  feel  at  your  ease  in  her  presence. 

Of  course  Augustus,  in  his  trium])hal  progress,  was  brought  in  contact 
witli  the  fair  Kate,  and,  after  having  obtained  an  introduction,  was 
completely  under  the  spell  of  her  influence. 

Rumor  had  i)reviou&ly  whispered  to  him  that  she  "was  the  heiress  of 
all  her  father's  wealth,  and  it  reipiired  little  forethought  on  his  part,  to 
decide  that  slie  was  at  least  worth  an  cflbrt  of  attainment.  Not 
capable  of  keeping  his  intentions  a  secret  to  himself,  he  confided  them 
to  a  friend  of  Kate's,  M'ho,  perceiving  at  once  the  object  of  his  designs, 
communicated  the  fact  to  her.  Kate  was  no  mean  reader  of  human 
nature,  and  no  very  deep  scrutiny  was  necessar}'  on  her  part,  to  ascei^ 
tain  the  dci)ths  of  our  hero's  intellect.  She  discovered  that  he  was  a 
hypocrite,  as  far  as  he  knew  how  to  lie  ;  unprincipled,  and  by  no  means 
as  sapient  as  many  people  of  acknowledged  disc^ernment  imagined  him. 
His  foppery,  his  senseless  chit-chat,  and  above  all  his  unbounded  pride. 
disgusted  her,  and  she  resolved  to  bring  down  the  latter. 

But  how  could  she  e fleet  tlio  desired  humiliation  Aiithout  compro- 
mising the  dignity  of  her  character  as  a  lady  ?  A  plan  soon  suggested 
itself  For  tlio  successful  furtherance  of  it,  she  accepted  his  attentiona 
with  the  utmost  grace  at  every  party  where  both  were  present ;  danced, 
waltzed,  and  conversed  with  him  upon  every  festive  occasion,  to  the 
great  surprise  and  some  little  envy  on  the  part  of  the  feminine  porticm 
of  tiie  community,  to  say  nothing  of  the  izidignant  looks  and  speeches 
of  the  beaux. 
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The  gosaipB  decided  that  it  was  a  most  reprehensive  case  of  flirtation, 
and  a  downright  infringement  of  the  laws  of  propriety,  of  which  the 
fair  Kate  ought  to  be  heartily  ashamed  ;  and  they  even  deputed  a  com- 
mittee to  wait  upon  the  good-natured  Judge,  her  father,  to  report  the 
'  disgraceful  conduct  of  his  daughter.*  But  then  they  only  received 
their  trouble  for  their  pains,  inasmuch  as  the  Judge  gave  them  to 
understand  that  Kate  was  but  exercising  the  prerogative  of  her  sex, 
and  intimated  that  the  institution  of  a  hoTue  mission  would  appear  far 
less  duixotic  than  this  voluntary  and  unsolicited  interference  with  the 
affairs  of  others. 

Poor,  inconsistent  women  !  they  never  recalled  to  mind  the  aftcient 
fable  of  the  fox  and  the  unattainable  fruit  of  the  vine  ;  never  reflected 
how  much  it  would  have  ministered  to  their  vanity,  could  their  Sallies 
and  Nancy  Janies  have  been  the  happy  recipients  of  Augustus'  flatter- 
ing attentions.  But  no  such  good  fortune  awaited  them ;  Kate,  and 
Kate  only,  was  the  chosen  object  of  Augustus'  imperial  predilections. 

Induced  by  these  flattering  indications  of  success,  to  believe  that  he 
should  encounter  no  obstacles  to  his  suit,  he  soon  became  a  frequent 
visitor  at  her  father's  house,  and  was  received  with  distinguished  con- 
sideration by  the  judge,  who  was  in  the  secret,  and  used  his  inventive 
faculties  to  aid  Kate  in  the  accomplishment  of  her  pldns. 

He  proposed  little  social  rides  and  pic-nics,  and  was  so  extremely 
condescending  and  polite,  that  Augustus,  who  considered  these  oppor- 
tunities most  favorable  to  the  furtherance  of  his  suit,  accepted  their 
invitations  with  delight,  and  entered  into  tho  spirit  of  them  with 
infinite  zest. 

CnAFTIBIl  THIBD. 

*  For  a  fiill  week,  the  note  of  preparation 

Had  sounded  through  all  circles,  far  and  near, 
And  some  two  hundred  cards  of  invitation 
Bade  beau  ani  belle,  in  full  costume,  appear.'  IIalleck. 

To  flnish  the  gayeties  of  the  season,  Kate  had  obtained  the  consent^f 
her  father  to  give  a  large  and  brilliant  party. 

Invitations  were  scattered  far  and  wide,  and  great  calculations  were 
made  by  the  village  ladies  for  a  grand  display  of  wardrobes  upon  the 
occasion.  For  a  week  preceding  the  event,  ihe  stores  were  besieged, 
and  many  were  the  yards  of  lace  and  ribbon  that  were  carried  away 
in  triumph. 

To  Miss  Jones,  the  milliner,  it  was  a  season  of  unusual  proflt ;  indeed 
she  had  never  known  a  greater  demand  for  the  various  articles  of 
female  adornment,  and  her  two  assistants  were  busUy  engaged  from 
•  mom  till  dewy  eve,'  in  cutting,  and  trimming,  and  altering  silks, 
satins,  and  mushns,  which  had  been  lying  carefully  enveloped  in  pillow- 
cases for  years,  in  dark  closet-drawers,  which  were  strewn  with  bits  of 
gimi-camphor,  or  chips  of  red-cedar,  sure  preventives  against  the  rava* 
^es  of  moths  and  other  destructive  annoyers.  At  the  Judge's,  no  one 
was  idle  ;  and  the  occasion  was  one  which  called  forth  an  eidiibition 
of  Kate's  domestic  accomplishments.  The  great  parlors  had  been 
thoroughly  overhauled  ;  the  carpets  removed  to  admit  of  dancing,  and 
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the  old-fasliioiictl  diuiiifr-hall  had  been  carelully  clcansedi  and  very 
tastefully  decorated  with  evergreens,  among  which  were  arranged 
numerous  candles  and  lamps.  The  busy  notes  of  preparation  were 
heard  *  from  tlic  rising  of  the  sun,  even  unto  the  going  down  of  the 
same,*  and  when  they  were  at  last  all  completed,  the  whole  hoiue 
nev(.*r  looked  more  cheerful  or  inviting  in  its  interior  appearance. 

The  u?Lpected  night  at  last  anived  ;  the  hulls  were  brilliantly  lighted, 
and  up  the  broad,  oaken  stairway,  guest  after  guest  passed  to  the  dxes^ 
ing-rooins.  Kate,  arranged  in  a  dress  of  simple  wlute,  and  with  no 
otlier  ornament  than  a  simple  Avhitc  rose  in  her  glossy  hair,  stood  at 
the  head  of  the  lung  ])arlor,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  her  iiither,  and 
receiving  her  guests  with  tlie  grace  of  a  queen.  Never  had  she  looked 
more  charming,  and  tliere  was  a  silent,  yet  lumiistakable  feeling  of 
admiration,  plainly  perceptible  upon  the  countenances  of  those  who 
had  the  pleasure  of  any  conversation  with  Iier.  She  was  the  acknow* 
ledged, belle  of  tlie  evening  :tnd  the  cpiosure  of  aU  eyes. 

At  a  late  liour,  the  doors  of  the  supper-room  were  thrown  open,  and 
the  gay  company  proceeded  thither  to  discuss  the  merits  of  Kate's 
housewifery.  Many  were  the  compliments  she  received,  and  many 
the  exclamations  of  delight  at  the  appearance  of  the  table,  which 
groaned  beneath  its  load  of  delicacies.  Augustus  was  appointed  by 
Kate  to  aid  her  in  doing  the  honors  of  the  supper-room,  and  to  make 
himself  generally  useful  in  seeing  that  no  one  was  overlooked.  After 
the  guests  had  done  ample  justice  to  its  merits,  and  the  dootB  weie 
again  closed,  Kate  took  Augustus*  arm,  and  returned  to  the  supper-table 
to  partake  of  some  reiieshment  herself ;  having  been  too  busily  engaged 
in  her  duties  as  hostess  to  tliink  of  self  before.  Now  was  the  long- 
lookcd-for  opportmiity ;  and  Augustus  at  once  embraced  it  to  declare 
the  ardor  of  his  passion,  and  otiered  his  hand,  his  heart,  in  short,  all 
that  dame  Nature  and  hU  tnilor  had  produce^!  under  the  name  and  title 
of  Augustus  Fitz  Clarence  Boobie  I 

Kate  directed  her  glances  to  the  floor,  ana  for  a  moment  hesitated  to 
reply ;  but  at  last,  summoning  all  lier  resolution,  she  referred  him  to 
her  father,  saying  that  if  he  was  not  opposed  to  it,  she  would  accept 
him. 

So  intent  was  Augustus  upon  the  consiunmation  of  his  hopes,  that^ 
not  able  to  restrain  his  impatience  until  the  close  of  the  evening,  he 
hastened  at  once  to  her  father,  and  requested  his  presence  for  a  moment 
in  the  library.  The  Judge  followed  him  thither,  and  closed  the  door 
behind  them.  Augustus,  with  the  air  of  one  who  was  mther  confisrring 
than  soliciting  a  favor,  informed  the  Judge  that  the  attractions  of  his 
daughter  had  made  more  than  onlinary  impressions  upon  his  heart,  and 
that  he  had  accordingly  addressed  her  upon  the  subject.  She  had,  he 
said,  considered  it  in  a  favorable  light,  but  referred  him  to  her  father, 
before  giving  a  decisive  an.swer  to  his  proposal.  He  had,  therefore,  the 
honor  of  announcing  himself  as  a  candidate  for  her  hand,  and  flattered 
himself  that  he  should  meet  with  no  opposition  whatever  from  the 
Judge. 

The  latter  had  anticipated  this  piece  of  information,  but  was  not 
quite  prepared  for  the  pompous  manner  in  which  it  was  deliTered. 
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However,  he  soon  recovered  his  equanimity,  and  gave  our  hero  to  under- 
stand that  he  must  decline  the  honor  with  which  Augustus  was  ahout 
to  invest  him.  Moreover,  he  would  suggest  ^hat  his  visits  at  the  house 
should,  from  that  time,  he  discontinued.  Ho  acknowledged  that  he  had 
previously  shown  him  more  or  less  civilities ;  but,  farther  than  as  a  guest 
he  had  not  regarded  him,  and  therefore  looked  upon  his  proposal  as  but 
a  poor  return  for  those  civilities  ;  especially  so,  as  he  had  made  it  with- 
out first  consulting  him.  Augustus  expostulated,  but  in  vain.  The 
Judge  was  inexorable,  and  would  listen  to  no  farther  arguments  upon 
the  subject.  Finding,  therefore,  that  his  attempts  were  miavailing,  and 
only  served  to  exasperate  the  Judge  —  who  put  on  a  most  fierce  frown, 
and  spoke  very  tragically  —  Augustus  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  in 
search  of  Kate,  to  whom  he  communicated  his  want  of  success.  He 
then  proposed  that  if  she  had  the  slightest  regard  for  him,  to  fly  at  once 
from  *  parental  tyranny,'  and  make  him,  without  farther  delay,  the 
happiest  man  alive,  by  .being  joined  in  the  holy  bonds  of  matrimony,  at 
a  neighboring  town :  to  go  thence  to  Philadelphia,  pass  the  honeymoon 
there ;  after  which,  they  would  return,  and  throw  themselves  at  her 
father's  feet,  and,  obtaining  his  forgiveness,  settle  down  quietly,  as  mar- 
ried people  should  do,  for  the  remainder  of  their  natural  lives.  He 
painted  the  delights  of  a  home  such  as  theirs  would  be,  in  very  much 
the  same  strain  as  that  in  which  Claude  Melnotte  described  his  to 
Pauline ;  and  represented  the  magnificent  estates  which  he  was  to 
inherit  from  his  father,  as  sufiicient  to  enable  them  to  live  in  courtly 
style. 

To  all  this,  Kate  gave  an  attentive  ear,  and  then  argued  very  sensi- 
bly against  a  compliance  with  his  request ;  but  she  was  sufiiciently 
versed  in  diplomacy  to  know  that  such  objections  would  but  serve  to 
render  him  only  the  more  importunate,  and,  after  along  discussion,  she, 
with  apparent  reluctance,  gave  a  silent  consent,  and  named  the  corre- 
sponding evening  of  the  following  week  as  the  one  on  which  the  elope- 
ment should  take  pla(».  Then,  bidding  him  '  good  night,'  she  cautionee 
him  not  to  venture  to  meet  her,  except  at  the  house  of  a  friend,  wherd 
all  the  preliminaries  could  be  arranged,  and  returned  to  her  guests, 
who  soon  after  separated,  and  the  party  ended. 


chapteb  poubtil 

*  Slender.  — '  I  came  }'onder  to  Eton  to  marrj  Mistress  ^Ynkb  Page,  .  .  .  and 
she 's  a  great,  lubberly  boy.* 

*  Pagk.  —  *  Upon  my  life,  then,  you  took  the  wronff.* 

*  Slender.  —  *  What  need  you  tell  me  of  that  ?  I  think  so,  when  I  took  a  boy  for  a  ^L 
If  I  had  been  married  to  him,  for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would  not  have  oad 
him.' 

*  Page.  — '  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly.  Did  I  not  tell  you  how  you  should  know  my 
daughter  by  her  garments  ? ' 

'  Slkxdbb.  —  '1  went  to  her  in  white  and  cried  mitm,  and  she  cried  budqetf  and  yet 
it  was  not  AJnnc,  but  a  post-master's  boy.'  Merbt  Wives  or  Wikdsor. 

During  the  week  following,  Augustus  complied  strictly  with  Kate's 
request,  to  meet  her  only  at  the  house  of  a  mend,  and  tiiere  fhey  ai^ 
ranged  all  the  joeparatioiis  for  the  flight. 


X^^ 
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Happy  Augustus '.  happy  iii  thine  iguoi&nce  of  tlie  man  irUch  is 
being  laid  foi  thco. 

■  Hiiico  ipior^noc  ia  bliss,  'tia  fi>IlT  to  bo  viae.' 

It  was  decided  that  oa  the  pioposcJ  evening,  a  carriage  Bhoold  be  in 
readiness  at  the  corner  of  a  street,  one  or  two  blocki  diitant  bota  the 
liQuSL',  and  that,  at  mid-nip:]it  precisely,  out  hero  should  make  hii  ap- 
pearance under  Kate'd  winilow,  give  a  sit;iial,  and  then  repair  to  the 
back-piazza  and  remain  in  cnnccniinent  till  her  appearance. 

Accordingly,  all  picliiniiiaries  hn\-ing  been  satisfactorily  arranged  on 
thn  proposed  evening,  the  ilarhiiess  of  which  \»-aB  relieved  only  b}- a  few 
stniKgliiig  stars,  Augustus  I'ilz  Clarence  Boobie,  in  a  bridal  suit  of  the 
fuiest  of  black  broadcloth,  a  vest  of  snowy  whilonoss,  and  the  oth» 
various  articles  of  hU  toilet  in  concspoiiding  style,  (all  of  which  had 
be  on  obtained  '  on  tick,")  Auguslii?  —  ecstatic  youth  —  proceeded  to  the 
rendezvous  luider  Kate's  winilow,  and,  iu  a  low  tone,  gave  the  precon- 
certed signal ;  the  ^vindow  was  taiecd  gently,  and  Kate,  in  a  whisper, 
asked  hitn  if  all  was  in  rcadiucra.  Being  answered  in  the  affirmatiTe, 
she  as  nuiscle^Iy  'doiiod  the  casement,  njid  Angustus,  on  tip-too,  has- 
tened to  the  back-  liazza,  at  one  cnil  of  which  was  a  trellis  covond 
with  honcysui-kles,  ju^t  behind  wliich  a  private  door  led  from  the  hall. 
B'.-hind  this  trclli!)  he  ensconced  Iiiiusclf.  trembling  with  excitement 
and  the  bold  step  he  was  about  taking,  and  all  impatience  to  be  beytud 
the  reach  of  imrsuit. 

A  few  moments  only  elapsed  when  the  door  slowly  and  silently 
tui'ucd  upon  its  hinges  ;  and  a  female  liiinri'.  enveloped  in  a  large  cloak 
and  closely  veiled,  emerged,  ^'he  paiil  notliiug,  but  silently  took  hia 
arm,  and  pointed  toward  the  gate  at  the  back  of  the  garden,  through 
which  they  were  to  pass.  Hiirr^iug  on,  they  sixm  reached  the  carriage  ; 
and  Augustus,  having  ha^j'i'tlii^  com|)auion  in,  look  his  seat  beudeher 
aud  bade  tha  driver  hii^ien  on.  His  ilinctions  were  obepd,  and  they 
were  soon  beyond  the  eonliuL-s  of  the  village,  in  which  not  a  light  waa 
visible.  Augustus'  hapgiiness  was  complete.  He  had  exceeded  his 
most  sanguine  hopes  :  and,  in  a  delirium  uf  joy,  he  clasped  the  gloved 
hand  of  his  comp.'.nion  and  pn.'sscd  it  to  liis  lips.  The  veiled  head 
soon  rented  upon  his  shoulder,  aiul  lie  endeavored  to  fathom  ita  impen» 
trability,  aiul  -  look  love  to  eyes '  which  he  fancied  would  '  speak  again ;' 
but  the  darkness  resisted  all  lus  attempts.  He  conld  see  notlung  but 
a  lighter  shade  where  the  sky  was  visible  through  the  coaeh-wiulow. 
But  it  was  enough  to  feet  titat  Kale  was  beside  him,  and  bam  her  hfi 
would  not  part,  at  least  until  sho  was  his  wedded  wife. 

On,  on  they  drove,  through  woodland  and  over  plaiiiB.  Hill  and 
dale  were  swiftly  passed,  and,  just  as  the  old  chunih-oliDck  was  latrikine 

two,  they  entered  the  village  of  G -.     The  dri--er  had  elaekaued  his 

speed  a  little,  that  no  suspicion  might  he  exoit*''  ^  -^  village,  and 
drovequiotly  up  to  the  hotel.     The  car    ^e-dmr  --n-f^^nulla- 

neously  with  that  of  the  hotel,  and  U  adlD^ 

them.    He  had  been  prenouilr  i  3  •€  j^~i 

them  to  a  private  w<*-it,  «        at  L jft- 

hearth.    Th*    -  "«  fr^         - 


ttjnitlia* 
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gaged,  and  the  landlord  went  at  once  to  summon  him.  Augustus  had 
intended  that  they  should  remain  as  short  a  time  as  possible  at  G  , 
and  then  hasten  on  to  the  railway  to  take  the  early  morning-train  for 
Philadelphia. 

The  landlord  at  length  returned,  accompanied  by  the  clergyman, 
who,  being  duly  introduced  to  the  parties,  commenced  an  exhortation 
upon  the  duties  of  the  state  matrimonial.  Augustus  listened  impa- 
tiently, and,  perceiving  that  there  was  no  immediate  prospect  of  a 
conclusion,  reminded  the  good  man  that  his  time  was  limited,  and 
desired  him  [to  f proceed  at  once  to  business.  He  accordingly  com- 
menced a  prayer,  by  way  of  preliminary,  which  threatened  to  be  of 
equally  long  duration,  and  Augustus  inwardly  muttered  anathemas 
upon  the  devoted  man's  head. 

At  length,  however,  he  drew  to  a  close,  after  taking  a  census  of  the 
world  in  general,  and  praying  *  for  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men,* 
and  then  requested  the  candidates  for  matrimony  to  make  ready  for 
the  ceremony.  The  lady  had  thus  far  kept  her  veil  closely  drawn 
over  her  features,  but,  at  the  request  of  the  clerg3rman,  made  prepara^ 
tions  to  remove  it. 

The  landlord  was  to  be  a  witness  to  the  ceremoity,  and  had  taken 
his  seat  by  the  side  of  the  minister.  While  waiting  for  his  companion 
to  divest  herself  of  bomiet  and  veil,  Augustus  fell  into  a  reverie,  and 
was  lost  ill  a  brown  study,  from  which  he  was  sudddenly  aroused  by  a 
burst  of  laughter  from  the  jolly  landlord.  What  could  be  the  matter  ? 
He  glanced  at  his  dress  inquiringly,  to  see  if  there  was  any  thing  there 
to  excite  these  demonstrations  of  mirth  ;  but  no,  there  was  not  a  spot 
or  blemish.  What,  then,  could  it  mean  ?  Another  and  another  peal 
of  merriment  caused  him  to  look  around,  and  —  oh  I  shade  of  Uncle 
Torn  I  ^^ll.•ll  think  you,  trenile  reader,  met  his  astonished  vision?  There 
stood  his  *  ro?//j)ai:no/i  du  voyage'  the  cue  whose  hand  he  had  pressed 
to  his  lij'S,  aii<l  into  whose  ears  he  had  breathed  such  vows  of  endless 
love  an(l  unchanjriner  fidelity  —  hut,  oh !  how  changed  I  She  to  whom, 
in  live  minutes  more  he  was  to  have  been  united  for  life,  was  meta- 
raorphcsi'd  into  a  youni^  necri'o  boy,  whose  height  and  figure  were  the 
countcrji.'irt  (<!*  Kate's  I  He  was  enveloped  still  in  tfie  cloak,  but  had 
removed  tlie  bonnet  and  veil,  and  stood  shaking  his  sides,  and  grinning 
as  only  a  darkey  can  grin,  while  Augustus  stood  completely  bewildered 
and  horror-.-trieken. 

•  Wah  wat  's  de  matter.  Massa  { '  quoth  Sambo  ;  '  I  specs  you  radder 
not  he  jined  in  de  l>ons  oh  mattermony  now,  eh  ?  1  golly  !  I  nebber 
hal)  a  /'/A  /  kis<  me  afore.  Wal,  I  guess  Massa  Lincoln  know  he  cards, 
and  >lissy  Kate,  she  nni  up  to  enniK  too.* 

Like  a  ihish  of  li^'htning  it  occurred  to  Augustus  that  he  had  been 
victimizcil.  Ho  ra\*ed  and  swore,  and  it  was  with  diificulty  that  the 
parson  and  landlord  *onld  ([niet  him.  At  length  his  passion  cooled 
down,  and  he  })aid  liis  bill,  (the  only  one  he  ever  was  known  to  be  guilty 
of  diseharL'inir,)  and  left  the  house. 

The  supposed  Kf>te  returned  in  the  carriage  the  next  Tnorning  to 

M .  hiiihly  ela'(^  with  the  exploit.     The  real  Kate  and  her  father 

laughed   heartily  at' the  success  of  their  plot,  and  felt  that  they  had 
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relieved  the  village  of  a  most  rdangerotiB  charafiter.  All  the  village 
was  agog  before  noon  with  a  thonsand-and-one  difierent  venionB  of  the 
story ;  but  all  praised  Kate's  ingenuity,  and  rejoiced  at  the  benefit  ihe 
had  conferred  upon  the  community  at  large. 

Then,  did  the  creditors  of  Augustus  hunt  up  their  aooonntB,  and  cry 
*  sold !  sold ! '  Then  was  the  sheriflT  consulted  ;  but  he  only  gravely 
shook  his  head,  and  said  all  was  in  vain,  for  our  hero  was  be^nd  the 
bounds  of  his  jurisdiction.  Then  did  he  who  had  rented  him  the 
office  repair  thither,  to  obtain  collateral  security  for  past  qoarten  still 
unpaid. 

Vain  search !  He  foimd  a  broken,  worn-out  trunk,  containing  three 
soiled  collars,  a  pair  of  false  moustaches,  an  antiquated  Bhoe^bmah,  a 
well-thumbed  pack  of  cards,  and  a  dilapidated  boot-jack.  All  other 
articles  had  vanished,  no  one  knew  whither. 

Our  hero  has  never  reappeared  upon  the  stage  of  M  ;  Btill,  he 

is  not  forgotten,  ^d  Kate  has  many  a  laugh  over  her  midnight  elope- 
ment witih  Augustus  Fitz  Clarence  Boobie.  Pmu  Yttaxt. 

Ann-ArboTy  JtftoA^  Aprils  18M. 


U     N     a      E      8 


TiTE  wind  is  not  at  rest : 
CJoming  and  going,  yet  a  thing  unseen, 
Leaving  its  tracory  where  no  sound  hath  been, 
On  with  the  fioklo  foot-steps  of  a  guest — 

No  rest,  no  rest  I 

Tlie  wave  is  not  at  rest: 
Morning,  and  noon,  and  night,  upon  the  shore, 
It  ever  moaneth  its  perpetual  roar, 
Its  voice  of  pleading,  and  its  deep  request 

For  rest,  for  rest. 

And  earth  is  not  at  rest ; 
But  wheels  forever  onward  through  the  skies, 
Murmuring  its  note  'mid  the  spheres'  harmonies: 
And,  looking  backward  where  its^oot  hath  pressed, 

Yeameth  for  rest. 

My  soul  is  not  at  rest: 
Forth'lrom  its  inner  chamber  comes  a  sigh, 
And  the  walls  echo  back  the  sad  reply 
To  the  Unsatisfied,  who  would  be  blest: 

*  No  rest,  no  rest  I' 

Yet  why,  my  soul,  depressed? 
E*en  now,  from  portals  of  yon  starry  aky, 
Prom  myriad  voices  comes  the  glad  reply, 
As  rapture  lulls  to  calm  my  weary  breast: 

*Bere  is  your  rest! ^ 
Aurora,  {IT.  F.)  o.  x*  F 
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We  are  all  artists — Qvery  one;' 

And  pictures,  from  each  heart  and  brain, 
Flow  out  from  mom  till  set  of  sun, 

From  twilight  until  mom  again. 
Our  fancies  tl^ugh  the  universe 

For  ever  wander,  picturing 
In  sea  and  sky,  in  heaven  and  earth, 

Some  quainter,  stranger,  newer  thing. 
Wo  see  the  statue  in  the  stone, 

The  picture  on  tho  canvas  bare; 
And  mould  the  forms  of  melody 

In  rapturo-song  and  solemn  prayer. 
Each  soul  an  airy  pencil  plies; 

And  ever  grows  the  glowing  hall 
Wliere  fancy's  golden  statues  rise, 

And  fancy's  glory-pictures  fall 
Our  bliss  to  come  is  imaged  there; 

Our  joys  and  loves,  our  hopes  and  fears, 
In  shapes  and  colors  that  defy 

Tho  art-eflacing  tread  of  years. 
The  faces  we  have  loved,  and  lost 

To  outward  sense,  are  Uving  there; 
^Vnd  memories  of  tlie  dear  and  dead 

Are  graven  in  our  thought  and  prayer. 

Wo  are  all  artists:  every  thing 

Some  fonn  or  picture  gives  or  takes: 
Each  atom  of  tho  universe 

Pa'ccives,  or  its  impression  makes. ^ 
Tli<>  river  holds  the  inargy  grass 

latleott'd  in  its  silver  breast; 
Tho  (K'cau  hea<l-lan(.rs  mighty  brow 

Is  (.11  tlie  ocean's  face  impressed; 
Tho  sun  i>aiiits  shadows  ever^'whcre; 

(lives  shrub,  leaf,  flower,  and  grain  their  hue; 
Clivf'S  to  the  p«ach  its  purple  rind, 

'I'o  inf»niiii<;-ii:lories,  heaven's  own  hue; 
And  lonu'"  helnre  the  Latmian  reeds 

rhaniicd  sht'phcrds  in  the  orient  7X)ne, 
Tlit,"  winds  made  nmsic  in  the  trees 

And  ^'rasses,  (»f  melodious  tone: 
And  >»irds  are  oMcr  sinj^TS,  far, 

Than  artb^ts  of  our  mortal  state; 
And  earlier  tliau  the  birds,  heaven's  stars 

San:^  o't-r  cn.'ation's  mom  elate! 
Xo  sountMias  die<l  that  ever  woke; 

N«)  color  lost  a  tint  or  hue; 
Xo  lorm,  but  in  some  artist -soul 

Still  lives,  as  fair  a.s  first  it  crew; 
And  evrrvwhtTe,  to  Xatuke's  face. 

Ai'.r  li'.'lds  her  mimic  hand  and  glass. 
And,  curious,  Timk's  processions  scans, 

And  paints  tho  ages  as  they  pass. 
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Wo  are  all  artifsta — every  one; 

And  nature  is  the  fioul  of  art : 
Sense,  substance,  spirit^  all  are  hers : 

Fomi,  color,  only,  aro  our  part. 
.     And  God  the  poul  of  nature  is; 

And  God  is  in  us — in  all  things: 
Tlio  universe  his  instniinent, 

He,  maker,  master  of  its  strings. 
And  what  we  picture,  Ix?  it  sonjr, 

Or  melody,  or  cftlor,  furm, 
Or  statue  mocking  life  its*.'lf, 

Rich  breathes  with  njilure's  spirit  wonn: 
AU  waking  visioiw,  all  our  da'ams, 

"When  sleep  has  veiled  the  outer  sense, 
Are  shapes  of  nature,  mingled  with 

The  Is'FiNiTE — OmxipotenceI 
Not  wo  the  cunning  hand  inspire; 

Not  wo  the  fancy  move  or  still, 
And  thoughts  come  trooping  through  our  bnuns 

From  higher  sources  than  our  will. 
Our  souls  within  a  greater  S<jul, 

Obedient,  revolve  and  turn : 
Our  minds  within  a  mightier  \fi\D, 

In  Natltie's  schools  their  lesisons  Icnm; 
Learn  all  their  art,  and  evermore 

From  ago  to  age  their  themes  rehearse, 
And  sit  by  sounding  sea  and  shore, 

As  echoes  of  tlie  universe  1  GL  D.  Stuakt. 


WHAT     MY     THOUGUTS     WERE. 

I  HAVE,  this  evening,  been  listening  to  a  most  beautiful  piece  of 
music,  and  in  recalling  the  calm,  exquisite  feelings  of  delight,  which  I 
experienced  during  the  performance,  I  cannot  resist  an  expiesrion  of 
wonder,  that  so  many  should  be  bom,  and  live,  and  db,  without  erer 
having  listened  to,  and  been  enraptured  with,  the  music  that  is  con- 
tinually around  them. 

It  is  not  in  the  concert-room  alone,  that  our  souls  aie  moved  by  the 
'  concourse  of  sweet  sounds  ;*  the  spirit-music  is  with  us  in  the  fieldsi 
by  the  running  brook,  by  the  waterfall,  on  the  deck  of  a  frail  bark, 
with  the  mighty  deep  beneath  us,  and  a  twin  flood  of  golden  sunlight 
abovo  and  around  us.  It  is  with  us  in  the  hey-day  of  youth ;  in  the 
midst  of  the  stnigorles  and  vicissitudes  of  manhood  ;  and  it  lingers  in 
the  dim,  calm  twilight,  around  the  bedside  of  the  aged,  holy  man,  as 
ho  awaits  the  coming  of  his  Father's  messenger. 

What  a  grand  and  solemn  fantasia  is  a  life  !  Hark !  the  low,  thrill- 
ing prelude,  that  announces  the  opening  of  that  master  composition, 
Man !  How  it  touches  our  very  heart  of  hearts  with  its  tender,  hopeful. 
and  yet  apprehensive  melody !  It  speaks  to  us  of  opening  buds,  of 
blossoms,  of  trembling  anxiety,  of  ambition  realized.  Anon,  there  is  t 
change ;  the  strain  grows'bolder.  Now  the  movement  is  rapid,  joyoos. 
Our  pulse  quickens  with  the  memory  of  scenes  gone  by.  How  did 
every  thing  seem  bright  to  us  when  we  had  entered  upon  the  seooad 
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movement  of  our  life  I  How  did  we  scorn  the  thought  of  unkindness  — 
treachery  in  our  fellow-man  I  As  we  rememher  the  pictures  we  placed 
before  our  mental  vision,  of  successful  strife  in  the  world,  of  manly 
enterprise,  and  how  our  bosomi^  throbbed  with  the  first  emotions  of  that 
holiest  part  of  our  nature,  love ;  as  we  remember  how  we  watched 
with  increasing  vigilance,  lest  our  playmate  should  become  our  success- 
ful rival ;  how  we  burned  with  indignant  grief,  that  in  vain  attempted 
to  appear  indifierent,  when  we  fancied  we  were  supplanted  in  the 
affections  of  her  who  was  far  brighter  and  ptirer  to  us  than  any  angel 
our  young  imagination  had  ever  conceived  of;  and  how  at  last  Sie 
lapse  of  time  enabled  us  gradually  to  forget  the  vehemence  of  our  feel- 
ings, and  to  think  her  interesting  simply  because  we  have  been  inter- 
ested ;  we  sigh,  and  start  to  find  that  the  strain  has  become  fast  — 
loud  —  energetic.     We  are  fadrly  launched  on  the  aUegro. 

Now  begins  the  struggle  for  life,  for  success,  for  eminence.  There 
are  those  who  were  performers  at  the  commencement,  who  have  already 
finished  their  part.  There  is  nothing  more  for  them  but  rest ;  the 
turning  of  a  leaf  will  show  the /?7ia/e  to  more  of  the  band,  but  still  the 
strain  moves  on.  It  tells  us  of  efforts,  severe  'and  long  continued ;  of 
partial  success ;  of  trembling  anxiety  ;  of  disappointment ;  of  prostra- 
tion ;  of  blank  despair.  It  tells  us  how  those  who  were  our  friends  in 
brighter  days,  have  looked  coldly  on  us  in  our  adversity.  It  tells  us 
how  we  have  groaned,  and  wept,  to  think  that  our  second,  our  dearer 
self  should  be  dragged  down  with  us  in  our  fall ;  how  our  appeals  to 
friends  for  aid,  for  sympathy,  have  been  met  by  *  sincere  and  disinter- 
ested advice  ;*  how  the  proud  spirit  has  chafed  under  the  cutting 
kindness  ;  and  how  our  heart's  comforter,  our  angel  of  peace,  has  com- 
forted us,  bid  us  be  of  good  cheer,  and  has  herself  set  us  the  bright 
example.  It  tells  us  how  our  gentle  monitor  has  excited  within  us 
renewed  hope ;  prompted  us  to  renewed  exertion ;  and  how,  at  last, 
complete  success  Has  crowned  our  exertions. 

And  now,  what  a  cheering  melody  awaits  us;  how  sweet  is  the 
change ;  how  do  our  hearts  bound  wiUi  gratitude,  to  the  Giver  of  all 
good  I  Now  the  music  of  our  life  is  even,  graceful,  soothing ;  reminding 
us  of  kind  fiiends,  of  a  cheerful  home,  where  hearts  hold  sweet  com- 
munion with  hearts,  and  where  all  is  love,  calm  and  ineffable ;  of  a 
past  remembered  without  regret ;  of  a  future  anticipated  without  fear. 
Ah  1  how  sweet  would  be  our  life,  could  this  be  the  one  measure  of 
existence.  But  alas!  change  is  written  on  the  face  of  all  things 
earthly.  A  strange  foreboding  comes  over  ub,  as  the  now  fitful,  varjring 
harmony,  sweeps  surging  past  us.  It  grows  more  and  more  plaintive, 
until  at  last,  it  breaks  out  so  mournful,  so  despairing,  that  we  shrink 
back  appalled.  Alas  I  she,  who  was  to  one  of  us  tibe  companion  of 
many  years,  the  soother  of  many  sorrows ;  she,  without  whom  every 
joy  would  be  cheerless,  lies  stricken  by  the  fell  destroyer.  Now,  indeed, 
does  the  soul  struggle  with  its  inward  agony.  Now,  how  does  all  seem 
dark  and  dreary  as  he  watches  the  fadmg  cheek,  the  sunken  eye,  that 
even  in.  death  gleams  with  affection  on  her  heart's  keeper  1  How  do 
his  temples  throb  with  anguish  as  he  sees  the  desponding  faces  of 
friends,  whose  consqlation  even  is  misery  —  despair!    Hark !  the  music 
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of  her  life  is  nearly  done !  How  faint !  What  a  tender  melancholy 
breathes  in  every  tone !  As  he  listens,  how  does  his  grief  overcome  all 
control !  See  hLcn,  how  he  flings  his  hands  aloft,  in  wild  supplication ! 
Save,  oh !  save  her !  One  mournful  chord,  and  the  tired  spirit  has 
winged  its  flight,  to  join  the  heavenly  eternal  anthem.  Oh !  what  a 
relief  in  those  tears  !  How  does  the  broken  spirit  pour  forth  in  drops  of 
anguish!  how  docs  the  bereaved  turn  from  all  consolation,  until  he 
hears  the  music  of  his  own  immortal  being,  turning  his  thoughts 
toward  his  own  heart,  that  has  gone  up  in  her  keeping !  Brother,  thy 
heart  is  with  an  angel  now ;  oh !  bo  patient  until  the  meeting. 

The  sweet  strains  of  peace,  of  holy  resignation,  have  cidmed  the 
troubled  spirit,  and  he  awaits  the  close  of  hu  last  movement,  silently, 
prayerfully.  Little  more  of  change  is  there  for  him.  There  is  nooght 
but  the  same  calm,  low,  soothing  strain  that  even  now  we  hear.  Yet 
it  is  even  sweeter  than  the  first  sounds  which  greeted  him.  They  told 
of  awakening,  of  blossom ;  but  these  tell  of  a  ripe,  a  full  iruition ;  of 
maturity ;  of  the  journey  accomplished.  Yet  still  it  flows  on,  growing 
softer,  more  plaintive,  more  heavenly,  until  in  the  dim,  calm  twilight, 
we  sec  him  awaiting  the  coming  of  his  Father's  messenger.  There  is 
now  no  grief  in  his  bosom ;  earth  does  not  appear  dark  or  dreary.  The 
consolations  of  friends  are  now  sweet  to  the  parting  spirit.  Naught  is 
now  aroimd  him  but  peace,  a  calm  and  holy  peace.  The  music  of  his 
life  grows  fainter  as  he  watches  1  lie  slowly  declining  day.  His  awaken- 
ing shall  take  place  with  Nature's  sleep.  Fainter  and  fainter  grows 
the  music  as  the  exulting  t^pirit  prepares  to  wing  its  flight.  The  last 
chord  is  trembling ;  it  fades  —  fades !    The  old  man  sleeps! 

y^oju  or  Casxzxtov. 


.^LlILK      O'KR       THEi/DEAr 


BY  jr.NNT  MAESn. 


Smtle  oVr  tho  <lo:»«l, 
i"iii'I^>  biu.'k  thy  will  J  sornnv 
Tliv  ilfi-ad  of  iho  iimrmw. 

l>r»vjrv  und  1«»iia 
"Wlu-n  lh«»n  wilt  K»  mUMnu 

<>m'  that  is  i.i»iio; 
Ii;ii  itxvsK  tho  whllo  br«w 
M««ri<  tomU'rly  now, 

And  tliaiik'thy  kind  Fatusb 

¥*<T  calling  hor  lionio. 


Llrt  tho  cold  haniK 
And  f.'la>j>  tho  whito  flncora, 
A<  if  thoro  stlH  llncorcd' 

Wf'liiiino  fortluf. 
<"*h  !  flji*«]»  tlu'in  iiirti\»  wamily, 

Tiionfrh  ioy  they  b»\ 
Frr  thfV  hnvo  Xn-on  n«  at  theo, 
To  roniiiirl  and  chtvr  thoo, 

AVhi'H  tljy  bnrk  was  wreckinir 

A;ar  «>n  the  wa. 


Smilo  on  tlic  dead ; 
Y»v»,  smlK-  vrhon  jo  inlsa  her  — 
That  pim\  senile  rister : 

Wctp  that yt atiiy, 
To  ]>o  bnt  a  mourner 

Of  a  dark  day. 
Bnt  voam  in  thy  wcaknew 
For  ficT  hc^y  meoknesai 
And  her  ancel  spirit 

To  guard  thoo  tXvenj. 


Smile  oVr  the  deail ; 
Not  thine  be  the  vrceplns 
OVr  one  that  Is  sleeping 

irnbunloned  of  care ; 
Nor  chide  thy  heart's  yearning 

To  rest  by  her  there; 
But  nnlle  o  er  the  pillow 

Of  her  that  is  bk«t. 
And  a:ik  God  to  call  thro 

'A'Ikcn  He  thlnfceUi  benL 
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8TA0E    EFFECTS. 


The  halt  was  of  long  enough  duration  to  change  horses,  and  the  air 
of  the  eil-wagon.  The  latter  operation  was  conducted  exclusively  by 
John  Bull,  who  was  for  leaping  out  in  an  instant,  and  poking  about  in 
pursuit  of  ventilation  with  an  energy  that  would  have  won  him  honor 
in  a  better  cause. 

Having  flung  wide  both  doors,  through  which  the  clouds  streamed 
forth  as  if  impelled  by  the  conflagration  of  a  bam  —  giving  forth  the 
efflu\ia  of  a  Cuban  plantation  —  he  went  within  doors  to  visit  the  beer 
of  the  country y  which  was  somewhat  of  the  stalest.  Meantime,  the 
Prussian  applied  himself  to  overhauling  one  of  his  trunks,  in  which  he 
assured  us  he  had  stowed  away  several  pounds  of  some  fine  contraband 
tobacco.  His  stock  having  given  out  during  the  last  two  miles,  through 
the  agency  of  his  wonderful  pipe,  rendered  this  fiesh  acquisition  essen* 
tial  to  his  happiness.  He  dealt  it  around  with  grave  good-humor,  mak- 
ing the  Frenchman  and  myself  the  liberal  presents  of  two  short,  crooked 
pipes,  with  which  to  test  the  excellence  of  the  vaunted  weed.  Picture 
the  surprise  of  the  Briton  when  he  reappeared,  smacking  his  lips  and 
buttoning  his  upper-Benjamin,  picture  his  foolish  face,  while  he  stood 
before  the  reinforcement  of  the  cloud-compellers!  A  hunter  in  the* 
West,  who  has  blundered  into  a  group  of  Sioux  in  one  of  their  noctur- 
nal councils  with  the  calumet,  could  hardly  have  evinced  more  perfect 
consternation. 

*  Hah  I  at  it  again,  I  see,'  began  he,  in  a  tone  that  sounded  quite 
sepulchral,  though  no  doubt  intended  to  be  pleasant ;  while  two  great 
bottles  clinked  chorus  from  the  depths  of  his  tail-pockets. 

'Sapristi!  ga  va  mieux^  chuckled  the  Gaul,  handing  over  the  resi- 
duum stock  of  his  execrable  segars  to  the  postillion,  by  way  of  'pour- 
boire,  while  his  eyes  twinkled  most  evilly  at  our  hero  through  a  volu- 
minous burst  of  smoke  from  his  new  mouth-piece.  *  I  have  long  pined 
for  a  pipe,"  added  he. 

And  now  en  route  once  more.  A  few  easy  pulls  at  the  great  Prus- 
sian's pipe  (which  discharged  about  as  much  smoke  each  round  as  a 
small  field-piece)  speedily  rendered  the  quality  of  air  as  vaporous  ai 
before.  But,  to  the  Frenchman's  evident  disappointment,  his  vis-ortu^ 
John  Bull,  now  appeared  rather  less  disconsolate,  and  iji  rather  better  caad 
than  previously  to  the  halt.  The  two  bottles  speedily  (dinked  forth  from  • 
.their  hiding-holes,  and  the  fortunate  possessor  recommenced  the  work 
of  refreshment  and  recuperation,  with  many  an  amorous  kissthat  absorbed 
the  neck  of  each  by  turns.  I  confess  that  his  proceedings  were,  to  me, 
an  unbounded  revelation  of  the  capabilities  of  human  hunger,  thirst, 
and  tension.    But  to  see  him  come  forth  fresh  and  ekary  after  having 
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drainod  six  bottles  of  ditfercnt  wines,  perplexed  and  chagrined  the  son 
of  Gaul  beyond  measure. 

'  Monsieur  appears  to  enjoy  his  repast/  began  he,  breaking  a  watch- 
ful silence,  with  a  displeased  glance  at  each  morsel  ajs  it  was  consigned 
to  its  voracious  bourne. 

*  Eh .'  *  said  the  franc  vtmirdi,  imbibing  a  deep-dyed  liquid  with  a 
snirirling  sound,  and  instantly  afterward  striking  his  repeater  sharply. 
■  You  have  reason,  Monsieur,  and  so  have  I.  I  tell  you,  gentlemen, 
that,  for  one,  I  can  't  help,  when  I  reflect  upon  my  actual  condition, 
avowiiijr  myself  perfectly  happy.  AVhy,  just  consider  :  here  am  I,  in 
the  1  lower  of  my  age,  in  the  enjoyment  of  perfect  health,  free  of  re- 
s])on.sibilities,  and  absolutely  independent.  Beside  this,  I  am  a  man  of 
much  experience  ;  I  conmiand  respect,  am  opulent  and  lucky  in 
love  and  the  world  generally.  Ought  I  not  to  be  passably  well 
satisfied ' ' 

*  Fckin  !  '  muttered  the  Pole. 

*  Saute  Marquis!  you  reason ^like  the  late  P}'thagoras,'  rejoined 
the  ])orridious  Frenchman,  with  the  slightest  inflection  of  sarcasm  in 
his  voice.  *  Evidently,  Monsieur  a  du  foi?i  dans  ses  bottes.  As  fiar 
noffs  autreSy  poor  devils,  we  are  driven  to  employ  a  very  difierent  phi- 
losophy. A  Pole  is  no  favorite  of  Plutus,  and  a  Frenchman  may  claim 
the  i^rivilege  of  the  poor  traveller  in  Juvenal.  *  CanttU  vacuus  coram  la- 
tnmr  viator.^  For  such  as  us,  ardor,  address,  and  audacity  suffice  ;  la 
rtrit.ahh'.  Providence  i^i-bas  c'est  yious-memcSy  is  the  best  of  our  belief. 
To  be  born  a  Briton  is  toiUe  autre  cJiose.' 

'Ahem  I '  replied  the  dupe  of  self-importance,  emboldened  into  a  new 
attempt  upon  the  window  ;  but  the  inevitable  pudgy  hand  went  forth 
asraiii,  and  Tantalus  fell  back  one  more.  Une  mortui  silence.  *  Sir,' 
inquired  he,  blandly,  of  the  old  monster,  '  may  I  be  allowed  to  know 
where  you  bought  the  band  upon  your  cap  I  * 

*  In  Wien,  Monsieur  ;  why  I ' 

'  I  had  hoped  it  was  in  Switzerland,  because  I  have  engaged  a  Steiss 
to  travel  with  me,  and  for  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  purchase  him  a  suit- 
able liver}'  in  these  primitive  parts.  Now  that  band  caught  my  eye  as 
soon  as ^ 

He  paused  as  if  a  paralysis  had  at  that  moment  stricken  the  roots 
of  his  tongue.  "Well,  indeed,  might  he  I  and  may  heaven  deliver  me 
from  ever  again  encountering  the  baleful  look  winch  those  epmsi  pig- 
lead  eves  shot  forth !  I  think  he  showed  his  teeth  :  certain  I  am  that 
Ills  pipe  cracked ;  smoke  issued  from  his  nose  in  a  dark  stream. 

It  was  an  Ossianique  spectacle  to  see  the  old  monster  stirred  up  in 
the  caverns  of  his  wrath.  We  all  started  with  some  emotion  ;  even  the 
phlegmatic  Prussiann  drew  himself  more  erectly,  while  the  insulaire 
seemed  actually  to  slink  into  half  his  size. 

'  For  God's  sake,'  whispered  he  to  his  vis-a^is^  '  let  him  know  that 
I  meant  nothing  at  all  —  that ' 

'Fcut-etre,'  supplied  the  Frank,  drily,  *mais  soyez  tranquUle,  num 
dmve.* 

For  an  eternal  minute  of  exquisite  horror  did  anger  seem  to  reek  and 
(Escape  through  all  the  pores  of  the  ugly  Austrian.      Happily,  his  was 
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one  of  those  tight-rope  characters  which  either  soon  break  or  lose  elas- 
ticity. At  the  very  verge  of  spontaneous  combustion,  which  threatened 
his  very  existence,  his  pipe  broke^  or  rather  exploded,  with  kdat,  A 
charm  was  the  efiect.  Q^uick  as  thought  was  calm  restored  ;  reason 
resumed  its  empire,  and  the  old  Hyrcanian  tiger  became  a  (comparative) 
lamb. 

It  was  a  lesson,  however,  of  which  our  hero  would  have  been  wise 
to  provoke  no  repetition.  But  man  is  an  animal  which  instructs  itself 
only  by  its  own  actual  experience.  The  entire  record  of  his  chuckle- 
headed  contumaciousness  yet  remains  to  be  written. 

As  we  were  within  a  few  miles  of  the  next  relay,  he  stooped  down 
to  draw  on  a  pair  of  boots  which  had  lately  been  discarded  in  favor  of 
a  pair  of  furred  slippers.  This  manceuvre  he  went  through  not  with- 
out mucli  hauling,  pulling,  tugging,  and  intermittent  jerks,  which  gave 
rise  to  a  series  of  internal  struggles,  sighs,  convulsions,  and  rending 
groans.  His  exertions  seemed  intensified  by  the  narrow  field  of  their 
operation.  The  veins  of  his  temples  were  knotted,  and  his  cheeks  were 
deep  maroon.  Now,  it  so  happening  that  the  Pole  took  it  into  his 
head  at  the  same  time  to  try  the  same  experiment  on  his  own  feet  with 
his  old  military  top-boots,  the  two  prancing  gentlemen  were  jolted  into 
a  brisk  collision ;  in  the  course  of  which  a  top-boot  descended  with  great 
impetus  upon  the  toes  of  our  hero,  who  instantly  broke  silence  with  a 
suppressed  howl. 

'  Pardon,  Monsieur  I '  remarked  the  mUitaire,  quietly  surveying  his 
victim,  without  desisting  from  his  employment. 

There  arc  some  modes  in  which  one's  toes  may  be  assaulted  with 
comparative  impunity.  *  Understand  me,  atrocious  Sir,  whom  I  see 
stroking  your  moved  moustaches,  it  is  always  a  dire  misdeed,  and  far 
from  mc  bo  it  to  detract  a  tittle  from  its  enormity.  What  I  would  in- 
timate is  merely  that  the  scrape,  the  trip,  and  the  faux  pas  are  among- 
the  lightest  forms  of  this  heaviest  of  all  social  misdemeanors.  But,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  deliberate  tread  of  a  person  retreating  upon  you 
imtil  his  unmitigated  heel  settles  with  the  emphasis  of  a  corner-stone 
upon  the  three  minor  toes  of  your  favorite  fiiot,'  is,  of  all  the  little  mise- 
ries of  life,  the  hardest  to  excuse.  Confident  am  I,  that,  had  the  an- 
cients worn  modem  miUtary  boots,  instead-of  their  downy  buskins,  they 
would  hardly  have  failed  to  enumerate  this  press-pimishment  in  the  list 
of  infernal  torments.  On  earth,  at  least,  it  leems  as  if  nothing  short 
of  the  instantaneous  prostration  of  the  body  of  the  aggressor  can  ap- 
pease your  anguish.  Now,  precisely  of  the  last-mentioned  form  was 
the  action  I  relate.  The  iron  heel  fixed  upon  the  three  toes  in  question, 
and  ground  down  upon  them  with  all  the  rancor,  as  it  were,  of  an  old 
grudge.  No  wonder  if  the  maddened  Bull  conceived,  with-  a  wince^ 
that  the  ofi^-hand  apology  wanted  the  weight  of  the  ofiencet 

'  Pardon,  Monsieur,'  repeated  the  Pole,  this  time  pausing  with  a  per- 
functory and  reedy  bow,  and  looking  the  other  very  deliberately  in  the 
eyes. 

'  Monsieur  TAnglais,  t  have  twice  done  you  the  honor  to  ofier  an 
apology  quite  comme  UfatU,  You  are  the  proper  judge  of  its  efficiency. 
But  if  any  other  reparation  can  be  rendered,  you  have  but  to  allude  to 
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it,'  and  forthwith  he  drew  out  his  card  with  practised  ease  and  ^ace. 
It  mav  be  remarked  that  under  their  faultless  exterior  of  urbanity,  the 
Poles  still  preserve  a  leaveu  of  the  savage  and  barbarian.  In  the  dis- 
play of  their  politeness,  as  well  as  in  the  ardor  of  their  resentments, 
they  constantly  betray  their  extraction  of  Scythian  and  Sarmatian — the 
Sarmntorum  virtus  vchiti  extra  ipsos,  of  which  Tacitus  has  spoken. 

*  C^cst  a  dire'  rejoined  the  Bull  warmly,  *  that  you  are  perfectly 
ready  to  shoot  me  through  the  head  for  being  too  sensible  to  your 
demonstration  on  my  feet.  I  do  not  doubt  you,  sir.  Nor  shall  I  soon 
forget  the  sh(X)tuig  jxiins  you  have  occasioned  me  already.* 

After  tliis  despairing  attempt  at  calembourg,  which  was  received 
witli  a  rire  jnune  all  round,  the  valiant  victim  sat  down  with  a  fine 
specitnon  of  side-scowl  on  his  brow,  and  commenced  humming  a  north- 
easterly air  at  the  resounding  window. 

The  window  is  doubtless  an  admirable  subterfuge  for  one  who  is  pro- 
voked ;  but  whom  good-breeding  obliges  to  restrain  himself.  Thither 
you  may  retire  with  aU  the  pent-up  wrath  of  Acliilles  in  your  burning 
bosom ;  and,  without  being  guilty  of  actual  rudeness,  is  there  not  a 
diabolical  deli<rht  in  turning  your  supercilious  back  upon  the  bafiied 
foes  who  would  amioy  you  i  There  may  you  sit,  as  in  a  magic  circle  — 
your  eyes  apparently  engaged  in  watching  the  outer  world ;  albeit 
their  vision  is  inverted  and  immersed  in  the  unwholesome  recesses  of 
your  own  brooding  soul.  There  is.  indeed,  *  no  speculation  in  such 
eyes.'  Yet  you  feel  that  your  action  is  comprehended,  and  this  is  secret 
consolation — oh !  how  sweet ! 

But  then,  the  window  should  be  oj^n.  Now,  the  ph3^iology  of  the 
window  of  our  history  was  the  reverse  of  open  ;  as  I  believe  1  have 
hinted  half-a-dozen  times  already.  Moreover,  every  time  the  etourdi 
had  hitherto  ventured  in  favor  of  a  change,  an  inevitable  hand  had 
interfered  to  mEuntain  the  casement  in  statu  quo.  But  by  tliis  time 
there  was  no  concealing  the  fact  that  Jolm  Bull  was  as  replete  with 
beer,  wine,  cofiee,  comftts,  cognac,  pate,  and  tobacco-smoke,  as  the 
interior  of  any  cstaynuiet  in  the  faujcbourss  of  Paris.  Like  his  great 
royal  compatriot,  the  narrator  of  battles  was  long  since  thoroughly  dis- 
gusted with  these  '  weak  pijjing  times  of  peace,*  in  which  at  present 
he  moved  and  had  his  being.  Certes,  it  was  made  manifest  that  how- 
ever valiant  and  fluent  in  deeds  of  battle,  the  Bull  was  at  present  as 
little  of  a  hero  as  gentle  King  Jamie,  who  under  similar  circumstances 
declared,  that  if  the  devil  ever  came  to  see  him,  he  would  give  him  & 
pipe  to  sinoke.  His  dry  cough  and  sneeze  resembled  the  embryo  efibrta  of 
an  infant  volcano.  What  with  the  eliects  of  rage  and  his  other  miseiieft 
he  was  fain  once  more  to  adhibit  a  breath  of  pure  air  upon  his  dete- 
riorated lungs.  No  one  was  looking,  except  the  Frenchman,  who  never 
released  his  quarry  from  his  falcon  glance.  So,  with  aa  aetkn  tbs 
ra])id  dexterity  of  which  a  juggler  might  haye  enried,  tbe  Boll  now 
again  elevated  the  pane  which  closed  out  his  happin— ,  ^daad  ke 
had  temptation.  ij* 

If? 
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We  haye  hitherto  abstained  from  any  allwrion,  in  tiuM  pages,  to  the 
mooted  question  as  to  the  lost  Bombon  Prince,  althoof^  we  hare  Tead  ijhe 
arguments  for  and  against  the  assumption  that  we  have  a  real  'Booribon 
ainon^  us.*  A  correspondent,  however,  as  he  oonceires  with  entire  impaiv 
tiality  in  the  matter,  has  sent  us  ^A  Charge  to  the  Jury  qf  the  Puhlie  in 
the  J><>ii]fhin  Case^^  which  wo  lay  at  once  before  our  readers.  The  opinion 
of  '01(1  Knick/  C.  J.,  in  the  mean  time,  is  'reserved': 

'  Disclaiming  auy  belief  in  its  political  importance,  we  purpose  to  teriew  this  histo- 
rical (jiiestiun.  As  a  romance,  it  baa  become  tedious :  dignified  as  a  question  of  bistoiy, 
it  must  uhvays  possess  interest  Upon  it,  we  intend  to  proffer  no  theory,  and  to  express 
no  opinion.  The  rival  parties  bare  bad  tbeir  claims  elaborately  argued  by  able  adro- 
catcA,  and  the  evidcDce  u^n  wbicb  each  rests  is  in  a  form  easily  to  be  examined.  As> 
Sliming  ourselves  competent  to  extract  its  leading  points,  we  intend  to  sum  up  ibis 
case,  und  lay  down  the  kw  and  the  facts  for  the  deoisioB  of  that  jury  known  as  Public 
Opinion. 

<  Singularly,  these  works,  written  without  oollosion,  and  from  the  most  0|^iOiite 
motives,  appear  at  the  same  time.  Singularly,  too,  the  writers  are  adroeates  ralhsr 
than  historians.  Koch  claims  to  be  laboring  to  establish  an  historical  truth,  buteadi  is 
only  a  counsellor  engaged  in  trying  a  great  historical  cause.  They  labor  without  foe 
or  reward.  The  client  of  the  one  sleeps  in  the  obscure  oemeteiy  St  Maiguerite:  that 
of  the  other  toils  in  the  wilderness  of  the  new  world,  to  save  the  sools  of  a  race  mined 
and  A)rsiiken. 

'And  lirst,  a»  \o  the  law.  There  are  two  kinds  of  eridenoe:  poiftiTe  and  dreiui- 
stantial.  Positive  is  that  which  establishes  afact  directly,  without  the  aid  of  surround- 
ing circuiTistances.  Circumstantial  is  that  which  establishes  a  ftet  by  establishing 
circuin>«tances  from  which  the  fact  roust  be  inferred.  If  a  num  is  found  in  a  room,shot 
throM;^h  the  heart,  and  a  witness  swears  that  he  was  in  an  adjoining  hall  .and  saw  the 
prisoner  iire  the  shot,  this  evidence  is  positire.    If  one  witness  swears  that  the  shot 
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could  not  have  been  fired  by  the  deceased,  a  second  that  the  sound  of  a  shot  was  heard 
in  that  room  at  a  certain  hour,  a  third  that  at  that  hour  the  prisoneFwas  seen  tearing 
the  premises,  a  fourth  that  a  pistol  recently  discharged  was  found  upon  the  prisoner, 
and  a  fifth  that  the  prisoner  bore  ill-feeling  toward  the  deceased :  this  evidence  would 
be  circumstantial.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  latter  has  been  found  the  safest  and  the 
surest.  The  reason  is,  that  where  a  fact  depends  directly  upon  the  statement  of  a  witness^ 
all  depends  upon  his  memory,  his  correctness,  and  his  truthfulness.  ^  the  cue  we  are 
considering,  the  position  of  M.  Beauchesxe  depends  almost  wholly  on  positive  ovideooe : 
that  of  Mr.  IIaxson  almost  wholly  upon  circumstantial. 

'Where  evidence  is  conflicting,  a  jury  must  do  one  of  three  things:  Firstly,  fhey 
must  reconcile  it:  or,  secondly,  they  must  believe  one  of  the  witnesses  mistaken:  or, 
thirdly,  they  must  believe  one  of  the  witnesses  perjured.  The  jury  must  resort  to 
these  in  their  order,  and  it  is  only  whore  the  facts  imperatively  require  it  that  peijoiy 
will  be  imputed.  To  illustrate :  should  two  witnesses  testify  that  they  saw  the  prisoner 
at  a  certain  hour  on  a  certain  day,  the  one  at  the  Battery  and  the  other  at  Union-Sqiiuie, 
there  would  be  a  contradiction.  But  should  the  first  add  that  ho  saw  the  prisoner  get- 
ting into  a  Broadway  omnibus,  we  would  reconcile  these  statements  by  supposiDg  a 
slight  error  as  to  time.  Should,  however,  the  second  witness  testify  that  he  saw  the 
prisoner  at  Washington,  we  would  be  compelled  to  think  one  of  them  mistaken  as  to 
the  man.  Should  the  witnesses  aver  that  they  each  knew  the  prisoner  intimately,  that 
they  spoke  to  him,  and  that,  as  before,  on  a  certain  day  and  at  a  certain  hour,  ho  was  at 
two  diflfercut  places,  the  facts  would  be  irreconcilable,  a  mistake  not  presumably  and 
one  or  the  other  of  the  witnesses  guilty  of  perjury.  In  juflging  of  testimony,  the  jury 
will  test  it  by  its  weight  and  character :  Unites  jXfnJerantur  twn  Tirumerantur,  it  the  maxim 
that  will  g<.)vern. 

'And  now,  as  to  the  facts.  In  every  case  there  are  some  facts  upon  which  the  parties 
agree.  In  this  one,  they  agree  in  the  goncral  outline,  up  to  a  certain  day.  That  day  is 
the  thirty-first  of  May,  1795.  According  to  the  one,  Louis  Seventeenth  continued  in 
his  prison  imtil  the  eighth  of  June  following,  and  then  died.  According  to  the  other, 
Louis  Seventeenth  was  removed  about  the  first  of  June,  and  another  child  substituted 
in  his  ])lucc.  It  is  the  ofGce  of  M.  Beauciiksn'k  to  establish  the  death  of  Louis  Seven- 
teenth ill  the  Temple,  and  the  office  of  Mr.  Hanson  to  establish  tho  escape  of  Louis 
Sevcutoenth  from  the  Temple,  and  his  identity  with  the  Rev.  Eleasab  Wiluams. 

*  But  before  proceeding  to  examine  the  facts  which  form  the  links  in  the  chain  of 
circumstantiul  evidence,  we  will  examine  the  positive  evidence  on  which  M.  BEAUCBESirB 
rcIicH.  This,  it  is  to  be  noted,  makes  out  his  whole  case.  The  witnesses  who 
testify  are  two :  Lasne  and  Gomin.  They  toll  us  they  were  the  attendants  of  the 
prince,  the  one  from  the  thirty-first  of  March,  17U3,  and  the  other  Arom  the  eighth  of 
November,  I7ii4,  to  the  day  of  his  death.  This  much,  the  opposing  counsel  docs  not 
dispute.  They  farther  minutely  describe  the  condition  of  the  prince  from  the  fifth  to 
the  eighth  of  June ;  *  and  then  his  last  moments,  and  the  hour  and  the  minute  when  he 
died.  In  tho  elegant  language  of  the  counsel,  'Lasne  put  his  hand  upon  the  heart  of 
the  child.  The  heart  of  Louis  Seventeenth  had  ceased  to  beat.  It  was  two  houn  and 
a  quarter  after  mid-day.'  As  these  persons  were  both  in  the  Temple  before  the  thirty- 
first  of  May,  it  is  evident  that  they  both  knew  the  real  prince.  As  they  were  constantly 
and  solely  in  attendance,  it  is  evident  that  no  exchange  could  have  been  brought  about 
without  their  knowledge.  As  they  testify  explicitly  and  positively  that  no  exchange 
did  take  place,  and  that  Loris  Seventeenth  died  on  the  eighth  of  June,  in  the  Temple, 
there  is  no  gn)und  for  mistake.  We  must  therefore  conclude  that  Louis  Seventeenth 
died  as  they  describe,  or  that  their  statements  are  wilfully  false. 

'  This  evidence  is  most  important,  and  demands  a  careful  scrutiny.    It  was  first  given 

in  ordinary  statements,  made  at  various  times  after  the  death  of  the  child.    It  farther 

appears  sanctioned  by  the  solemnity  of  a  judicial  oath,  and  sifted  by  the  acumen  of  a 

j  udicial  examination.    Lastly,  M.  BEAUcnESKE  sought  them  out  in  their  old  age,  and 

*  There  is  a  blank  in  Beauoiixbxs^  aeconnt,  fhnn  the  first  to  the  fifth. 
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procured  a  farther  declaration,  in  which  they  assert  the  truth  of  their  former  statements, 
and  solemnlj  declare,  that  having  spoken  the  truth  all  their  lives,  thcj  will  not  utter  a 
falsehood  as  they  are  approaching  the  grave.  No  material  discrepancies  exist  in  the 
several  statements  of  each,  or  the  different  statements  of  both.  Their  testimony  seems 
frank  and  explicit  There  is  nothing  on  its  face  to  indicate  falsehood  or  concealment. 
Excepting  a  conflicting  statement  in  the  account  of  the  autopsy  between  Lasxe  and 
Pblatak,  which  can  readily  be  ascribed  to  mistake;  excepting  a  discrepancy  in  their 
statements  as  to  the  silence  of  the  prince,  which  is  susceptible  of  explanation,  were.the 
witnesses  before  us ;  and  excepting  the  circumstances  connected  with  their  appoint- 
ment as  attendants  on  the  prince,  which  we  will  hereafter  consider,  the  ingenious 
counsel  who  has  scrutinized  and  re-scrutinized  their  testimony,  has  pointed  out  nothing 
which  can  excite  suspicion.  Without  expressing  or  implying  an  opinion  as  to  the  truth 
or  falsity  of  this  testimony,  we  charge  the  jury  that  it  must  require  very  strong  proof 
to  overturn  such  evidence  as  this. 

*  Let  us  pass  to  the  other  evidence.  The  prince  was  confined,  with  the  royal  family, 
in  a  prison  called  the  Temple.  At  first  he  was  left  with  the  other  members  of  the 
family ,-  but  on  the  night  of  the  third  of  July,  1793,  he  was  removed,  and  from  that 
time  imprisoned  alone.  The  reader  will  not  forget  the  heart-rending  picture  which  M. 
Bbaucitesve  has  drawn  of  this  separation.  In  all  the  pictures,  painful  and  revolting,  of 
that  blood-stained  period,  there  is  none  more  painful  and  revolting  than  this.  Maris 
AxTOTXETTE,  Standing  before  her  judges,  and  saying,  with  a  sublime  pathos  unequalled 
in  the  annals  of  womanly  eloquence:  'I  was  a  queen,  and  you  dethroned  me;  I  was  a 
wife,  and  you  murdered  my  husband ;  I  was  a  mother,  and  you  have  torn  my  children 
from  me :  I  have  nothing  left  but  my  blood :  make  haste  to  take  it ! '  —  commands  not 
half  the  pity,  as,  with  her  arms  twined  around  her  frightened  child,  she  shrieked  that 
they  could  not  be  separated.  The  character  of  the  revolution  it  written  in  this  alone: 
for  a  political  ofence^  a  child  too*  condemned  to  solitary  confinement  I 

*  Believing  the  evidence  of  M.  Bbauchbsnb,  we  assume  that  the  prince  was  gay, 
talented,  and  possessed  of  unusual  intelligence.  Both  of  the  counsel  agree,  that  during 
the  latter  part  of  his  confinement,  he  hardly  spoke.  The  first  point  of  difference  relates 
to  this  fact.  M.  BEACcnBSNB  ascribes  it  to  a  resolution  which,  if  true,  is  an  instance  of 
childish  heroism  grander  than  the  genius  of  dramatist  has  ever  drawn.  The  prince 
had  been  compelled  to  make  a  deposition  against  his  mother  and  his  aunt,  so  horrible 
that  the  pens  of  most  historians  have  refnsed  to  record  it  Yielding  to  threats  and 
violence,  yet  fully  aware  of  the  evil  that  was  done,  it  is  supposed  that  thenceforth  he 
closed  his  young  lips  with  a  determination  that  nothing  could  overcome. 

*  From  that  fatal  day,  according  to  M.  Beauchesxe,  Louis  Seventeenth  never  spoke. 
An  unbroken  silence  reigned  over  the  remnant  of  his  young  life,  and  sealed  his  self- 
reproach  and  self-devotion.  According  to  Mr.  Haksox,  this  silence  was  the  effect  of  imbe- 
cility produced  by  grief,  illness,  and  confine  mcnt.  Whether  the  explanation  of  the  latter 
be  correct  or  not,  the  position  of  the  former  clearly  cannot  be  sustained.  It  appears  by  his 
own  evidence,  that  the  principles  of  the  child  had  been  undermined.  The  wretched  queen, 
we  are  told,  having  found  an  aperture  in  the  wall  of  the  yard  where  he  was  allowed  a 
daily  walk,  watched  for  hours  that  she  might  see  her  son.  When  he  appeared,  the 
work  of  his  keepers  again  wrenched  the  wretched  mother's  heart  His  &ir  hair  had 
been  cut  short :  he  wore  the  red  cap  of  the  revolutionists,  and  sang  disgusting  songs, 
and  uttered  fearful  blasphemies ;  songs  and  blasphemies  that  his  teachers  had  taught 
him  with  blows  and  curses.  An  improbability  not  to  be  shaken  by  conjecture  instantly 
arises.  It  is  impossible  that,  at  such  an  age,  one  whose  moral  nature  had  been  thus 
polluted  would  suddenly  alter  and  retrieve.  Beside  this,  the  question  is  complelely  put 
at  rest  by  M.  Beauckesnb  himself,  for  he  relates  conversations  of  the  prince  with  Bel- 
laxgek  and  Pelatax,  on  trivial  subjects,  wholly  at  variance  with  a  resolution  betoken- 
ing in  a  child  such  terrible  earnestness.  These  conversations,  it  is  to  be  remarked, 
took  place  subsequent  to  the  thirty-first  of  May,  and  it  is  claimed  by  Mr.  Haxsox,  that 
the  child  with  whom  they  were  held  was  not  the  imbecile  prince  who  for  twenty-three 
months  had  loin  a  silent  prisoner  in  the  Temple.    Upon  this  point,  we  fortunately  have 
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evidence  berond  dispute.  The  eminent  physician  Desault  attencled  the  prince  i^  to 
the  thirty-first  of  ]^Iay.  He  had  known  him  and  been  his  medical  attendant  before  his 
imprisonment.  Ilis  character  is  beyond  suspicion,  and  bis  evidence  above  duubt.  Both . 
parties  agree  that  his  testimony  is  to  be  taken  as  absolute  truth.  Desaclt  found  the 
priuce  worn  and  emaciated,  showing  little  intelligence,  and  preserving  a  continued 
silence.  Although  he  made  every  effort  to  arouse  his  faculties  and  win  his  affection,  the 
child  jB^vo  no  stronger  sign  of  mental  power  than  feebly  taking  bold  of  his  coat  as  he 
was  about  leaving  the  room.  On  the  night  of  the  twenty-ninth  of  May,  Desai'lt  died. 
Subsequently  to  this,  the  child  in  the  Temple  seems  to  have  talked  frequently,  as  is 
shown  by  at  least  Lasne,  Gormix,  and  Bellanger,  and  the  physicians,  Pelatax  and 
Dl'ma(}ix.  These  witnesses  are  produced  by  M.  Beauchesxb,  and  he  is  estopped  frcon 
questioning  their  veracity.    But  apart  from  this,  their  evidence  is  conclusive. 

'  M.  Beauchesne,  in  effect^  admits  a  change ;  for  he  explains  itfby  saying  that  thechiU 
was  removed  to  a  light  and  pleasant  apartment.  To  this,  Mr.  Hanson  replies,  that  be 
had  been  indulged  by  a  daily  walk  for  several  months,  while  the  silence  continued,  and 
that  instead  of  being  convalescent,  he  was  then  rapidly  approaching  his  end.  Xur  had 
his  disease  been  subject  to  sudden  changes,  as  the  account  of  the  first  visit  of  Laurot, 
nearlv  a  vear  before  his  death,  sufficientlv  shows.  *  The  noise  around  him,'  savs  Lau- 
REXT,  '  made  him  tremble,  but  he  did  not  stir.  He  answered  no  question.  He  wai 
conscious  of  nothing.  He  breathed.  His  open  eyes  had  no  expression.  Their  color 
had  changed.  He  had  the  look  not  of  a  fool,  but  of  an  idiot.'  In  addition  to  this,  the 
evidence  of  the  physicians  shows  that  the  child  dissected  by  them  bad  died  with 
unimpaired  intellect.  'The  brain  and  its  dependencies,'  says  the  ProM  VerfMil,  'were 
in  their  most  perfect  integrity.'  Without  passing  u]>on  the  reasoning,  or  drawing  an 
iufen.>nce  from  the  facts,  we  nmst  say,  that  the  evidence  incontrovcrtibly  riiows  that  od 
or  about  the  first  of  June,  a  sudden  change  took  place,  and  eontinaed  till  his  death. 
This  the  jury  will  note  as  the  first  establishcil  fact  in  the  case. 

'  Next  in  the  chain  of  circumstantial  ^evidence  is  the  alleged  change  io  the  physical 
condition  of  the  prince.  The  evidence  is  produced  by  Mr.  BeaucuesnBi  and  relied  on 
by  Mr.  IIanso.v.  It  may  be  summed  up  in  two  sentences.  First,  Desaclt  testities  that 
the  prince  had  'the  germ  of  scrofulous  affection,'  and  that  the  malady  had  'scarcely 
imprinted  its  seal  on  his  constitution,  nor  manifested  itself  with  any  violent  symptoms, 
neither  vast  ulcers,  nor  rebellious  ophthalmias,  nor  chronic  swellings  of  the  joints.' 
Secoudly,  the  four  surgeons  who,  ten  days  after  the  lust  visit  of  Desault,  made  the  post- 
mortem examination,  after  fully  stating  the  appearance  of  the  body,  testify  that  all  the 
appearances  were  'evidently  the  effects  of  a  scrofulous  disease  of  long  standing,  and  to 
which  the  death  of  the  child  should  be  attributed.'  In  support  of  these  opinions 
respectively,  wo  find,  firstly,  that  Desault  applied  gentle  remedies  up  to  the  twenty-ninth 
of  May,  recommended  air  and  exercise,  and,  according  to  the  Duchess  D'AsoirELmir 
'  undertook  to  cure '  the  prince.  Secondly,  that  Pelatan,  on  the  fifth  of  June,  fonnd 
the  child  so  low  that  he  instantly  culled  in  a  consulting  physician  —  M.  Dumacin,  chief 
physician  of  the  Hospital  of  the  Unity.  The  eminence  of  all  of  these  physicians  pre- 
cludes a  doubt  as  to  professional  errors  or  intentional  misrepresentations.  We  hare 
the  undoubted  proof  that  a  very  great  change  took  place  in  a  period  of  seven  days, 
which  is  not  noticed,  explained,  or  mentioned  by  the  attendants,  Lasnk  and  Gronis, 
and  which  was  entirely  different  from  that  slow  decay  that  had  previously  marked  the 
•lisease.    "Whether  these  facts  can  be  reconciled,  is  for  our  jury  to  say. 

'  In  addition  to  this,  Mr.  Hanson  advances  an  argument  relating  to  the  tamors  on  the 
joints  of  the  prince.  It  is  founded  on  a  difference  between  those  described  by  the  offi- 
cials and  by  the  Procis  Verhil.  This  difference  Mr.  Hanson  assumes  rather  than  slates- 
The  evidence,  however,  shows  a  discrepancy.  Says  Laurent,  *  Both  his  knees  and  his 
t.-hnrs  were  covered  with  tumors.'  lliis  was  in  July,  17l>4.  Says  the  Proc^»  Verbal, 
'  On  the  inner  side  of  the  right  knee  we  remarked  a  tumor,  without  change  of  color  to 
il.e  >kin,  and  another  tumor,  less  voluminous,  upon  the  ottmdhu,  near  the  irr/<«/,  on  the 
lof:  ^ide.'    This  was  in  June,  17'.»ri.    Tliis  discrepancy  our  jury  will  also  weigh. 

'  We  may  here  notice  an  instance  of  that  species  of  testimony  called  '  hearsay/  whidi 


if  iieT«r  allowed  as  eridiiioe.  A  MUiar  if  aud  to  livro  TiniM  tho  pihioc^  tad  to  Ymm 
vaeogoized  him,  and  to  haTe  oonTened  with  him  aboul  a  vtriaw  of  tiia.oorpa  of  bagr% 
whidi  waaoiieofhiaroTal'pliqrthiiigabofinothoBefoltttioii.  Zhia  la  told  by  H.  Bi4v- 
..OHBifK.  ADother  ioldier  la  aaid  to  hare  Tiaited  tho  duOd,  aodibiiDd  thatit  waa  not 
the  prince,  hut  an  older  and  rvtj  different-lookiog  child.  Thia  ia  quoted  by  Mr.  Hav*  • 
flov.  Eadi  of  the  oounael,  with  lawyer-like  dexterity,  doea  not  alkida  to  the  witneaa  of 
hia  adreraary.  Were  it  oMeaaaiy,  we  might  regard  the  one  etoiy  aa  halaaciBg  the 
other.    But  it  ia  not    The  statementa  are  mere  hearaaj,  aM  we  rqjeet  both. 

'Let  us  now  proceed  to  examine  the  circomatanoea  attendant  to  the  death  or  dia- 
appearance  of  the  Dauphin.  The  juiy,  in  ana^singtheae^  will  do  ao  with  reference  to 
two  points.    Firstly,  the  induoement  for,  and,  8eoondl(y,  the  poaaihflity  ol^  an  eaoape* 

'  It  is  unnecessary  to  adrert  to  the  reTolutiim.  The  dauphin  waa  a  prisoner  in  the 
Temple.  The  object  of  the  imprisonment  waa  to  prerent  hia  adhersntafrom  refireetiBig 
and  himself  from  re-asoending  the  former  throne.  In  eveiy  ailqM)da  qoeation 
instantly  arises:  At  a  time  when  the  best  blood  of  Franoe  dripped* teil^tiie  aeallbld 
which  the  era  had  erected,  when  Karii  AnTumaTra,  atanding  befive  an  aaaimibfy  of 
men  in  the  sacred  character  of  a  defenoeleaa  woman,  and  i^pealing  to  her  aex  in  the 
sacred  names  of  .wife  and  mother,  could  awaken  not  one  fay  of  pity;  when  Madame 
Elizabeth,  known  only  for  her  charitiea  and  Tirtvea,  waa  the  laat  of  immt§fjiffe  womm 
aa  innocent  as  herself,  who  on  one  moniing  bowed  to  the  gnfllotini^  why  should  * 
goTemment  familiar  with  such  crimes  hesitate  to  deatny  the  lift  cf  *  defenceisii 
ohUd? 

*  Felix  quipotuU  return  eogmotarg  €cmm»l  Mr,  Hixnii  ioems  to  hava  overlooked 
this  point ;  but  in  the  oTidence  of  M.  BxAOOBBim  it  anflWently  appeara.  FSnA*  The 
gorernmcnt  separated  the  prince  from  the  reat  of  hia  funliy.  Seeond^,  they  appointed 
*  keeper — a  friend  of  Marat,  known  from  hia  hatK^  of  the  royal  laoOb  Thirdly  tUa 
man  was  obliged  to  become  a  prisoner  in  the  Temple.  He  waa  not  eren  allowed  to  go 
to  his  own  home  except  when  guarded  by  a  file  of  aoldien.  FoQrthly»  tiie  gorennunt 
aet  apart  as  large  a  sum  for  the  expenses  of  keeping  and  goaidiqg  the  child  aa  Ihr  all 
the  otlior  inenibers  of  the  family.  FiAhly,  A  system  of  espionage  was  eetablished, 
intricate,  troublesome,  and  expensive.  Paris  was  divided  into  forty  districts ;  from  each 
district  one  commissiimer  was  elected.  A  commissioner  visited  the  Temple  each  day, 
and  eac)i  CfMiiinissioner  visited  it  but  once.  With  his  single  visit,  his  term  of  ofiSce 
eD(le<I.  Sixthly,  Toward  the  end  of  the  supposed  existence  of  the  prince,  the  three 
most  etii incut  physicians  in  France  were  appointed  his  attendants.  Whatever  was  the 
niotiv(>  an  intent  of  preservation  is  apparent 

'All  of  this  is  proven  by  M.  Beauciiesnb.  A  motive  is  inferred  by  Mr.  Haxsox.  He 
offers  e\  idence  to  show  that  a  secret  treaty  bad  been  entered  into  for  giving  up  the 
prince  to  the  Vendeau  leaders.  This  was  to  take  effect  on  the  thirteenth  of  June.  The 
evidenc«'  is  not  as  conclusive  as  could  be  wished;  but,  as  it  is  not  contradicted,  we 
assume  it  as  sutlicieut.  If  it  were  so,  one  of  these  three  things  must  take  place :  Firstly, 
it  must  if  performed  ;  or,  secondly,  it  must  bo  broken;  or,  thirdly,  it  must  be  evaded. 
It  could  he  evaded  but  in  one  of  two  ways.  First,  is  by  death;  second,  by  an  escape. 
That  the  ;:  )vemment  neither  wished  to  break  or  perform  the  treaty  is  unquestionable; 
that  it  did  ntit  seek  to  evade  it  by  the  death  of  the  dauphin  is  proved  by  the  attendance 
of  tlie  physician**.  One  inducement  for  an  escape  may  therefore  be  inferred,  should  the 
evidencv  of  these  facts,  in  the  opinion  of  the  jury,  sustain  tbeoL 

^\  farther  iiiducenieut  is  also  claimed  by  Mr.  Haxson.  The  Count  de  Provbxcx  waa 
the  uncle  of  the  prince,  and,  in  cose  of  his  death,  his  heir.  Ho  was  an  unscrupulons 
man,  impressed  with  the  belief  that  he  was  to  succeed  to  the  throne.  It  is  said  that  a 
mysterious  missive  left  with  him  on  the  night  of  the  birth  of  the  first  dauphin,  and 
foreshou  in;j:  his  death,  informed  the  Count  of  the  future  event  From  these,  and  leaa 
material  f.icts,  it  is  argued  by  Mr.  Hanson  that  the  Count  do  PaovBirci  wished  to  obtain 
p4J^se«^ion  of  the  ]»rincc  in  such  a  manner  that  he  would  no  longer  rcnuun  his  only 
obstacle  to  the  throne.  Assuming  this  to  be  so,  it  is  plain  that  the  govomment  mi|^t 
resort  to  it  as  a  plan  that  would  accomplish  two  things — an  OTaaion  of  the  Vendeau 
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treaty,  and  the  political  destniction  of  tho  dauphin.    From  these  foj^i^^  then,  may  be 
inferred  a  second  motive  or  inducement. 

'The  evidence  shovring  that  there  might  have  been  a  motive  for  the  escape  of  the 
dauphin  leads  us,  in  examining  the]  circumstances,  to  the  question  whether  it  vnx 
occurred. 

*■  It  npi)ears  that  the  discipline  of  the  prison  was  altered  and  relaxed.  Instead  of 
SiMo.v,  L.vuiiEXT,  and  afterward  Gomix  and  Lasxk,  were  appointed  the  attendants  of 
the  child.  The  change  was  made  on  the  full  of  Robespikrre,  and  eleven  months  before 
the  dnni)hin'3  escape  or  death.  Other  persons  were  also  allowed  to  see  the  child,  and 
among  them  was  a  man  named  UELLExriBiL  This  man,  it  seems,  from  the  account  of 
M.  BKACcnKSXE,  visited  the  prince  (m  the  first  of  June,  and  was  allowed  to  spend  an 
hour  with  hira  in  the  absence  of  the  commissioner.  During  this  interview,  it  seems, 
he  conversed  with  the  child  and  took  a  likeness  of  him.       | 

'  This  brings  us  to  what  is  a  very  strong  point  in  Mr.  HAXSoy's  casor  Wo  have  seen 
the  Count  de  Provence  was  interested  in  obtaining  possession  of  his  ncphe^r,  and 
might  have  beer^so  from  the  worst  of  motives.  It  is  an  undoubted  fact  that  he  at  that 
time  had  emissaries  in  Paris,  foremost  among  whom  was  the  Count  de  Fenouil.  Now  it 
is  shon-n  by  M.  nEAccnKsxE,  and  claimed  by  Mr.  IIaxsox,  that,  of  the  three  personi 
who  were  in  attendance  on  the  prince,  Gomix  was  a  royalist,  L.vsxb,  a  moderate  repulh 
lican,  afterward  employed  by  the  Count  de  Provexce,  while  Bellexger  hod  been  his 
ornamental  painter.  It  is  al.so  claimed  that  these  persons  obtained  an  entrance  to  tbe 
prison  of  the  dauphin  through  the  intrigues  of  tho  Count  de  Fenouil.  This  raises  t 
strong  presumption  of  the  intent  on  the  part  of  the  Count  de  Provexce  to  procare  the 
escape  of  the  dauphin,  and,  on  the  part  of  the  government,  to  connive  at  it  Whether 
the  intent  ever  became  a  deed  will  be  for  the  jury  to  determine  when  it  is  weighed  with 
the  other  circumstances  of  the  case. 

*But  at  this  time,  a  very  startling  event  occurred  in  this  drama.  Desacxt,  within  a 
few  hours  of  his  last  visit  to  the  prini*i>.  <lied.  It  is  again  to  be  remarked  that  he  was 
personally  acquainted  with  the  prince,  wu.s  a  pliysician  of  eminent  reputation,  and  a 
man  of  stainless  integrity.  M.  Beaucuksxb  asserts  that  ho  died  of  ataxiqne  fever;  Mr. 
IIaxsox,  that  he  was  poisoned  by  the  government.  Aside  from  the  singularity  of  his 
death  at  this  particular  time,  Mr.  IIaxsox  produces  no  evidence  except  statements  said 
to  have  bj^en  made  in  this  country  several  years  ago,  by  M.  Abeille,  the  pupil  of  De- 
SAiLT.  This  evidence  must  be  rejected  for  two  reasons:  firstly,  that  it  is  mere  hearsay, 
and  tliat  of  the  vaguest  kind ;  and,  secondly,  it  is  the  mere  opinion  of  a  witness,  withoat 
containing  those  facts  from  which  others  could  deduce  their  own  conclusion.  Had  we 
a  statement  uf  Aueii.le,  setting  ftjrth  facts,  and  were  it  shown  that  he  could  not  be  pro- 
duced, we  might  admit  this  testimony;  as  it  is,  we  cannot.  But  there  is  one  very 
startling  circumstance  to  be  noted,  which  seems  almost  entirely  to  have  escaped  Mr. 
IIaxsox's  attention,  vigilant  as  it  is  —  and  that  is,  that  tho  death  of  Desaflt  was  falsi- 
fied i)urposi!ly  in  the  records  of  the  gf)vemnient.  Whatever  may  have  been  the  motive* 
it  was  registered  (as  is  shown  by  Bbat'cuksxe)  four  days  later  than  it  actually  occuired. 
During  these  four  days  no  physician  attended  the  prince,  and  of  them  the  account  of 
M.  Bkah'iifisne  is  silent    There  is  certuinlv  a  singular  mvsterv  here. 

*At  any  other  time  this  evidence  uouM  be  insutlicient  to  raise  the  presumption  of  so 
foul  a  crime.  At  that  time  all  presumptions  in  favor  of  innocence  on  the  part  of  tbe 
government  cease.  Yet,  without  finding  the  government  guilty  of  the  death  of  Di- 
SAi.LT,  the  jury  will  bo  borne  out  in  assuming  it  guiUy  of  some  criminal  act  or  pnipoM^ 
Omn'fi  jin'"'ffi>fjttf(r  contra  iip<iltat"rfm. 

'Acconi])anying  this  act  of  the  government  is  another  not  clearly  substantiated,  bo^ 
if  inu\  cleurly  suspicious.  It  is  a  police  order  of  the  same  dato  requiring  the  arrest  of 
all  children  travelling,  of  or  about  the  age  of  tho  dauphin.  This  is  sought  to  be  estab- 
lished in  two  ways;  firstly,  by  a  statement  of  M.  Guerriere,  that,  when  a  child, be 
was  travelling  in  France,  and  was  stopped  under  the  order;  and,  secondly,  by  ibe 
statement  of  a  new.spapcr  corresptmdent,  that  the  police  records  of  Paris  show  that  such 
an  order  was  actually  issued.     In  the  strict  letter  of  the  law  this  evidence  is  not  soft* 


1894.]  Xteniry  iVMfp^  fttt 


^wHtai 


oieni;  but,  as  it. can  hemtOj  dUgprowtd  if  untraq^  yn  wltl  admit  flit  latter  aamaUnf  a 
prima^aeU  case,  and  the  ibrmer  aa  eonoborating  il  H  howerov  it  ahoidd  lieieilliir 
be  dieooTered  that  this  statement  is  uitnu^  the  wliole  of  this  eridMoemiistbesliiflkin 
out.' 

The  remainder  of  this  ehaige  will  be  ddifered  on  the  flnt  day  of  nazt 
term.  The  jury,  in  the  mean  time,  are  requeated  not  to  read  any  pnblk 
iMnirq[>aper8,  nor  to  conTerae  with  any  one  in  relatkm  to  the  eaae. 


-<. 


Jjrm  Aim  SATmos  or  Mas.  pAanxoroir,  jam  onmas  ov  fei  Familt.  Edtted  brB.  P, 
Sbillabbr^  of  the  *  Boston  Post'  In  one  Tolmne :  pp.  8M.  Kew  -York :  J.  0.  JLhrnsry 
Komber  Eight,  Park-Plaoe. 

This  is  as  genuine  a  book  aa  ever  need  to  be.  It  ia  thoroughly  original, 
and  as  full  of  fun  as  an  egg  of  meat  Mrs.  PARmrcnoii's  aayinjp  and  dolngB 
are  known  and  appreciated  from  the  shorea  of  the  Fadflo  to  the  rocky  ram- 
parts of  the  Bay  of  Fundy ;  and  the  echoes  of  her  cheerftd  philoBoiAy  come 
back  to  us  from  abroad,  in  the  jonmala  of  Great  Britain.  Bleaiinga  on  her 
good  old  soul !  — she  is  like  herself  ahne.  .  She  has  had  imitators,  bat  to 
use  her  own  expression,  they  were  no  mofe  to  be  oompared  with  her  than 
the  'Hyperion  Fluid  to  a  Satirel*  Neither  Ita.  Laydoa  Raiommtoic  nor 
Mrs.  Malaprop,  those  strong-minded  women,  excel  her.  Aa  wi  haTO  aaid| 
she  is  ¥nthout  a  prototype  or  an  equal  Her  portrait^  wliidi  fronta  the  titla> 
page  of  the  book,  expresses,  to  tly  rery  eod  d  her  knitting-needles,  the 
sweetness  and  genial  benevolence  of  her  character.  And  'Ikb'  is  not  less 
distinctly  limned,  both  by  the  author  and  his  pictorial  illustrator.  In  all 
the  colloquies  which  he  holds  with  the  good  dame,  his  *  situations'  are  always 
fiuthful  and  natural.  There  is  a  picture  before  the  reader,  and  he  cannot 
choose  but  see  it  Widely  as  the  *  sayings'  of  Mrs.  Partington  have  been 
disseminated,  we  cannot  forego  the  pleasure  of  recording  a  few  which  we 
have  not  before  encountered : 

*  'This  is  jrmnd  weather,  mem,  for  poor  people,'  nid  Mr.  Txge,  the  rich  neighbor  of 
Mrs.  I'aktin(;t(>n,  on  a  very  warm  day  of  winter,  and  indulged  in  a  half<!huckle  about 
it  tis  he  rubbod  his  hands  tofrether.  It  is  a  remark  that  ahnost  eyerj  body  would  make, 
and  mean  it,  too  —  at  a  time  when  coal,  by  the  rapacity  of  man,  was  eigfit  or  nine  dol- 
lars a  ton,  and  eold  weather,  by  the  blessing  of  H(»yen,  that  tempers  the  wind  to  the 
shorn  lambs  and  rapjrcd  children,  was  withheld  —  but  not  Mrs.  Pabtiicgtow. 

* '  Yes,'  suid  she,  gently  layinfr  her  hand  at  the  same  time  on  the  sleeye  of  Mr.  Tigb'i 
coat,  and  li>okinp:  him  in  the  face.  'Yes,  and  don't  folks  use  this  good  weather  too 
much  as  un  (>xet]«<e  f(»r  not  helping  the  indignant  widows  and  orpnanless  children? 
Depend  upon  it,  cold  weather  is  the  best  for  the  poor,  for  then  the  rich  feel  the  colcL 
ana  think  more  of  'em,  and  feel  more  exposed  to  giye  'em  consolation  and  coal.  Cola 
weather  comes  down  from  heayen  o'  purpose  to  make  men  feel  their  duty,  and  it  touchM 
the  heart,  ns  the  frost  touches  the  milk-pitcher  tuid  breaks  it|  and  the  inilk  of  humane 
kindnefis  nins  ont,  and  the  poor  arc  made  better  for  it.  Cold  weather  ia  a  blessing  to 
the  poor,  depend  npon  it.' 

'She  stop])ed  here,  and  Mr.  Tinn  cast  his  eyes  down  and  strudE  his  cane  serend 
times  ap-ninst  a  brick  at  his  feet ;  then,  bidding  the  old  lady  good-momin)r»  he  mored 
away.  Th(>re  wa.«  a  largre  '  Dr.  to  Sundries '  on  hia  book  tnat  night,  whidi  the  book- 
keeper will  tind  it  difficult  to  explain;  but  Heayen  knows  all  abmitit^  and  the  secret 
crift,  in  charity,  and  the  prayer  of  the  poor  recipient,  inyoking  blessings  on  the  im- 
known  benefactor,  were  great  records  that  night  m  the  angel'i  Dook.' 
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"There,  don't  take  on  no,  dear,'  said  Mrs.  Partington,  as  she  haoded  Ike  a  peach 
he  had  been  crying  fur.  He  took  the  peach,  and  a  minute  aflcnrard,  was  heard  whis- 
tling Mordan  '  on  the  rid/je-pole  of  the  shed.  *He  is  sich  a  tender-hearted  critter,' 
saia  8hu  to  Mrs.  Sled,  Bmilingly,  while  that  excellent  neighbor  looked  at  him  throngfa 
the  window  with  two  deprecatory  eyes:  'Ho  is  so  tender-hearted  that  I  can't  ask  hixn 
to  go  out  and  draw  an  armful  of  wood  or  split  a  pail  of  water  without  setting  him  crying 
at  once.' 

*  iShc  paused  for  Mrs.  Sled's  mind  to  comprehend  the  whole  force  of  the  remark  con* 
ceming  Ike's  lachrymosity. 

*'And  he's  the  most  considerable  boy,  too,'  resumed  she,  'that  ever  you  see;  for 
when  he  had  the  inclination  on  the  lungs,  he  would  n't  take  a  bit  of  the  medicine  Dr. 
Bolus  hud  subscribed,  'cause  he  knowed  it  would  do  nie  good,  aud  said  he  'd  full  as 
lieves  take  molasses!' 

'  She  went  on  with  her  knitting,  and  Ike  became  lost  in  the  foot  of  a  stocking  that  she 
was  toeing  out.  Those  grapes  on  the  trellis  opposite  whore  Iki  is  sitting  luok  tempt- 
ing!' 

< '  Diseases  is  yerv  vjirious,'  said  Mrs.  PASTiNGToy,  as  she  returned  from  a  street- 
door  conversation  with  Dr.  Holits.  *  The  Doctor  tells  me  that  poor  old  Mrs.  Haze  bai 
got  two  buckles  on  her  lungs !  It  is  dreadful  to  think  of,  I  declare.  The  diseases  ia  m) 
various !  One  way  we  hour  of  people's  dying  of  hermita^  of  the  lun^ ;  another  way 
of  the  brown  creatures;  here  tney  tell  us  of  the  elementary  canal  being  out  of  order, 
and  there  about  tonsors  of  the  throat;  here  we  hear  of  neur()logy  in  the  nead,  there  of 
an  embargo ;  one  side  of  us  we  hear  of  men  being  killed  by  getting  a  jmnnd  of  too^ 


throw  my  old  herb-bag  away.* 

'Fifteen  minutes  aner>va*rd,  Isaac  had  that  herl>-bag  for  a  target,  and  broke  three 
squares  of  glass  in  the  ceUar-window  in  trying  to  hit  it,  oefore  the  old  lady  knew  what 
he  was  about.    She  did  n'l  mean  exactly  what  she  said.' 

*  'As  regards  these  electrical  matters,'  said  Mrs.  Partixoton,  just  before  election  — 


and  lot  him  bo  governor  till  ho  dies,  just  as  thev  do  the  judges,  ana  arterward,  too,  u 
they  sometimes  do  them,  forthoy  might  as  woN  he  dead,  a  g«H>d  many  of*  em?  Oh !  thii 
confusion  of  noise  and  hubbub!  My  poor  head  aches  o'  hearinfir  of  it,  and  Isaac  hai 
got  sich  a  cold,  looking  out  of  the  window  at  the  ]K)Sscssions  without  nuthing  un  tha 
head.  And  then  what  critters  they  all  be,  to  be  sure !  —  their  newspapers  are  hriin  full 
of  good  rosolutiims,  but  ne'oraone  of  *em  did  I  ever  know  'cm  to  keep.  They  are 
always  resolving,  like  the  showman*8  resolving  views,  and  one  resolution  fades  away 
jest  Hs  «nuck  as  another  comes.    If  I  could  have  my  way,  I  would '  — 

"Uoorny!  hero  thoy  come!*  cried  Ike,  breaking  in  upon  the  old  lady's  remaiki, 
and  huugiiig  his  slate  I'm  the  lloor,  aud  throwing  up  the  window  with  a  veSemenoe  that 
broke  two  squares  of  glass. 

* '  Hooray  f'  came  up  in  a  big  chorus  fn)m  the  street,  filling  Mrs.  Partiicotosi's  little 
chamber,  to  its  utmost  cupacitv,  with  'hooray,'  the  great  element  of  political  life. 

"There  thoy  go  agin,'  crioiT  she,  '  with  their  drums  and  lanterns,  like  craiy  oritterti 
and  keeping  folks  awake  when  thoy  ought  to  be  in  the  arms  of  Murphy  I ' 

'  Ikk  pullod  in  his  head  and  dropped  the  window,  and  the  friKxl  old  lady  mended 
the  fmcturo  of  the  glass  by  a  hat  and  a  pair  of  pants  of  Ike's,  with  the  threat  dSwtxen 
nunishment  if  ho  ever  did'so  again.  But  do  you  suppose  she  would  have  kept  it?  In 
knew  hi'ttor.  When  the  glazier  came  in  the* next  day  to  mend  the  window,  she  had  to 
tell  him  the  story  of  how  it  was  broke,  but  all  the  blame  was  on  the  politicians.' 

'Mrs.  Pautixotox  had  watched  three-quarters  of  an  hour  for  an  omnibui,  and  ibe 
swung  her  umbrelb  as  one  drove  up,  and  the  driver  stopped  his  hones  near  where  ibe 
stood. 

< '  Xow,  Isaac,*  .says  she,  feeling  in  her  reticnlo  for  a  copper,  awar  down  under  the 
handkerchief,  and  snufl-box,  and  Jcnitting^work,  and  threaa-case,  and  needle-faook,  'be 
a  good  hoy,  dear,  while  I  am  gone,  and  don't  cause  a  oonstellatum  amonir  the  neigh- 
bors, as  some  boys  do,  and  there  *8  a  cent  for  yon;  knd  be  rare  yon  don^t  lay  it  oat 
extravagantly,  now;  and  bo  keerful  you  don't  break  the  windows;  and  if  anybody 


Such  impudence 


I  n't  ^ne  off,  and  left  mo  itanding  havB  in  tlM 
is  without  a  paraUol' 
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*Her  spectacles  gleatned  indiffnantly  down  the  street,  after  the  disappearing:  'bu«, 
and,  for  a  moment,  anf^er  had  the  mastery;  but  equanimity,  like  twilight,  cnme  over 
her  mind,  and  she  waited  fur  the  next  'bus,  with  calmness  on  her  face,  and  her  green 
cotton  umbrella  under  her  arm.* 


**What  a  queer  place  this  Boston  is!'  said  Mrs.  Partington,  when  she  first  came 


young  man,  smelling  as  sweet  as  catnip,  to  let  me  look  at  some  of  his  hair  fnnnvre  —  I 
wanted  to  be  as  polite  as  possible.  Gracious  I  how  he  stared  at  me,  just  as  if  I  'd  a 
been  a  llottonpot,  or  a  wild  Arad.    *  I  mean  your  hair-<//*<»;Mi ////,'  said  I. 

* '  *  Oh !  ah  I  yes  I '  said  he ;  *  set  down  here  in  the  big  chair,  mem  —  scratch,  perhaps, 


mem!' 


*  *  'Scnitch,'  said  T,  completely  dumbfounded;  'you  saucy  fellow!  I  can  do  all  my 
own  scratcliinp,  and  some  of  vourn,  too,  if  you  say' that  agin  — scratch,  indeed!*  —  and 
I  went  riirht  down  the  stairs/ 


my 
and 

igh 

•Ph«'  never  bcfori'  had  hinted  that  she  stood  in  need  of  any  hair  tonic,  though  every 
body  knew  thai  she  had  worn  a  wig  for  twenty  years.' 

*  'Is  the  stramcr  sipnifiod,  sir?*  naked  Mrs.  Partington  at  the  telegraph  station. 

*  *  Yes  'ill,'  rei)lied  the  clerk,  who  was  busily  engaged  turning  over  the  leaves  of  his 
day-l>»>«>k. 

*  *  Tan  yoti  tell  me,'  continued  she,  *if  the  queen's  encroachment  has  taken  place 
yet?' 

*  'Some  say  she  is  encroaching  nil  the  time,'  said  the  clerk,  looking  pleasantly  at  the 
old  Intiy,  and  evideiitiv  pleased  with  his  own  smartness. 

**That  is  n't  ]>(>ssil)le,'  resnonded  the  venerable  dame;  'but,' said  she  to  herself, 
'how  couhl  /'('  he  exjH'cted  to  Know  al)Out  such  things!!  and  yet  there  is  no  reason  why 
he  shiMilihi'l,  ft'i-  all  the  bars  to  science,  'notamy  and  them  things,  is  let  down  now-»- 
days.  ancl  Naiiir  is  ^liDwn  all  undressed,  like  a  puppet-show,  sixpence  a  sight!* 

'  '(idod  llHlrnin^^  "^ir,'  said  she,  as  he  l)owed  her  «»ut ;  and  as  she  passe<l  down  the 
stairs  her  mind,  ;:raspin^  the  manifold  subjects  of  the  telegraph,  queen,  and  facilities 
in  science,  ln'cunje  oblivious  in  a  fog.' 

"It  is  all  wry  true,  Mr.  Kxukkrhottom,'  said  Mrs.  Partington,  as  she  read  in  the 

KNirKriMin-  Ki  i:  >onii'tliin;;  coneerninir  brevity  and  simplicity  of  expression;  'it  's 
true,  a-*  ><  n  «..iv:  and  how  many  mihtak«'S  there  d«ies  happen  when  folks  don't  under- 
stand « :r  ii  '  tin  T  I  Why.  lii>t  .-^ummer  I  t<dd  a  dre>>-inaKer  to  make  me  a  h»ng  visite, 
to  wi-  I.  -id.  W'Mdd  \  "11  htdicvc  it,  xlie  came  and  staiil  a  I'ortuight  with  \\m.''i  Since 
th.-n  I   "•     :.   id'    !t  :i  ji'i'it  always  to  vj:e.ik  iust  what  1  >ay.' 

*  Ij.i  ill  I. ill  111  \v  cjdwn  to  a  dcfcimined  pucker  at  the  end  of  tlie  senteiice,  and  the 
s-rml'  1  t;i]ii'«MJ  eri<r';:i!iially,  a>  it"  the  fortnight  of  unretiuited  bread  and  butter 
was  ivij-  -■  ii'  a\  V  mi  lit-r  nn'nKTV.' 

•  •  • 

'  '  I  ;..  . .  r-  l.i.i  d  j1i.'  Sucdenvirjrlns,'  said  Mr-'.  Partinctov.  She  was  orfho«K..\,  and 
idu:p  -  •  '  .'■\  '''■■■■  A-\lum-|M'w  in  tlw  norfli-ea.st  corner  of  the  ;:allery,  and  had  charge 
f.t'  tl  I  il.l'  ..'i  in  V,  I  ;;i,,n  t  iiir.  Jl.T  rai>ed  finger  was  an  aclmonii'on  that  liionght 
\i.unLr  i«  l:.".i 'I'lif^  t'»  tlitir  oUcdimci' at  once.  Kvery  Sun<lay  was  she  there,  and  people 
'.■\j.  .  •■  d  !•.  -  •  ;h-  l.idt'd  Mack  iMUinet  above  the  railings,  in  j>rayer-limc.  a--  much  as 
li:e\  did  '!■  I'.ii  ->>\\.  '  1  ni'\cr  likfd  the  Swcdenvirgins ;  hut  I  a'n't  one  that  ludievei 
I'.i'.ii  11/  1-  -1  i-.\.\\  ci:;**  ^  \\\  ct'  i.a7arn«<,  tor  all  that.  Now,  then-  's  .Ilnnv  Lim»-  may 
ll»M\rii  ->:  ia  •  !.!-"»  Ill'  d  "liar'.  I'll  her  head  !  —  that  is  .so  very  ^'o"d  l«»  every  body,  and 
V.  ho  >:iL.'-  ■"  -V.I  (I  that  f\ci\  l-oily  *s  tailing  in  love  with  her.  tij»sy  turvv.  and  j^ives 
awav  s"  ir.ii(!i  t.i  j»""r,  indiirnant  ]»eople.  They  call  her  an  aniT'd.  and  who  know.s  but 
she  mav  If  a  >vnip  in  <li"^L^ui>»',  fur  the  papers  say  her  singing"  i"<  like  the  mn-^ic  of  the 
'J     :•■-.'     )!.  V.    I  -;..-i:Id  l..\<-  ;..  \  e..i-  her!' 

'She  L;i:i-<).e.|  h:;>tilyat  the  \is\\<r  l)ead-purse  in  her  reticule,  hut  an  unsatisfactory 
re«»pMii>e  cai::r  ha(  k  tn-m  it  to  h»-r  hopes,  and  she  laid  it  back  again  with  a  sigh.' 

There  :  without  .'^aying  any  thing  of  the  jocose  Ror.KU,  the  great  IMiilan- 
TiiTif )!'(.-,  mid  (ho  poetical  "NVii-lswaktii,  whose  *. sayings'  are  bound  up  with 
Mrs.  I'AKiiNciToN's,  atul  are  worthy  of  the  excellent  company  they  keep,  we 
have  neverthcdes.';  .^aitl  and  quoted  enough  to  show  the  reader  what  a  treat 
is  before  him.  We  must  not  omit  to  mention  the  engravings.  In  drawing 
and  execution  they  leave  nothing  to  be  desired.  The  volume  is  well  printed, 
on  good  paper. 
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MBLBornxK,  Axn  the  CmxriT.v  Islaxds  :  with  Sketches  of  Lima,  and  a  Tova^  Round 
the  'World.    By  Georgb  W.  Peck.    In  one  volume:  pp.  2'j4.    New- York:  Cuaul£s 

SciiinxEK. 

EvKN  were  thu  subjects  of  this  volumo  of  less  interest  than  they  are,  at 
the  present  moment,  the  work  would  nevertheless  soon  find  its  way  to  a 
wide  circulalion,  from  the  extremely  attractive  style  in  which  it  is  written. 
Few  narratives  of  voyages  to  distant  lands,  and  descriptions  of  countries 
visited,  have  impressed  us  so  forcibly ;  the  best  evidence  of  which  is  the 
fact,  that  when  once  commenced,  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  Ifiy  it  a^^ide, 
until  its  perusal  is  accomplished ;  and  when  it  was  laid  aside,  throu^^h  the 
interposition  of  some  unexpected  duty,  or  *  moting  accident'  in  May -time 
*  settling,'  *  ever  as  we  could  with  haste  dispatch'  the  interruption,  we  rc- 
tuVned  again,  to  devour  the  unread  contents  of  the  book.     3klr.  Peck  is  a 
scholar,  a  practised  writer,  a  keen,  although  quiet  observer,  and  a  man  of 
genuine  feeling  and  genuine  humor ;  and  it  is  his  wont  to  write  as  he  sees 
and  feels,  and  to  give  to  clear  thoughts  a  garb  of  the  simplest  and  most 
effective  words.     Our  author  commenced  his  voyage  round  the  world  at 
Boston,  on  the  eighteenth  of  February,  of  last  year,  and  made  Port  Pdillip'.s 
bay,  in  Australia,  on  which  Melbourne  Is  situated,  on  the  twentieth  of  May. 
As  no  one  can  speak  so  well  for  the  author  as  the  author  speaks  for  him- 
self, we  shall  at  once  proceed  to  introduce  him  to  our  readers,  and  plunge,  ia 
medias  ro\  into  his  book : 

*"\Ve  (inul)lo(l  the  North  Capo  of  New-Zealand,  day  before  yesterday.  About  forty 
miles  from  the  Capo  ittwlf  there  is  a  ffroup  of  islets  culled  '  Tl'ie  Three  Kinni/  in  »iyjlit 
of  which  wo  pusised  at  nightfall.  Yestcnlay  we  were  becalmc<l  all  day  j  but  1  could 
neither  write,  ur  ])ljiy  the  vi"lin  in  the  cabin  while  the  ni.-n  wen»  holystonmg  the  jKiop- 
deck.    In  the  uftornoon,  we  iiml  a  p&win^  call  from  a  s('h«)ol  of  black-tiHh,  whiK>o  mot- 


I  hare  u:one  through  deep  woods;  these  are  the  storms.  Then  we  have  passed  over 
high-roTlinjr  ni)ljuuls;  in  clear,  stronpf  breezes  —  through  a  broken,  rocty  cimntnr 
in  squalls;  and,  on  snch  days  as  this,  acn)ss  bn>ad  i)!ains.  The  sense  of  iatlnir'e 
cxi)anHi<m  is  greater  in  looking  olT  upon  the  ocean  from  a  promontory,  or  in  casual 
ghn)])ses  froin  the  turnings  of  a  country  road. 

'Another  <tdd  effiHst  is,  that  while  T  feel  the  poetry  of  the  ocean,  and  the  hoalth- 
breathhip:  spirit  of  it,  my  mind  perversely  recoils  from'it.  I  have  a  craving  for  every 
thin/?  thai  is  in  om>o8ition  to  it ;  for  me'tajihysicfi,  for  example,  or  aasthotical  reveries 
upon  nmsic,  and  the  like.  I  am  a  livinfi^  witness  to  the  truth  of  the  saying  that  *io/ifi» 
iH>n  atiimmn.  m'ifftnt,  tiuitranA  mure  currunt.*  Let  no  one  t«ko  a  lonp^'vovage  to  fonni 
—  to  court  oblivi(m.  The  Lethe  does  not  flow  into  the  ocean ;  I  doubt  \i  there  tic  aiiv 
such  river  at  nil.  liut  out  of  all  this  wondering  at  finding  one's  self  under  a  new  heaven, 
and  the  rxcitcinent,  and  dread,  and  expectation,  and  general  uj[)hcaval  of  the  elements 
within,  WwTo  may  come  *  strength  for  what  remains.*-  Last  niprht  the  moon  HMcnded 
over  long,  soft-outlined  ranks  of  clouds,  and  the  Southern  Cross  stood  clear  in  the  mid- 
heavens —  emblem  of  patience,  and  hope,  and  mercy.' 

An  idea  of  the  space  and  magnitude  of  tho  world's  surface  is  briefly  but 
forcibly  conveyed  in  tho  subjoined  passage : 

' '  When  two  Sundays  come  together'  is  not,  after  all,  an  impossible  oondition.  To- 
day we  i)ass  the  one  hundred  and  eightieth  deme  of  longitude  east  from  Oreeniridi, 
in  latitude  thirty-three  degrees  sooth,  and  now  begin  to  reckon  longitude  wnr.  H«b 
we  fuse  two  days  into  one,  to  correct  for  the  twelve  boon  we  have  gained  since  peMiw 
the  Greenwich  meridian.  But  since  New-Tork  is  in  screnty-thtee  aegteet  west,  I  bivi 
come  two  hundred  mid  fifty-three  degnet,  and  am  sixteen  hoars  and  fbrtr  miimttf 
ahead  of  Trinity  dock— to  Hjnotbuig  of  having  spent  ncarily  two  winten  in  tke 
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year.  The  distance  home  seems  quite  short.  It  is  only  one  hundred  and  seven  deg^rees 
of  longitude,  and  from  thirty-three  degrees  south  to  forty-one  degrees  north  —  in  fact, 
the  distance  is  nothing,  as  Mr.  Micawbeb  observed,  '  comparatiyely  speaking.'  * 

Our  author  seems  not  to  have  alarmed  himself  a  great  deal  about  the  dangers 
of  the  ocean.  In  a  heavy  gale  of  wind,  he  writes ;  *  In  half  an  hour,  or 
less,  we  shall  be  lying-to  in  a  gale  and  a  very  heavy  sea ;  a  state  of  things 
it  may  b^  pleasant  to  read  of —  in  case  we  survive  it,  and  the  others  that  may 
succeed  it.  Otherwise,  geologists  estimate  the  average  depth  of  the  ocean 
to  be  about  five  miles' !  There 's  consolation  for  you  I  Leaving  to  the  reader 
the  pleasure  of  tracing  our  voyager's  way  to  the  antipodes,  wo  will  *  present 
him'  as  a  spectator  of  manners  and  customs  in  Melbourne : 

*  It  was  not  nij  fortune  to  meet  Mr.  Micawber,  or  his  distin^shed  son,  "Wilkins 
MiCAWHER,  Esq.,  in  Melbourne,  though  I  encountered  many  who  had  evidently  formed 
themselves  upon  the  senior  gentleman's  model ;  whose  every-day  conversation  mieht 
almost  have  sprung  from  his  own  eloquent  lips,  or  emanated  from  his  facile  pen.  The 
speech  of  the  Knp:lish  Commercial  Travejler,  alias  Bagman,  will  doubtless  one  day 
become  the  universal  language.  The  bagman  penetrates  into  all  rejsfions,  however  re- 
mote, where  sales  can  be  effected  at  a  remunerative  commission;  his  object  is  to  effect 
such  sjiles.  Thn^uph  him  the  producer  is  not  a  producer  only,  but  the  maker  of  his 
market.  Jle  manufactures,  the  consumer  consumes;  but  not  fast  enough ;  the  commer- 
cial traveller  linds  occupation  in  cramming  him.  He,  in  fact,  produces  the  consumer. 
He  combines;  be  separates;  he  gluts  the  market :  he  drains  it;  he  bulls;  he  bears;  he 
elevates;  he  depresses  —  all  the  while  calculating  his  percentages  in  a  little  pocket- 
b<x)k.  He  is  ready  to  operate  in  any  description  of  property,  personal,  real,  or  choses 
in  action  ;  coals,  ('olt's  pistols,  books,  brick-Dats,  bullocks:  be  Knows  of  a  'party*  who 
holds  them  for  a  sum  certain,  and  who  will,  if  pressed,  even  fall  un-ccrtainly  for  the 
sake  of  a  cash  transaction.  This  word  'party  is  tiie  bagman's  shibboleth,  his  talismanic 
word,  without  whieh  his  whole  species  would  vanish  into  the  elements.  With  him, 
individual  ineii  or  women  arc  not  persons;  he  knows  and  thinks  of  them  only  as 
'parties.' 

This  word,  whicli  is  in  universal  use  in  Melbourne,  and  which  I  observed  to  be  nsed 
in  ihc  >-A\\\v  way  hy  new  arrivals  from  Glasgow,  Liverpool,  and  London,  sounds  oddly 
eno«i<_'li  to  tins  imaccustonied  to  the  jarpon  of  tnule.  A  man  or  woman  is  a  '  party  '  in 
Mellx'iiriH- ;  aii<l  >:>;  r,  r^u  :  the  worcls  are  used  interchangeably.  *  P^xcuse  me,  1 
was  ;<>  ni<(i  :i  'party'  at  ten  —  a  gentleninn  from  Sydney.'  'What  'party'  was  that 
vou  \\>-rr  Nvalkinir  with  *1hs  morniny:?'  (meaning:,  what  young  ladyV)  '  Vou  recollect, 
Mr.  .liiM>,  lilt- '  jiiirty  '  I  intnxluced  you  to,' etc.,  etc.  The  associations  of  the  word 
areextrLiiK  ly  |»i(ture«([iie.     I  thought  of  substituting  it  in  the  poets;  as,  for  example  : 

' '  ]\y  wns  a  |iarty.- take  him  for  nil  In  fill, 
I  -ball  not  liK)k  mxdi  lii>  llko  aiTMiii.' 

'  •  ITis  Iff,-  u.ts  t'tiitit' :  and  the  ohnu'nts 
S>«  inix.'tl  in  liiin,  tluit  N'litnn'  iniirht  Ptand  np, 
Ari«!  ^ay  t<>  all  tljf  world,  T/ii/*  ix  n  jKirty  ." 

•  ■  What  a  [lioi'i'  ^.\'  work  i>  u  iMirty  !' 

'  •  I'Ain Us  of  all  --orts  tako  n  jiridc  to  jrird  at  mo.* 
'Ok  i>art_\  V  lir>l  <llsobt'<livnce,  and  the  fruit.' 

•  •  A   PAUTV  's  u  l»arty  for  a  that.' 

'There  are  ii«'  xiKr  words  in  any  language  than  those  introduced  from  the  form.*  cf 
hiw  and  comiiu'nc.  In  this  partictdar  one  there  is  something  so  suggestive  <»f  con- 
tracts and  bar^Miiiing,  as  well  as  such  a  want  of  detiniteness,  that  it  is  singularly  un- 
pleasing.' 

Sno))bisli  Knirlish  travellers  —  exceptions,  of  course,  to  the  true  Englif-h 
gcii  tUiiicn  who  have  been  among  us —  have  had  a  good  deal  to  say  conccrniug 
the  manner  in  which  English  words  are  misused  in  America.  Pcrhajjs  they 
had  better  look  at  home  ;  for  Australia  is  a  home  for  the  same  classes  that 
possess  or  lack  a  home  in  *  Lenden,  ye  kno'.'  Our  friend  the  *  Ilowadji '  went 
into  a  clothing-store  in  London  to  purchase  a  waistcoat    He  modestly/  and 
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in  a  low  tone,  announced  his  wishes ;  when  a  loud-voiced  cockney  clerk 
called  out  to  the  *  weskit  department,'  *•  Show  this  party  a  oncommoQ  fine 
pattern  of  a  weskit !  —  that  way,  Sir !'  —  and  the  *  party'  was  waved  back  to 
a  second  cockney,  who  took  him  '  in '  and  '  did '  for  him.  But  there  are 
other  lingual  peculiarities  in  Melbourne : 

'  'Tub  which? '  instead  of  'what?'  when  the  hearer  does  not  distinctly  uoderstand 
what  is  said,  is  another  rile  phrase  to  ears  of  Americans.    As,  also,  the  nercr-i  mnitted 


\i«vf»r'iii»o  it,  except  to  impress  a  cominana  upon  children,  or  in  repfy,  where  we  raeaa 
to  be  nither  positive  and  crowing.  It  would,  of  course,  be  ill-mannered  to  insinuate 
that  there  inav  be  a  spice  uf  those  qualities  congenital  in  what  the  Quarterly  Reviewers 
are  fond  tif  stvling  the  'British  mind.* 

'  But  that  Mr.  Micawber  has  visited  Melbourne  is  apparent,  not  so  much  from  pecu- 
liar words  and  phrases,  as  in  the  manner  and  tone  of  mterconrse  generally.  The  n»U- 
ing,  oratnricjil  voice,  loud  enough  in  comm^m  conversation  to  fill  an  auction-rrKim ;  the 
magnifving  lens  of  mind,  through  which  all  occurrences  take  on  a  fictitious  importance; 
the  ah,*  in  short,  extremely  inflated  views  of  that  gentleman  in  all  statements  rc.siiecting 
his  trans  ictions  and  busmess-prospects,  are  us  cliaractcristic  of  the  d^ly  Meloonme 
walk  and  conversation       "  ' '  *        ""      ^    «  .     •  .     .       ,  .     -  .        .    . 

gentleman ;  he  asks 
tually,  and  find  the  g< 

unon,  and  another  for  a  table,  up  to  his  ankles  in  mud,  surprised  to  sec  you,  and  utterly 
oolivious  about  the  dinner.  l*erhaps  he  fishes  up  some  red  ink,  which  you  must  sip, 
for  it  is  very  choice  claret.  (I  intended  to  have  preserved  a  rial  of  some  shown  me 
by  a  friend,  f)r  Mr.  Barscm.)  After  a  reasonable  while,  you,  pretending  onlv  un  acci- 
dental call,  retire,  thinking  you  have  learned  something.  But  no,  every  day  brings 
fresh  developments.' 

A  small  touch  of  Australian  quasi-politics  nuiy  not  be  amiss  here ;  for 
there  has  been  a  good  deal  of  speculation  thercanent  in  the  United  States : 

'Amrrican's,  on  their  first  arrival  there,  hear  an  immense  deal  of  disloyalty  and  radi- 
calism. The  class  of  all-knowing  talkers  flatter  them  by  pretending  to  locA  upon  them 
as  the  harbingers  of  separation  and  rebellion.  'You  are  coming,  they  say,  *  now  we 
will  be  free !  Of  course,  such  extreme  reformers  understand  as  little  what  they  wish 
for,  as  they  do  of  the  means  of  its  accomplishmeDt. 

'  But  it  IS  a  singular  fact  that  Americans  do  not  like  such  notions  abroad  so  well  as 
at  home.  Just  as  English  radicals  generally  become  ultra  tories  after  thev  hare  lived 
a  short  time  in  America,  so  American  radicals  side  with  law  and  order  in  l^nglish  colo- 
nies. Tlu'V  look  u])on  government  from  a  different  point  of  view;  thev  are  not  blinded 
bv  the  fi»elings,  the  party  catch-words,  and  the  names  of  canonized  political  saints,  that 
obscure  their  judgment,  at  home.  The  words  'bank,'  or  'tariff,'  or  ' abolition '  no 
longer  excite  tlieir  ire  and  dethrtme  their  reason;  they  can  offer  only  secret  homage  to 
their  former  national  heroes.  They  soon  perceive  how'much  more  practically  wise  they 
themselves  are  in  political  matters  than  their  new  friends ;  and  they  have  the  same 

{>rido  that  Englishmen  have  with  us,  which  keeps  them  from  meddling  with  what  they 
imcy  to  be  none  of  their  business.  Beside,  there  is  a  large  propoi^ion  among  Ameri- 
cans who  are  accustomed  to  act  understand! ngly,  and  are  little  given  to  aid  in  hastening 
changes  which  they  do  not  feel  thoroughly  convinced  are  needful.  And  the  men  of  real 
iullueiu'i'  among:  the  American  merchants  and  others,  are  entirelv  given  to  commerce 
and  business  affairs,  and  want  no  changes  but  increased  facilities  tor  trade.  Upon  tbe 
whole,  therefore,  the  uneasy  and  uncomfortable  portion  of  the  Melbourne  population 
will  find  less  assistance  in  opposition  to  the  established  order  of  tilings  from  Americans 
than  they  look  for.  The  Americans  are  in  a  position  of  indifference.  Thev  will  never 
interfere  except  against  open  oppression,  which  never  can  arise ;  but  all  tfic  weight  of 
influence  becfuning  to  them  as  alien  residents,  will  be  given  in  support  of  a  government 
which  endeavors  to  overtake  the  wants  of  an  almost  miraculous  influx  of  population, 
as  fast  as  that  population  urges  measures  and  supplies  means. 

Wo  commend  to  the  reader  the  truljr  grand  description  of  the  scenery 
around  Melbourne,  especially  that  of  the  great  Public  Garden,  and  the 
reflections  of  the  author  thereupon.  It  is  in  Mr.  Peck's  most  effective  rein. 
With  the  following,  we  must  take  our  leave  of  Melbourne : 
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*  MELnorRXB  life  is  all  out  of  doors,  or  in  a  crowd.  One  can  walk,  when  it  is  not  too 
muddy,  or  he  can  take  to  his  bed ;  it  is  very  dilFicult  to  get  even  a  sleeping  closet  alone. 
As  for  myself,  I  must  have  some  place  of  studv,  no  matter  how  small,  where  I  can  look 
through  a  l(M)p-hole  u[>ou  the  world,  or  I  am  fike  a  snail  without  a  shell.  Years  enough 
have  passed  lor  me  neither  to  be  a.shamed  nor  vain  of  having  in  my  time  been  more 
than  once  \\»  forlorn  in  a  great  city  as  ever  Johnson*  and  Savaob  were  in  Ijondon ;  I 
never  had  luxuries,  but  I  want  quietness.  I  do  not  *  agnize  a  natural  and  prompt  alac- 
rity in  hardness.'  I  am  possessed  with  a  gentle  raelancholv,  and  the  health  of  mv  mind 
requires  ihat  I  should  be  secluded  when  1  please.  *  Out,  J^oun  V  is  my  motto,  f  would 
not  exchange  the  certainty  of  a  few  years  of  quiet  before  the  last  resting-place  for  all 
the  GTold  in  Australia. 

'Tlie  noisy  confusion  of  Jfelbourne  only  strengthened  this  feeling.  ^  It  would  be  eren 
a  pleasurable  excitement  if  one  could  only  escape  from  it  at  will;  it  would  heighten 
the  enjoyment  of  a  snug  room,  and  old  books,  and  old  music,  just  as  the  noise  of  ft 
school-room  makes  the  single  de*k  in  a  comer  the  best  one  for  study.  But  this  was 
unattainable,  and  forms  the  greatest  objection  I  should  have  (and  other  Americans  must 
feel  more  or  less  as  1  did)  to  residing  in  such  a  town.  No  thoughtful  man,  or  man  ftt 
all  sensitive,  could  long  preserve  his  integrity  in  the  utter  adri/tiufis  of  such  a  life' 

Our  author's  visit  to  the  Chincha  or  Guano  Islands  forms  not  the  least  in- 
teresting feature  of  his  entertaining  volume.  Wo  make  room  for  two  or  three 
illustrative  extracts : 

*  Tnc  look-out  from  cither  of  the  islands  is  enchanting.  Imagine  the  Andes  and  the 
Pacific  in  one  view;  the  islands,  with  their  precipitous  walls  indented  with  immense 
caves,  and  surrounded  by  fantastic  rocks,  fringed  with  foam;  the  pure  ocean  air;  the 
myriads  of  sea-birds :  the  shipping;  the  schools  of  sea-lions;  and,  almost  always,  far 
or  near  upon  the  blue  waste,  tn^  spout  of  whales,  and  the  white  sails  of  ahins  coming 
or  departmg.  Altogether,  the  scene  is  full  of  exhilaration  and  excitement.  The  height 
of  the  islands  is  such,  that  the  eye  looks  directly  down  upon  the  masts  of  the  vesiels 
moored  and  lying  beneath,  and  the  round  horizon  demonstrates  to  the  eye  the  appro- 
priateness of' the  phrase  of  the  Admiralty  Courts,  'the  high  seas.' ' 

•  ••••••* 

*  The  guano,  where  exposed  to  the  air,  is  of  a  reddish -brown,  yellow  color,  darker 
than  thut  of  its  general  substance,  where  it  is  cut  awajr.  It,  of  course,  colors  the  whole 
of  the  i>land8,  the  rock  on  which  it  rests  being  only  visible  round  the  shores.  As  it  ii 
Like  light,  dry  earth,  and  full  of  holes,  it  is  dimcult  to  walk  upon,  there  being  no  cer- 
tainty that  every  other  footstep  will  not  sink  in  nearly  to  tlie  knee.  If  one  hurries,  he 
is  almost  sure  to  tall,  or  rather  to  get  into  it  all  over,  in  which  case  the  only  satisfaction 
is  in  knowing  that  it  is  almost  pure  ammonia,  and  contains  no  animal  substance,  other- 
wise it  might  be  thought  to  bo  an  unpleasant,  sticky  sort  of  soiL  A  few  feet  below  the 
surface  it  becomes  compact,  and  from  thence,  through  its  whole  thickness,  is  of  nearly 
the  consistence  of  Castile  soap.  Its  o<Ior  is  strongly  ammoniacal,  though  this  is  not 
perceived,  or  but  fkintly,  in  walking  over  the  islanas  where  they  have  not  been  dug 
upon.' 

When  the  English  newspapers  have  finished  talking  about  the  'sufferings  * 
of  American  negro  '  slaves/  and  the  *  barbarity'  with  which  they  are  treated, 
it  is  to  be  hoped  they  may  have  somewhat  to  say  of  the  British  scoundrels 
who,  for  the  mere  sake  of  money-making,  sell  the  liberty  and  lives  of  the  poor 
Chinese  coolies  in  Peru : 

*  Tnz  gtiano  is  dug  from  the  hills,  and  wheeled  to  depots,  or  open  inclosnres,  called 
'  Manguunis,'  on  the  edge  of  the  cliffs,  at  places  where  launches  or  vessels  can  be 
moored  below — by  coolies,  who  are  brought  to  Peru  by  English  ships  from  the  free 
ports  of  China.  There  are  about  three  hundred  coolies  at  work  on  the  middle  island, 
and  seven  or  eight  hundred  on  the  north.  It  is  said  that  they  are  brought  here  under 
contracts  made  with  them  at  home,  to  labor  for  five  years,  at  a  real,  or  York  shilling, 
per  day,  and  their  rice ;  and  that  after  (hey  have  served  their  time  out,  they  are  free  S> 
return.  It  is  said,  also,  that  they  are  induced  to  come  by  being  made  to  believe  they 
are  going  to  labor  in  gold  mines.  The  real  truth  I  suppose  to  be  that  they  are  con- 
tracted for  by  the  Peruvian  government,  and  transferred  to  it,  at  a  good  profit,  by  the 
English  who  bring  them.  Whatever  their  contracts  may  be,  if  there  are  any,  the  coo- 
lies, who  arc  one  of  the  contracting  parties,  become^  in  effect,  absolutely  slaves.  They 
are  condemned  to  be  digjgers  of  guano ;  their  labor  is  much  more  severe  and  injorions 
than  railroad  digging;  they  have  no  liberty  days,  no  protecting  laws,  no  power  to  obtain 
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evi'ii  tho  ]»ittance  «.ii«1  to  he  ptiM  lliorn,  ii'i  proper  seasons  of  roat.  Most  of  them  go 
nearlv  iiikcil;  nmie  have  iiii»re  than  eni)nffli  ci(»t bin;;  just  to  cover thcniaelvos ;  they 
hve  iui'l  iWA  like  iloiT^;  they  ure  consmiitly  within  the  rvuch  of  the  thongs  of  liiileuus 
blaek  <1  rivers  —  the  link  betWeen  men  and' devils;  there  are  no  women  among  thom, 
noiliini;  to  niitiir^Ue  their  In  •jieleK'^  toil.  iJeforo  and  nniuml  them  is  the  rtiiuing  buy,  und 
Ijov'Miil  ii.  jrreeM  irrovo-*  ami  in.>:ii'.\iin.s  ;  near  at  hand,  hundreds  of  ships  cuni'ng  and 
goinir,  lilli'd  witli  men  liko  themsolvor*,  only  free!  They,  too,  have  been  free;  thej 
we:'e  not  born  in  slavery;  thuy  are  not  (loiiie.Htic  Klave'd,  or  plantation  slaves;  but 
slaves  wiihout  any  liile,  or  ri^^liis,  or  conceded  customs  —  mere  over-worked  beasts  of 
bunlen. 

'Alino"*!  cv'iry  week  some  of  lh<.>m  omniit  suicide  by  throwing  themselves  from  the 
'.'liir.  Tiit-y  :iri>  said  lo  <lo  tliis  in  tIjj  belief  tliat  tlieir  spirits  will  awaken  in  their  native 
lanil.  Ki-<<rrii  t«i!d  nie  tint  nii>re  than  sixty  had  killed  themselves  this  way  in  the  two 
years  he  has  been  there.  Onu  was  driven  over  the  elilf.  or  junipetl  olT,  and  was  da.slied 
in  piece^?,  to  escape  tlie  lash  nf  a  bhick  driver,  wh«)  cluised  him  to  the  vci^,  in  sight  of 
a  captain  of  an  American  ship,  the  week  beri)re  wo  IctL  The  clilf  where  be  leaped  is 
two  hundred  feet  bi^^It,  and  almost  perjieudicular.' 

Wc  have  said  and  quoted  enough  to  set  forth  the  character  of  Mr.  Peck's 
volume,  and  wc  no»v  leave  it  with  the  public,  who  will  not  be  slow  in  secur- 
ing its  perusal  entire.  It  is  well  printed,  and  has  a  few  small  illustratirc 
engravings. 


TiTK  SpFPTATOR:  A  Nrw  Ehitiox,  CARirPLLT  Revi«f.d.     In  six  volumes:  with  Pre- 
faces, Historical  and  Biographical.    By  ALcxAXuiiu  CirALVEU,  A.M.     New-York: 

D.  Al'i^LETOX  ASD   COIPANY. 

Don't  be  st.irtletl,  reader :  we  arc  not  about  to  inllict  ujwn  you  a  review  of 
Addison's  works,  for  time  has  but  extended  their  fame,  and  increased  the 
affectionate  admiration  with  whicli  they  are  re^rarded  by  all  persons  of  the 
least  relineinent  or  taste.  Thackkkat  has  tersely  and  felicitously  hit  ofiTthc 
characteristics  of  this  delightful  writer :  *  It  is  as  a  Tattler  of  small  talk,  and 
a  Spectator  of  mankind,  that  we  cherish  and  love  him,  and  owe  as  much 
pleasure  to  him  as  to  any  human  being  that  ever  wrote.  He  came  in  an 
artillcial  age,  and  began  to  speak  witli  his  noble,  natural  voice.  He  came, 
the  gentle  satirist,  who  hit  no  unfair  blow ;  the  kind  judge,  who  castigated 
only  in  smiling.  lie  walks  about  the  world,  watching  their  pretty  humors, 
fashions,  follies,  flirtations,  rivalries,  and  noting  them  with  the  most  charm- 
ing archness.  He  sees  them  in  public,  in  the  theatre,  or  the  assembly;  or 
at  the  toy-shop,  higgling  for  gloves  or  lace ;  or  at  the  auction,  battling  together 
over  a  blue  porcelain  dragon,  or  a  darhng  monster  in  Japan ;  or  at  church, 
eyeing  the  width  of  their  rivals'  hoops,  or  the  breadth  of  their  laces,  as  they 
sweep  down  the  aisles.'  *  Uis  sense  of  religion  stirs  his  whole  being.  In  the 
fields,  in  the  town ;  looking  at  the  birds  in  the  trees,  at  the  children  in  the 
streets;  in  the  morning  or  in  the  moonlight;  over  his  books  in  his  own 
room ;  in  a  happy  party  at  a  country  merry-making  or  a  town-assembly, 
good  will  and  peace  to  God's  creatures,  and  a  love  and  awe  of  IJim  who  made 
them,  fill  his  pure  heart,  and  shine  from  Ids  kind  face.  His  was  a  life  proir 
perous  and  beautiful ;  a  calm  death ;  an  immense  fame  and  affection  after- 
ward, for  his  happy  and  spotless  name.* 

Such  was  Joseph  Addison;  and  wc  rejoice  exceedingly  that  American 
publishers  have  been  found  who  felt  it  a  duty  to  place  the  writings  of  such 
an  author  before  the  pubUc  in  a  garb  befitting  their  jmrity  and  beauty.    We 
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*  ^^^'^•^^^~^—  '  » 

arc  accustomed  to  say,  *  Why  can  we  not,  in  this  country,  print  books  upon 
as  fine,  good  paper,  clear  types,  and  with  ink  as  black,  and  execution  as  per- 
fect, as  that  of  the  best  English  works  ?'  These  volumes  of  *  The  Spectator' 
answer  that  question  triumphantly.  No  more  beautiful  books,  in  all  points 
of  typography,  paper,  and  printing,  have  we  ever  seen  from  the  English 
press.  The  pleasure  to  the  eye^  while  perusing  the  exquisite  pictures  of 
Addison,  enhances  to  a  wonderful,  although  perhaps  imperceptible  degree, 
the  enjoyment  of  the  reader.  Who  will  follow  the  excellent  example  this 
nobly  set  by  the  Messrs.  Appleton?  Good  books  should  bo  presented  in 
the  best  garb :  *  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver.' 


PrDDLKTORD  AND  ITS  People.  By  IL  IT.  RiLEY.  "With  Illustrftfions.  In  one  volume: 
pp.  2t>7.  New -York:  Samuel  IIceston,  Number  Three  Ilundred  and  Forty-Eight, 
liroadway. 

Wh  briefly  announced  this  work  as  in  press,  in  our  last  number.  It  is 
now  published,  and  ready  for  the'  public.  And  the  public  will  want  it.  It  is 
not  one  of  the  kind  of  books  that  will  go  a-begging  for  *  patronage,'  (con- 
found that  particularly  English  word,  for  which,  as  yet,  there  has  been  found 
no  good  synonym!)  but  on  the  contrary,  a  book  that  will  command  success, 
because  it  deserves  it  As  to  that,  *  we  shall  see.'  Wo  have  seldom  been 
mistaken  in  our  prognostications  in  this  kind,  and  we  *  say  it,  and  we  say  it 
boldly,'  that  this  time  we  can  H  be  mistaken.  You  can  gather  something  of 
the  writer  from  his  preface,  which  we  quote  entire : 

*  EvEiiT  body  who  writes  a  book  is  expected  to  introduce  it  with  a  preface ;  to  hang 
out  a  si^n,  the  more  captivating  the  better,  informing  the  public  what  kind  of  entep- 
tainnient  may  be  expected  within.  I  am  sorrv  that  I  am  obliged  to  say  that  many  a 
one  has  been  wofully  deceived  by  these  outside  proclamations,  and  some  one  may  be 
again. 


expect  the  public  will  tolerate  it  simply  out  of  regard  to  my  feelings,  if  their  ou'u  feel- 
ings are  not  enlisted  in  its  favor. 

*  The  book  is  filled  with  Portraits  of  Puddkford  and  fht?  Puddlffordians.  The  reader 
may  never  have  seen  the  portrait  of  a  genume  Puddlefordian.  Bless  me,  how  much 
that  man  has  lost  1  If  the  reader  does  not  like  the  painting  after  he  Ms  seen  it,  I  can- 
not help  it :  it  may  be  the  fault  of  the  original,  or  it  may  be  from  a  want  of  skill  in  the 
painter. 

'  Like  the  carrier-pigeon,  let  it  go,  to  return  with  glad  tidings,  or  none  at  all.' 

Our  readers  have  had  a  foretaste  of  the  work,  in  the  two  sketches  which 
have  already  appeared  in  the  Enickbrbocker,  *The  B«c-Hunt,'  and  'A 
Court-Scene  at  Puddleford.'  The  wide  circulation  given  to  these  portions  of 
the  book  by  the  public  press  indicates  the  reception  which  will  be  accorded 
to  the  entire  work.  Our  *  Literary  Notice'  department  is  so  full,ithat  we  are 
compelled  to  limit  ourselves  to  very  curt  *  specimens*  of  the  volume  under 
consideration.  Doubtless  a  majority  of  the  several  thousand  readers  whoee 
names  have  never  been  off  our  subscription-books  since  the  conmiencement 
of  the  Knickebbockeb,  will  recognize  in  the  following  the  writer  of  the  series 
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•>f  I'jiiiL'i-s  publisliL'J  in  tliis  Majxazinc  many  years  ago,  entitled  *Jfy  FlMng- 

'N'»r  I'.nvin:;  niucli  luck  with  binr  i;.*],^  j  ciiiicIiuUmI  ti>  jimu'io  tVic  'small  frr.'  So  oui 
wont  ii-;.  li'i-k  k.-r-.-Iniiip  ri^»^iit  il»«\\?i  in  ilio  iniil-^l  <»f  a  jrival  jyriitluTinir,  \vb«i  .seoint.'d  to 
havi-  ijii-:  <'!!  •'.iiuo  busiiiONS  nl' inip.iriuuc'.  It  was  u  liule  cni'ioiis  t«i  watch  ihest'  liuny 
fell'»\vs  a.s  ihov  c'Visl  my  worm.  Thi-y  swi^pt  round  it  in  u  circle,  a  few  limes,  nnd  coni- 
iiJi' lip  \\\'-\\  a  halt,  imd  I'nrniinir  thi-niM-lvi-.s  abreast,  they  rucked  up  und  down  from 
l;:iid  t'l  ;:iil,  SIS  1  hey  surveyed  ihe  thiiiir.  Uy-an<i-liy,  a  poivh,  a  little  nmrc  venture:«i)mc 
\\uv.\  '.hi'  V:-<\,  tlnated  up  by  de;rri'e«*  Tn  the  bait,  his  white  lin.s  slowly  nn)vinp:  back  iiud 
lor.h.  :!M:1  e..:i.i"tiily  reaehinLT  <iul  his  ini.-.',  he  touched  it,  wheeled,  lind  shot  liken  dart 
out  oi"  >;^'lit.  In  u  few  niin\i:es  hi,-  earm"  r.iMud  in  the  fear  of  the  company,  to  await  fur- 
ther e.xpei  iiiient.^.  Next  came  the  Min-ii>li.  Jerkinic  iil"f»ir,  lilled  with  lire  and  t'\\r\\  with 
:.  kind  «■!"  who  's-afraid  sort  of  lnnk,  and  >irikinir  at  jijy  hook,  uciuaily  canuhi  the  tip  of 
the  liarh.  :ind  1  inrned  the  felliiw  topM-iurvv,  sliowinjr  up  his  ycllow'to  advantapi'.  He 
lefr  for  \nv^>  unknown.  There  was  a  small  ha-s  who  had  strayed  into  the  cojntnunilv, 
wh'iiij  1  was  anxii'U.s  to  coax  intu  trnubie,  but  he  lay  oif  on  hi.s  difrnity,  near  nn  uld 
ro>i,  to  see  the  fun.  1  inove<l  my  hook  towanl  him.  He  shnt  otT  und  turned  bead-to, 
with  a  i'«-y"U-don'r  sort  of  air.  1  to.,k  niy  h.iit  from  the  Avater  and  »[>it  on  it,  but  it 
wonM  !.'t  <lo.  I  took  it  out  a^ra'n,  ami  went  thro?ii;h  an  inca;iiaiion  over  it,  but  I  cuuld 
n't  c;.:eii  h'.ia  by  ina;xic;  and  I  have  :ii»  do.ib*,  reader,  he  is  there  yet.' 

It  is  li.-irtl  to  1)0  obliged  to  omit  >o  graphic  a  picture  as  that  of  the  country 
ohur«.*U  (d'  PiiddKtbrd,  aii«l  Ihuri.nw  \'a\  Slyck,  the  circuit-riding  preacher^ 
'half  V;iTikvo,  half  Dutch  ;  an  in^^ei'intis  cross,  effected  somewhere  do\rn  in 
ihvi  St.1T .'  '  i*  IVimsylvania/  \\ho  o^v'it.-lonally  officiated  there.  But  we  jivmI 
.rive  a  ;..:i_:.iph  to  the  choir;  whivdi  our  friend  the  *Kector  of  St.  Bar- 
'!/ii«V.\'  -..ill  siuxly  rctM>gnizc  as  a  }ii*-ture  drawn  from  and  *to  the  life:' 

•  'A'  n:  (Jj: \vi:'»'  was  verv  nervou«s  the  i::on»ent  slie  took  her  seat  in  the  choir.     If 


i!»a'.i:l':li!y  ihrcuirh  her  nose;  then  she  exaniine«l  the  hymn-book,  and  then  chanp.nl  her 
*eai ;  and  then  chanyjed  back  a^rain.    ^he  wa.-*,  in  her  opinion,  the  wheel  that  kept 

'\\:\'y  o;],i;-  -.vheel  in  motion;  and  what  if '"■'.''  wheel  shonid  !«Top! 
MJiit  t-j..'  hymn  wa8  at  la^'t  L'lvi-n  out;  and  there  wa>  a  rustlinjr  of  leaves,  and  an 

■.-h":nin -iL.',  ati'l  coti:::hin!r, anil  sT»ini:iu';  and  sonndinir  "f  ntites;  ami  atoot  on  acrncked 
•  •!*.iri  •••:e',  w  hieh  had  been  wotmit  with  tow  ;  and  a  low  jrrnnt  from  n  luis.s-viol,  pnKiuced 
'iv  a  L'ta*.  I  -lookin;^  man  in  the  corner.  Then  all  rose,  and  launched  forth  in  one  of  those 
■.iieleni  j'i'.c^s  «.f  church-harmony,  *  ('oVi-nation; '  overv  voice  and  iuHtmnicnt  letting 
I'self  C"  to  it-*  utmost  extent.  One  airy-lookin^j  person  was  pumping  out  his  boss  by 
lisinu'  and  f.dlinp  on  his  hies;  another,  more  solemn,  was  urpnjr  it  up  by  croirding  his 
chin  oil  his  brea^'t ;  un«i;her  jerked  it  out  by  a  twist  of  hi:;  head;  while  one  autet  old 
man,  w!i' se  face  beamed  with  Tnijnjuillity,  jnst  »tiK»d,  iu  perfect  ecstasy,  ana  let  the 
mcl'Miv  run  ruit  of  his  nose.  The  ;:enius  «»n  the  clarionet  idew  as  if  hcVere  blowing 
his  hist.  His  cheeks  were  bloated,  his  vyc^i^  were  wild  and  cxiendiKi,  and  his  head 
■  lance'l  this  way  und  th.if,  keepiui^  time  with  his  linper.s;  and  ho  who  sawed  the  viol, 
;  .>re  away  upon  his  instrument  with  a  kind  of  fer(»city,  as  if  he  were  determined  to  com- 
mit !*  .me  violence  upon  it.  IJut  the  treble  —  what  shall  I  say  of  Itf  'Aunt  Graves ' 
v.-.is  H' -where  ti>  be  J'een,  after  the  'jmrts'  had  jfol  into  full  play;  she  put  on  the  power 

■!"  h'.r  \.'\t  \  and  '  dri»wned  iMii '  every  ihiuL:  aroimil  her  a!  once*;  and  then,  risin|;bigher 
..nd  liiilier,  she  rushed  through  the  notes,  the  chv>ir  iu  full  chase  after  her,  and  abso- 
iuTily  cai.ie  out  safely  at  last,  und  struck  upou  her  feel,  without  injuring  herself  or  aoj 
one  else.' 

Tlic  TuUowing  sketch,  describing  the  manner  in  which  the  hearers  erect 

ihoso  structures,  called  *d  —  ms*  hy  the  profane,  will  remind  the  reader  of 

( he  IiKlian  anecdote  recorded  in  our  last  number : 

'  *  \\'\iY  not  more  'n  nor  a  mile  or  so  up  this  creek,  I  've  killed  piles  on  *em.  Why,  I 
.-  »otl  a  c<»itipanv  on  Vm,  up  there,  once,  of  two  or  three  hundred.  They  oom'd  down 
:  '10  i>y>rin;r  and  cloar'd  oU*  acres  of  ground  that  hod  grown  up  to  birxrh  nplinga,  that 
:'-ioy  wanteil  to  build  a  d.im  with,  and  there  ther  let  the  trees  lie  until  August  Then 
'.'!i?'y  started  to  build  their  houses  all  ovei  ^'*  low  water  in  the  mash — great  Imiaca 
1 .  ur  or  live  feet  through *-and  the  -  -  "  «*»«,»nioa  of  Ibv"  *"  **•"*  «•   ^  bouM  till 
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thej  gfot  'em  done.  You  jist  ou^ht  to  see  'em  carry  mud  and  stones  between  thoir  fore- 
paws  and  throat,  and  see  'em  lay  it  down  and  slap  it  with  their  tails,  like  men  who 
work  with  a  trowel.' 


on  't.    You  might  see  'm  by  moonlight,  pitching  in  the  trees, 
stream  with  'em,  and  laying  'em  in  the  current  of  the  creek,  li 
'•  Pshaw !' said  I.  * 


build  a  dam  to  raise  up  the 
And  then  there  was  a  time 
and  swimming  down  the 
like  so  many  boys.' 


sousing  round  in  the  water,  pulling  this  way  and  that,  arid  as  many  more  on  the  bank 
jerking  at  it,  until  bym-bre,  it  went  in.kcr-swash ;  the  beayera  all  took  hold  on  't,  then, 
and  towed  it  to  the  ilam. 

*  'And  so  they  really  built  a  dam? ' 

*  *  A  dam  three  feet  high,  and  forty  or  fifty  long  —  all  laid  up  with  birch-trees,  and 
mud  and  stones,  so  tight,  't  ain't  gone  yet.  The  beavtr  have  gone  long  ago,  but  the 
d^ivi  hain't.' 

*  *  How  did  you  catch  *em? '  said  1. 

*  *  When  the  fur  is  good,  in  the  winter,  wo  jest  went  round  with  our  ice-chisels  and 
knocked  their  houses  to  pieces,  when  away  they  would  go  for  their  washes^  as  we  used 
to  call  'em,  where  we  fastened  'em  in  and  catchM  'em.' 

*  *  Washes  ?  what  are  the^  ? '  inquired  I. 

*  *  Holes  the  beayers  dig  in  the  bank,  partly  under  water,  where  they  can  run  in  and 
breathe  without  being  seen.'  * 

• 

What  we  especially  admire  in  this  book,  is  the  faithful  observation  of  the 
author,  whether  in  relation  to  natural  scenery,  or  the  varieties  and  eccentri- 
cities of  human  character.  Nor  is  his  imagination  ever  at  fiiult.  Somehow 
or  other  ho  *hits  us'  there^  too,  as  in  the  following  changeful  picture  of  the 
diverse  forms  which  summer-evening  clouds  put  on,  what  time  they  *  pavil- 
lion  the  setting  sun  :* 

'The  sun  was  waning  low,  and  the  shadows  of  the  trees  were  pointing  across  the 
river.  The  clouds  in  the  west  gathered  themselves  into  all  kinds  of  pictures.  There 
was  a  fleet  of  ships,  all  on  fire,  in  full  sail,  far  out  at  sea;  the  fleet  dissolved,  and  a  city 
rose  out  of  its  ruins,  filled  with  temples,  and  domes,  and  turrets,  and  divided  into 
streets,  up  and  down  which  strange  and  fantastic  figures  were  hurrying.  The  city 
vanished,  and  a. pile  of  huge  mountains  shot  up  their  rugged  peaks,  around  whicn 
i^olden  islands  lay  anchored,  all  glowing  with  lignt.  Away  one  side,  I  noticed  a  grave, 
corpulent,  and  shadowy  old  gentleman,  astride  an  elephant,  smoking  a  pipe,  and  he 
pulled  himself  finally  away  into  the  heavens,  and  I  have  never  seen  him  smcc  1 ' 

How  true  is  the  subjoined  passage,  many  a  distant  wanderer  from  his  ac- 
tive village,  who  will  read  these  sentences,  can  well  testify :  *  There  is  some- 
thing impressive  in  the  Sabbath  in  the  wilderness.  A  quiet  breathes  over 
the  landscape  that  is  almost  overwhelming.  In  a  city  the  church-steeples 
talk  to  one  another  their  lofty  music ;  but  there  are  no  bells  in  the  wilder- 
ness to  mark  the  hours  of  worship.  The  only  bell  which  is  heard  is  rung  by 
Memory,  as  the  hour  of  prayer  draws  nigh ;  some  village-bell,  far  away,  that 
vibrated  over  the  hills  of  our  nativity,  the  tones  of  which  we  have  carried 
away  in  our  soul,  and  which  are  awakened  by  the  solenmity  of  the  day.' 

But  we  must  close :  yet  not  without  saying  a  word  touching  the  illustra- 
tions of  the  volume.  They"  are  happily  conceived,  admirably  drawn,  and 
exceedingly  well  executed.  They  *  tell  the  whole  story^  to  the  eye,"  which 
the  author  has  so  well  represented  to  the  mind,  of  the  reader.  One  of  the 
most  note-worthy  things,  by  the  way,  in  modern  illustrated  books,  is  the  care 
with  which  the  pictures  are  drawn  and  executed.  The  public  will  not  *  stuid ' 
poor  engravings,  any  more  than  poor  paper  and  printing. 
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Ah  Evitsino  m  the  California  Mixes. — Our  readers  in  the  Atlantic  States 
will  got  a  vivid  idea  of  *Life  in  the  Diggings '  in  California,  from  *An  Even- 
ing in  the  Mines^  sent  us  by  a  new  correspondent  in  the  *  Golden  State : ' 

'  TnE  blazing  sun  has  rolled  his  disc  of  burnished  gold  behind  the  rockj  battlements 
of  the  narrow  cafion,  and  the  dark,  broad  shadow,  long  since  deepening  over  the  riTer* 
bed,  is  rapidlj  climbing,  with  noiseless  steps,  the  rugged  mountain,  from  whose  snow- 
crowned  summit  it  will  soon  chase  the  lingering  sun-light 

'The  busy  sound  ^of  pick  and  spade  is  no  longer  heard;  the  'rocker'  is  thrown 
atido;  the  water  gurgles  idly  through  the  long  'sluices*  and  *Toms,'  and  the  wcaiy 
miner,  liberally  rewarded  for  his  day's  labor,  has  gladly  turned  to  his  log-cabin,  or  brood 
tent  of  the  open  sky. 

*  The  swollen  river  is  rushing,  and  boiling,  and  swirling  along  its  rocky  channel,  send- 
ing up  a  heavy  roar  through  the  echoing  cafion,  like  the  deep  tones  of  an  organ  swell- 
ing through  some  grand  old  cathedral.    The  smoke  is  curling  lazily  up  in  graceful 
wrcatliB  from  camp-fires  over  which  rough  forms,  hovering  round  like  the  gbostd  of 
sujK>rannuated  cooks,  arc  preparing  the  frugal  evening  meal.     See  that  shaggy  old 
follow  reclining  carelessly  on  the  ground,  smokinp:  a  pipe  with  such  infinite  gusto,  and 
watching  with  scrupulous  care  a  great  black  Dutw.     *^en,  whose  tortures  he  remone- 
lessly  aggravates  by  heaping  little  p}*ramids  of  ^  "-o-ooiiN  ut«o-^  ite^luBiMr 
head,  till  at  length  ho  flings  off  the  cover,  and  exult...  .  who  sawed  the  ^  "*    ^rf 
swelling  up  as  if  on  the  point  of  bursting  with  indigi*  ^•^t^^^O^  **^^** 
a  r«*al  golden  loaf,  for  he  is  quite  a  magician  in  his              .^\^^  pu^  "n  the^      i&tf!»" 
hanl  and  homy,  his  bread,  like  his  heart,  is  always  %7            /  ^  then,  rising  hig-'^^i  ^«i,S* 
bustled  about,  and  dragged  the  sputtering  frying-pan  fr<'»n  .  '  her.  «»  *  ^  ^^^in 

is  ready :  so  grab  that  battered  tin  plate,  draw  up  to  th-.  .^  in,'  v  3*'**' 

regard  to  etiquette.  Scat  yourself  cross-legged,  like  a  good  Mussulman,  on  the  grn  o^  .d ; 
for  our  only  table  is  the  broad  lap  of  old  mother  earth.  A  hai\  '  Vwork  of  liAing 
primitivo  boulders  and  picking  down  cemented  formations  ha.  .a  you  on  appetite 
like  a  vulture:  fall  to  and  help  yourself,  for  the  motto  here  L     .very  one  for  himself 

and  the  d 1  take  the  hindmost.'  ' 

' '  Pass  that  loaf  around  this  way  before  you  demolish  it;  I*m  hungry  as  an  office- 
seeker.'  Wo  happen  to  be  out  of  butter  just  now,  as  we  always  ore,  bat  a  slice  of  soft 
pork  will  servo  the  same  purpose. 

*  Let  white-livered  Qrohamitcs,  liko  Nebuchadnezzar,  go  to  gras.i,  and  live  on  homow. 
potLic  broth  and  saw-dust  puddings;  you  never  will  have  the  nightmare  or  be  troubled 
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with  the  horrors  of  dyspepsia,  though  you  devour  a  dozen  slices  of  swine*s-flesh.  This 
river-mining  will  try  your  *  pluck,*  and  you  need  something  stronger  than  chicken-broth 
to  excite  your  animal  nature,  and  supply  the  weai^and-tear  of  muscle.  A  lusty  beef- 
eater is  worth  a  dozen  rice-fed,  scraggy  starvelings. 

' '  Now  for  the  pipes.  You  do  n't  use  the  weed  ?  never  mind ;  I  '11  wager  a  box  of  *  fine- 
cut  '  that  you  will  smoke  like  a  Dutch  burgomaster  before  you  have  lived  in  the  'dig- 
gins  '  a  month.  As  well  think  of  existing  here  without  liquor  or  bread  as  without 
tobacco. 

*  *  I  say,  *  Old  Missouri,'  blow  us  out  a  song  under  cover  of  the  smoke  j  clear  your 
cracked  pipes  and  play  the  nightingale.* 

* '  Old  Missouri'  rolls  out  the  volumes  of  smoke  like  some  dying  volcano,  but  can't  sing 

*  nar  '-a-oiie ;  while  a  long-legged  Vermonter  stirs  up -the  smoking  embers,  and  piles  on 
the  brush-wood.  How  cheerfully  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  fire  flashes  over  the  bronzed 
faces,  as  it  darts  its  red  tongues  up  against  the  dark  curtain  of  night  1 

* '  Well,  old  Comet,  if  you  won't  sing,  we  '11  vamose  to  *  Uncle  Jimmie's  '  cabin.  Hold 
on,  Doctor!  — just  play  the  part  of  a  careful  house-wife  before  you  follow:  pick  up  the 
tin  things,  and  start  a  batch  of  bread  for  the  morning.  You  are  thinking  of  the  time 
when  you  had  '  some  body '  to  look  after  such  things.  Now  do  n't  look  so  glum,  so  like 
a  sick  *  green-horn '  sighing  for  home  and  his  sweet-heart.* 

'The  cabin  seems  to  be  the  general  rendezvous  of  the  evening;  for  a  score  of  jolly 
boys  are  gathered  in  a  semi-circle  round  the  fire  blazing  against  the  stone  face  of  the 
chimney.  That  tall,  gaunt,  and  bony  man,  with  gray  hair  and  grizzly  beard,  is  *  Uncle 
JiMMiE,'  the  Scotchman,  a  live  Highlander,  too,,  who  can  sing  some  of  his  'bonnie 
airs,'  in  a  manner  that  will  make  your  sluggish  piilses  thrill,  as  at  the  sight  of  a  yellow 

*  nugget.' 

*  He  has  one  capital  song  by  Brnxs',  never  in  print,  which  he  learned  of  Tam  O'Shax- 
TER,  who,  after  being  out  late  with  the  merry  bard,  at  social  gathering  or  mid-night 
revel,  often  used  to  enter  the  house  and  crawl  into  bed  with  '  Jiumib,'  then  a  mere  lad, 
who  says  ho  lay  awake  many  a  night  listening  with  boyish  delight  to  Tam's  wild  stories 
and  mellow  songs. 

*  Near  liim  is  another  gray-headed  old  miner,  who  goes  by  the  sobriquet  of  *  Uncle 
Tom  ; '  not  the  *  Uncle  Tom  '  of  a  slave-cabin,  but  the  free-and-easy  lord  of  a  miner's 
cabin.  A  live  Yankee,  an  inimitable  mimic,  and  the  best  story-teller  of  *the  crowd,' 
he  is  a  universal  favorite. 

*The  two  *  Uncles,'  a  pair  of  jolly  louls,  *old  fogies*  though  they  be,  are  the  life  of 
the  rough  band.  There  is  an  old  tar,  whose  swarthy  features  have  the  funny  and 
peculiar  curve  which  marks  the  jolly  sea-king :  an  old  stager  is  Tie  too,  who  well  knows 
how  to  minister  to 


*  •  That  ^«^tragooufl  appetite  for  lies 
Whic:  ,^ATAN  fishes  with,  for  sools,  like  flies.* 

I  knew  you  would  like  thf*''*forious  song  by  *  Uncle  Jimmie;  *  so  come,  my  Puritan,  a 
flowing  bumper  to  the  meiw/y  of  Burns. 

*  You  never  drink  ?  Rj  '  possible  that  you  are  so  very  vet^ant?  It  won't  hurt^ou, 
my  baby,  any  more  tlv**/  i%up  of  new  milk.  It  is  pure  eau  Je  vie.  Think  you  Burks 
would  ever  have  writt«».f*such  glowing,  thrilling  songs  if  he  had  lived  a  cold-blooded, 
skinny  anchorite,  and  never  warmed  his  northern  nature  with  the  nectar  of  Jcpiteb? 
The  idea  is  p  "  ♦ferous.  My  young  simpleton,  thousands  of  *  green-uns,'  like  you, 
have  conic  into  '.  ?ines  firmly  resolved  to  *  touch  not,  taste  not,  handle  not ; '  but  a 
little  '  roughing  \\  'iAhe  bush '  soon  drives  away  all  squeamishness,  and  makes  *  mode- 
rate drinkers '  of  inem,  with  scarcely  an  exception.  And  you,  in  three  months  from  this 
very  night,  will  carrj-  off  at  least  three  *  horns '  a  day  without  a  wink  or  a  blush  !  It  is 
growing  late;  let  us  drop  off  quietly  and  leave  the  poker-players  to  themselves.' 
'  Middle  Fork  of  '  eather  River,  {Cal.)  J.  Swm.' 

Said  we  not  well  that  this  is  a  very  graphic,  life-like  fcetch  ?    To  our  new 
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corrcsponilciit  wc  would  add,  *  AVe  would  desire  more  of  your  acquaintance, 
good  Master  Cobweb.' 


Gossip  with  Readeks  an'd  Coruespondents.  —  Hero  is  another  fragment 
in  the  life  of  *  Uncle  Reiben'/  illusti-ating  the  manner  in  which  a  vonuin^  for 
the  first  and  only  time,  was  elected  a  member  of  the  famous  'Trade-Sale 
Company  :* 

*  *  I'xcLK  REniEN '  despised  flatten-,  and  the  hundreds  of  *  white  lies '  of  cTcry-dfty  uae. 
Yet  he  never  appeared  but  pleascil.  Thus,  he  called  one  evening  on  3Ir.  and  Mrs.  Jjua- 
vis,  in  cwm]>any  with  Mr.  Joxes,  to  spend  a  social  evening.  Now  the  Jabvisw  were 
called  the  nieauest,  stingiest,  and  most  unscrupuli)us  jwoplo  in  tho  county,  although 
thev  livi'd  in  a  grand  hmist%  and  had  friends  from  the  city  to  visit  them.  They  never 
contributed  to  buy  for  a  poor  neighbor  a  barrel  of  tlour,  nor  a  hwid  of  wood,  nor  paid  a 
six])ence  toward  the  miui.ster's  salary;  *yet  were  their  words  smoother  than  oil,'  espe- 
cially the  words  of  Mrs.  Jauvis. 

*  As  they  were  near  the  liouse,  *  Uncle  Recben  '  suggested  to  Joxes  that  word  might 
possibly  be  sent  to  the  dtwr  that  they  were  '  not  at  home,'  and  if  any  blarney  was  lavished 
on  them,  to  *  mind  his  eye.'  Joxks  remarked  that  ho  *  understood  the  dead  lanf^nages,' 
and  they  rapi>ed  at  the  door.  As  luck  would  have  it,  Mrs.  Jarvis  came  to  the  door 
herself. 

*Miis.  Jauvis:  *  Why  how  ih  you  do,  Mr.  P ?    I  am  jxr/tcflf/  deV^j^ltttd  to  see 

you !  * 

*  *  UxcLE  RErnE.v : '  *  Thank  vou.' 

*  Mils.  .Jauvis  :  *  Walk  in  —  i/o .'  I  told  Mr.  Jauvis  this  blessed  dav  to  invite  vou  and 
your  wife  down  here  this  evening,  and  he  wid  he  had  fi>rg<»tten  all  about  it:  (Mr.  Jar- 
vis  loi>ks  astonished,  and  cannot  call  to  mind  any  sueh  conversation.)    And  how  are 

ijuUy  Mr.  .loxEsV    Why  did  n't  Mrs.  I* come  with  you?    Dear  mc!    Take  this  easy 

chair,  Mr.  1* ;  you  will  find  it  *>  cninf«irtable.     And  how  is  dear  Mrs.  P ,  and 

cunning  little  Skpta,  and  tlio  rest?    Whv  do  n't  vou  let  them  come  down  and  see 

us?    •     •     •     Oh!  Mr.  P ,  how  / /./  vou  sjiv  thev  are  trmiblesome?    Whv,  all  the 

comfort  I  take  in  the  world  ij*  witli  my  children,  and  although  they  are  all  living  out,  I 
make  a.^  iimch  account  of  ^eein^  tlicni  j-mci'  a  week  as  I  do  of  thanksgiving.  And  now, 
Mr.  .Imivis.  run  and  get  the  bi*;  pitcher  full  of  cider,  and  have  it  warming  between 
the  h;in(l-in*ns.  I  love  to  .^'i  the  cider;  and  s«»me  api)les ;  and  we  will  have  o  pleasant 
chat,  Mr.  Jauvis.' 

*  *  Why,  wife,  yoti  know  that  all  the  cider  has  been  pone  this  mouth,  and  that  Paul 
BuTANT  carrii'il  the  hist  of  the  apples  to  market  ten  days  ago.' 

*Mi:s.  Jai:vis:  *  Why,  bk-ss  you,  Mr.  Jai:vis,  you  do  n't  say  they  ore  all  ginie  —  allf 
Well  ili'.'ii.  li'  :iiiy  rate,  we  Avill  have  'a  toast  of  re'is«»n,  and  a  iiow  of  siml,'  for  Mr. 

P i'l  Jieknowledavd  tolie  the  nun»«t  entiTtaiuinirand  gentlemanly  man  in  the  county; 

and  TiiAv,  Mr.  V ,  althou^rh  we  have  been  to  supper,  and  are  out  of  the  customary 

*  treat,'  apples  and  cider,  yt't  if  there  is  any  thing  in  the  house  that  you  desire,  it  is 
yours  fo  oiunjand,  and  1  In-;;  viui  will  allow  nu»  to  serve  you.* 

'  *  rxn.K  IlKruKX,'  if '/>:••  i' ft-/  tn  JoNij;: )  « Well,  Mr.  Joxis,  Mrs.  Jarvis  is  rtt'jf  puliic, 
and  I  fei.'l  prc'i ty  sharp-sot ;  and  since  she  is  si.  urgent,  wliat  do  you  say  to  some  ham 
and  r;:j,'s?     /  c:in  always  i-al  '.V'-".'  ^ 

'  J'^xi>:  *  Will.  I  have  been  \o  .*»up]>er,  alth<uip:h  't  was  a  poor  one;  but  if  Mrs.  Jarvis 
projHise<  to  sft  the  table  a?:iin,  I'll  try  what  I  can  do.  fur  1  am  like  you,  I  can  always 

eat  "/'/-i.    This,  however,  I  should  do  nuiinly  to  accoinmo<late  you,  Mr.  P ,  who  now 

have  the  h<iuse  at  vour  conn  nan  d.' 

*  *  rxci.i:  liKinEx :'  *  JVell,  then,  Mrs.  Jauvi?*,  since  yon  are  so  kind,  and  since  you  sent 
by  Mr.  Jauvis  for  us  to  come  dov.n  to  tea,  and  being  uncommonly  hungry,  I  will  take 
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some  ham  and  eggB,  and  a  good  cup  of  Bobea,  by  way  of  sotting  my  tongue  a-ninning ; 
and  if  my  wife  is  not  otherwise  engaged,  I  will  send  her  down  to-morrow.* 

'  Mr.  Jaryis  looked  half  glad  and  half '  mad/  and  entirely  ashamed.  She  looked  even 
worse;  and  the  way  her  needle  flew  and  sputtered,  for  the  next  three  minutes,  was  per- 
fectly terrific.  Jones  looked  as  if  he  should  sink  into  the  ground,  and  was  in  the  very 
act  of  calling  on  the  hills  to  cover  him.  *  Uncle  Reuben  *  was  the  only  cool  and  self-poft- 
sessed  person  in  the  company.    The  silence  was  broken  by  *  Uncle  Reuben:  * 

**ldo  thiuk  good,  nice  ham,  and  fresh  eggs,  well  fried,  and  a  good  cup  of  tea,  ifl 
equal  to  any  thing  I  ever  saw  set  upon  a  table ;  and  for  good,  generous  cooking,  of  all 
women  in  the  world  givp  me  Mrs.  Jarvis  !  No  matter  how  sharp  you  whet  your  appe- 
tite, Mr.  Jones,  you  may  rely  upon  it  she  will  exceed  your  anticipations  I ' 

*  Mrs.  Jakvis,  with  a  tear  in  her  eye,  (not  the  crocodile  tear  exactly,)  nervously  threw 
down  her  knitting-work,  and  set  the  table  in  good  style,  with  emphasis  on  *<y^«.* 

*  Now  every  person  that  was  the  subject  of  one  of '  Uncle  Reuben's  '  jokes  was  elected 
into  the  *  Trade-Sale  Company,'  and  this  was  the  first  woman  who  had  been  victimized ; 
and  it  was  fiilly  discussed  whether  or  not  she  should  be  elected ;  and  it  was  finally 
decided  by  one  majority  that  she  should  be. 

*Whon  Mrs.  Jarvis  appeared  in  the  stroets,  with  all  her  sails  set,  a  slight  *hem!* 
would  bring  her  to,  although  uttered  by  a  small  boy,  like  as  a  shot  across  the  bows  of 
a  schooner  from  a  man-of-war  would  bring  her  into  the  wind.* 

AYe  have  seen  just  such  people.  -  -  -  *  I  have  half  a  mind,'  writes  a  George- 
town (New- York)  correspondent,  *to  relate  an  anecdote  for  your  *  Table' 
connected  with  this  out-of-the-way  place,  which,  I  think,  will  afford  to  the 
theologically-good  among  your  readers  additional  proof  of  the  truth  of  the 
doctrine  of  future  rewards  and  punishments ;  the  best  proof  of  which  (our 
clergyman  says)  is,  that  *  the  Indian,  the  Hindoo,  all  heathen,  and  even  the 
enlightened  Deist,  believe  in  a  future,  with  its  rewards  and  punishments.' 
Now,  we  have  a  neighbor,  *  an  enlightened  Deist,'  commonly  known  here  as 
*  Old  Reed,'  who  believes  that  after  death  he  shall  appear  here  again  in  the 
shape  of  some  animal,  and  he  tJiMa  he  will  be  a  horse  I  The  other  day,  his 
wife,  after  sufFering  greatly  from  his  bacchanalian  abuse,  determined  to  have 
a  *  serious  talk'  with  him,  and  to  touch  him  on  the  point  of  his  religious 
belief  So,  seating  herself  by  him,  with  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  a  face  *  as 
long  as  the  moral  law,'  she  addressed  him  as  follows :  *  Old  Rehd,  I  have 
something  to  say  to  you,  and  you  must  hear  it :  I  have  a  duty  to  do,  and  I 
shall  do  it,  faithfully ;  so  that  if  you  suffer  hereafter,  the  fault  may  not  be 
mine.  You  know,  Reed,  that  you  are  in  the  habit  of  getting  drunk  and 
abusing  your  family.  They  have  suffered  for  years,  both  from  your  abuse 
and  neglect,  while  the  proceeds  of  your  labor  are  spent  in  drink.  Now, 
Reed,  what  do  you  think  will  be  the  result  of  such  a  course?  What  will 
become  of  you  when  you  die  ?  I  will  tell  you.  According  to  your  belief,  at 
death  you  will  turn  into  some  animal,  and  you  tJiinls  it  will  be  a  horse.  Now, 
Reed,  if  you  keep  on  in  your  present  course,  and  continue  to  neglect  and 
abuse  your  family,  you  will,  when  you  die,  turn  into  some  poor  old  twehe- 
shilling  horae^  and  Joel  Soles  will  get  you ;  you  will  be  hard-worked,  and 
half-starved,  and  I  shall  see  you  go  by  every  day  with  a  load  of  shingles. 
But  now.  Reed,  it  need  n't  be  so ;  and  if  you  will  turn  right  about,  reform, 
provide  for,  and  treat  your  family  affectionately,  when  you  die  you  will  turn 
into  a  fine,  two-hundred  dollar  horse,  and  Charles  Perry  will  get  you,  and 
feed  you  a  bushel  of  oats  a  day,  and  rub  you  down  with  soft  pea-straw  I ' 


640  Editor's  TaUe.  [June, 

Our  correspondent  does  not  state  what  was  the  result  of  this  future  '  open- 
ing *  for  the  unhappy  inebriate ;  but  the  last**l)roposition  is  certainly  a  yeiy 
tempting  one,  and,  it  is  hoped,  may  hare  had  its  weight  -  -  •  OuB 
'prismatic^  friend  and  correspondent,  Ricoakd  Hatwakde,  who  loves  the 
country  with  a  mother's  affection,  and  who  is  so  pleasantly  situated  in  his 
cottage  upon  the  Hudson,  ossumeB  the  following  annoyances,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  gratifying  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  who  must  be  a  woman  'hard  to 
please:' 

*  It  is  a  good  thing  to  livo  in  the  country.  To  escape  from  the  prison-walls  of  the 
metropolis  —  the  great  brickerj  we  call  *  the  city'  —  and  to  live  amid  blossoms  and 
leaves,  iu  shadow  und  sun-shine,  in  moon-light  and  star-light,  in  rain,  mist,  dew,  hoar- 
frost, and  dnmth,  out  in  the  open  campaign,  and  under  the  blue  dome  that  is  bounded  by 
the  horizon  only.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  have  a  well  with  dripping  buckets,  a  porch 
with  honey-buds  and  sweet-bells,  a  hive  embroidered  with  nimble  bees,  a  sun-dial 
mossed  over,  ivy  up  to  the  eaves,  curtains  of  dimity,  a  tumbler  of  fresh  flowers  in  your 
bed-room,  a  n>oster  on  the  roof,  and  a  dog  under  the  piazza. 

'  Wlien  Mrs.  Sparroworass  and  I  moved  into  the  country,  with  our  heads  foil  of 
fresh  butter,  and  cool,  crL<p  radishes  for  tea ;  with  ideas  entirely  lucid  respecting  milk, 
and  a  looseness  of  calculation  as  to  the  number  in  family  it  would  take  a  good  laying 
hen  to  supply  with  fresh  eggs  every  morning;  when  Mrs.  Sparrowgrass  and  I  moved 
into  the  c<.>untrv,  we  found  some  preconceived  notions  had  to  be  abandoned,  and  some 
departures  ninde  fnmi  the  plans  we  had  laid  down  in  the  little  back-parlor  in  avenue  O. 

'One  of  the  first  achievements  in  the  country  is  early  rising!  with  the  lark — with 
the  sun  —  while  the  dew  is  on  the  grass,  '  under  the  opening  eye-lids  of  the  mom/  and 
so  forth.  Karly  ri:»ing!  What  can  be  done  with  live  or  six  o'clock  in  town?  \Vhat 
may  not  be  done  at  those  hours  in  the  C(»untry?  AVith  the  hoe,  the  rake,  the  dibble, 
the  spade,  the  watering-pot?  To  plant,  prune,  drill,  transplant,  graft,  tnun,  and  sprin- 
kle I    Mrs.  S.  and  I  agreed  to  rise  carli/  in  the  country. 

**TZiC!iARD  nn«l  lioniN  were  two  protty  mon, 
Tlu-y  laid  in  tlio  ]>oil  till  I  bo  olork  ^tf^l■k  tt-n: 
X'pj'niiijuil  Ki«  iiAun  and  UM>knl  m  th.'  f.ky : 
O  liruthor  Kouin  !  tlie  t«u»  *s  very  hi;:h  I  * 

Early  rising  in  the  country  is  not  an  instinct;  it  is  a  sentiment,  and  must  be  culti> 
vated. 

*A  friend  recommended  me  to  send  to  the  south  side  of  I/)ng-IsIand  for  some  Tcry 
pndilic  potatoes  —  the  real  Iii])popotamus  breed.  Down  went  my  man,  and  what,  with 
expenses  of  horse-hire,  tavern  bills,  tollgates,  and  breaking  a  wagon,  the  hippopotami 
cost  as  much  a-piece  as  pine-ap])les.  They  were  fme  i)otatoe8  though,  with  oomcly  fear 
ture.><,  and  hirge,  languishing  eyes,  that  promised  increase  of  family  without  delay.  As 
I  wurke<l  my  own  garden,  ^for  which  I  hired  a  landitcape  gardener  at  two  dollars  per 
day  to  give  me  instructions,)  I  concluded  that  the  object  of  my  first  experience  in  rarly 
rising  should  be  the  planting  of  the  hippoiK)tamuses.  I  accordingly  rose  next  morning 
at  five,  and  it  mined !  I  hjsc  next  day  at  live,  and  it  rained !  The  next,  and  it  rained ! 
It  rained  f<»r  two  weeks!  We  had  splendid  potatoes  everi'  day  for  dinner.  'My dear,' 
said  I  to  Mrs.  Spaurowrrass,  'where  did  you  got  these  lino  potatoes?*  *  Why,*  «ud 
she,  innocently,  'out  of  that  basket  from  Long-Island!  *  The  laat  of  the  hippopota- 
muses were  before  me,  peeled,  and  boiled,  and  mashed,  and  baked,  with  a  nice  thin  brown 
crust  on  the  top. 

'  I  was  more  successful  afterward.  I  did  get  some  fine  seed-potatoes  in  the  ground. 
But  something  was  the  matter:  at  the  end  of  the  season  I  did  not  get  as  many  out  as  I 
put  in. 

'Mrs.  Sparrowgrass,  who  is  n  notable  house-wife,  sold  to  me  one  day, 'Now,  my 
dear^  we  shall  soon  have  plenty  of  eggs,  for  I  have  been  buying  a  lot  of  young  chickens.' 
There  ihey  were,  each  one  with  as  many  feathers  as  a  grasshopper,  and  a  chirp  not 
louder.    Of  course,  wo  looked  forward  with  pleasant  hopes  to  the  period  when  the  fiist 
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cackle  should  announce  the  milk-white  egg,  warmlj  deposited  in  the  bay  which  we  had 
provided  bountifully.  They  grew  finely,  and  one  day  I  ventured  to  remark  that  our  hena 
bad  remarkably  large  combs,  to  which  Mrs.  S.  replied,  '  Tes,  indeed,  she  bad  observed 
that ;  but  if  I  wanted  to  have  a  real  treat,  I  ought  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning  and 
hear  them  crow.'  *  Crow  I  *  said  I,  faintly,  *  our  hens  crowing !  Then,  by  *  the  cock  that 
crowed  in  the  mom,  to  wake  the  priest  all  shaven  and  shorn,'  we  might  as  well  give 
up  all  hopes  of  having  any  eggs,'  said  I,  *  for,  as  sure  as  you  live,  Mrs.  S.,  our  hens  are 
all  roosters ! '  And  so  they  were  roosters  1  that  grew  up  and  fought  with  the  neighbors' 
chickens,  until  there  was  not  a  whole  pair  of  eyes  on  either  side  of  the  fence. 

*A  <//>j7  is  a  good  thing  to  have  in  the  country.  I  have  one  which  I  raised  from  a  pup. 
He  is  a  good,  stout  fellow,  and  a  hearty  barker  and  feeder.  The  man  of  whom  I  bought 
him  said  he  was  thorough-bred,  but  ho  begins  to  have  a  mongrel  look  about  him.  He 
is  a  good  watch-dog  though,  for  the  moment  he  sees  any  suspicious-looking  person 
about  the  premises  he  comes  right  into  the  kitchen  and  gets  behind  the  stove.  First 
we  kept  him  in  the  house,  and  he  scratched  all  night  to  get  out.  Then  we  turned  him 
out,  and  he  scratched  all  night  to  get  in.  Then  we  tied  him  up  at  the  back  of  the  gar- 
ken,  and  he  howled  so  that  our  neighbor  shot  at  him  twice  before  daybreak.  Finally, 
we  gave  him  away,  and  he  came  back ;  and  now  he  is  just  recovering  from  a  fit  in 
which  he  has  torn  up  the  patch  that  had  been  sown  for  our  spring  radishes. 

'A  good  strong  gate  is  a  necessary  article  for  your  garden.  A  good,  strong,  heavy 
gate,  with  a  dislocated  hinge,  so  that  it  will  neither  open  nor  shut.  Such  an  one  had  I 
last  year.  The  grounds  before  ray  fence  are  in  common,  and  all  the  neighbors'  cows 
pastiire  there.  I  remarked  to  Mrs.  S.,  as  we  stood  at  the  window  in  June  last,  how 
placid  and  picturesque  the  cattle  looked,  as  they  strolled  about,  cropping  the  green 
herbage.  Next  morning  I  found  the  innocent  creatures  in  my  garden.  They  had  not 
left  a  green  thing  in  it.  The  com  in  the  milk,  the-  beans  on  the  poles,  the  young  cab- 
bages, the  tender  lettuce,  even  the  thriving  shoots  on  my  young  fruit-trees  had  vanished. 
And  there  they  were,  looking  quietly  on  the  ruin  they  had  made.  Our  watch-dog,  too, 
was  foregathering  with  them.  It  was  too  much,  so  I  got  a  large  stick  and  drove  them 
all  out,  except  a  young  heifer,  whom  I  chased  all  over  the  fiower-beds,  breaking  down 
my  trellises,  my  woodbines  and  sweet-briers,  my  roses  and  petunias,  until  I  cornered 
her  in  the  botched.  I  had  to  call  for  assistance  to  extricate  her  from  the  sashes,  and  her 
owner  sued  me  for  damages  and  recovered.    I  believe  I  shall  move  in  town.' 

*  Move  in  town  I '  Not  h^f  -  -  -  We  have  already  spoken  in  terms  of 
deserved  praise  of  ^The  Bizarre,^  an  original  literary  gazette,  published  every 
Saturday  in  Philadelphia.  Its  selections  are  made  with  taste  and  good  judg- 
ment, and  its  original  articles  are  from  writers  of  real  merit,  among  whom 
we  recognize  names  with  which  our  readers  have  become  familiar  in  these 
pages.  *The  Bizarre'  is  carefully  edited,  and  very  neatly  executed.  We 
clip  the  subjoined  from  a  recent  number.  It  is  a  forcible  commentary  upon 
*  lifers  changes : ' 

*M.  Thiers,  in  his  History  of  the  Consulate,  recites  some  very  strange  and  previouslv 
unknown  particulars  re8X)ecting  the  earlv  life  and  penury  of  Napolbon  Bonaparte.  It 
appears  that  after  he  had  obtamed  a  subaltern's  commission  in  the  French  service,  by 
his  skill  and  daring  at  Tcoilon,  he  lived  for  some  time  in  Paris  in  obscure  lodgings,  and 
in  such  extreme  poverty  that  he  was  often  without  the  means  of  paying  ten  sous  (ten 
cents)  for  his  dinner,  and  frequently  went  without  any  at  alL  He  was  under  the  neces- 
sity of  borrowing  small  sums,  and  even  worn-out  clothes,  from  his  acauaintances  I  He 
and  his  brother  Louis,  afterward  King  of  Holland,  had,  at  one  time,  only  a  coat  between 
them,  so  that  the  brothers  could  only  go  out  alternately,  *  time  about.  At  this  criflis, 
the  chief  benefactor  of  the  future  emperor  and  conqueror.  *at  whose  mighty  name  the 
world  grew  pale,'  was  the  actor  Talma,  who  often  gave  him  food  and  money.  Napo- 
leon's face,  afterward  so  famed  for  its  classical  mould,  was,  during  that  period  of  star- 
vation, harsh  and  angular  in  its  lineaments,  with  projecting  cheekHt>ones.  His  meagre 
fare  brought  on  an  unpleasant  and  unsightly  cutaneous  disease,  of  a  type  so  virulent 
and  malignant,  that  it  took  all  the  skill  and  asaiduity  of  his  aocompliflhed  physician, 


642  Editor's  TaMe,  [June, 

CoRViSART,  to  expel  it,  after  a  dnrntion  of  more  than  ten  vears.  The  BC|iialid  beg^jfar 
then,  llie  tq^loudid  ein{K'rur  ut'terward ;  the  thR>a(I-tNire  habiliments  and  imperial  man- 
tle; the  mcajj^re  food  und  gorfi^eons  hunqiict;  the  friendship  of  a  poor  actor;  thchoma|^ 
and  terror  t)f  a  world  ;  an  exile  and  prisoner!  Such  are  the  ups  and  downs  of  this 
changefid  life;  such  are  the  lights  and  shadows  uf  the  p^reat  and  mighty-.* 

A  WELCOME  correspondent,  near  Olympia,  Washington  Territory,  on  the 
*  Pacific  slope/  sends  us  the  annexed  graphic  <lescription  of  M  Grizzly  Ikar- 
Jlunf,^  which  will  preatly  interest  our  Atlantic  readers.  It  is  minutely  cor- 
rect, in  every  particular : 

**Pri:tty  comfortable  'ranch*  for  an  Orep^onian/ said  'Billy*  complacenlly,  as  ht 
stretched  his  legs,  so  as  to  angle  in  as  much  as  possible  of  the  genial  warmth  of  the 
fire. 

*  And  loc^k  through  the  window  at  grand  old  *  Ramier  :*  *  Humph  !  *  says  Billt,  *  shut 
him  out ;  he  looms  up  too  grim  and  cold  in  the  moonlight:  in  such  weather  aa  this,  a 
man  wants  to  h)ok  at  volcanoes.' 

*  A  cigar  put  Billy  in  such  g0(»d  humor,  and  the  angle  of  his  legs  increased  so  amar 
zingly  that  it  was  a  sight  to  see,  as  I  sat  in  my  little  fireside  comer,  and  heaped  on  the 
logs,  that  threw  out  the  flickering  light  over  the  little  cabin. 

*  *>'ow  *()i,i>  Gimzzly'  had  a  deuced  sight  better  have  come  down  —  * 

*  *  Maybe  he  was  afraid  the  canoe  would  n't  be  safe,  this  gusty  Aveather.* 

*  *  Afraid ! '  says  Billy  ;  *  man  alive,  when  one  earns  his  name  as  h^  did  his,  fear  and 
him  are  not  very  close  acrpiaintances.     Let  me  tell  you  why  we  called  hfm  so. 

*  'You  see,  IjAXheu,  as  Engineer  of  Rec<mnoisance,  was  frequently  off  upon  detached 
duty:  and  wln'u  we  were  uptm  the  eastern  slope  <»f  the  Rocky  Mountains,  near  the  head 
of  the  Marias  river,  he  took  off  from  the  main  camp  some  seven  of  us  to  aid  him. 

* '  We  hsid  ])cen  five  days  out  from  camp,  when  ore  evening  we  saw  a  lai^  moving 
object  afar  I'lrnpon  the  prairie.  We  had  been  for  some  days  out  of  fresh  meat,  and  the 
idea  of  rich,  juicy  buffalo-hump  induced  Laxdkr,  a  Texan  named  GcT,  a  young  Black- 
foot,  (whvuii  wo  had  as  a  guide  across  the  Blackfoot  Pass,^  and  myself,  to  ride  out  in 
pursuit. 

*  *  We  three  were  all  pretty  w(  11  armed,  with  rt^volvers ;  and  GrY  had  in  addition  a 
double-gun,  loaded  with  slufis.  i.AXi'r.n  particularly  prided  himself  on  his  horso  —  an 
old  buffalo-liimter  —  frciu  whoso  back  he  had  a  short  ll:nc  previously  shot  a 'Lone 
Bull.' 

"CtY  was  mounted  ui-v.n  a  pony  which  had  been  bought  a  few  days  before  at  a  camp 
of  GuosvKXTini's,  whuse  capacities  f<»r  running  were,  if  GrY*s  word  was  to  be  credited, 
unequalh-d.  The  Hlarkfoot  was  mounted  ujKm  a  mule,  while  I  had  a  sturdy-built  horse, 
'not  good  for  wear,  and  not  fnut'/i  for  run.* 

'  *  When  we  dreAv  nearer,  our  *  sup[)osed  buffalo  *  was  seen  io  be  a  grizzly  heart  of  the 
largest  class!  lie  had  come  down  fnnn  the  m(»imtains  to  dig  roots;  and  as  we  ap- 
proached, he  moved  slowly  off  to  a  covert  of  low  bushes. 

'  'Now  I  *in  not  jjartienlarly  cowardly  niynih' :  but  there  was  a  certain  something  in  the 
apppanmc(»  of  (hat  enst.»mer  that  involuntarily  brought  to  my  mind  the  many  stories  I 
had  heard  of  the  feror-ity  of  his  kind  when  molested ;  and  his  lumbering  motion,  as  he 
went  sideways  over  that  little  pi^iirie,  was  suggestive  of  considerable  speed  when  he 
chose  to  •  let  himself  out.' 

'  *  I  halted  at  <ince ;  and,  looking  back,  saw  that  I  was  already  in  advance  of  GuT  and 
the  Lidian,  who  seemed  tr>  have  no  m(»re  stomach  for  the  fray  than  /  hod. 

*  'Lander,  however,  shouting  for  us  to  come  on,  dashed  in  the  covert  after  Bruin, 
the  old  h(jrse,  true  to  his  lessons  in  the  buffalr>-hunt,  galloping  ap  on  the  right  side. 
The  bear  awaited  no  attack,  but  came  furiously  out  fnmi  his  shelter,  and  charged,  at 
racing  speed,  upon  hf)rsc  and  rider.  Landkk  and  the  bear  went  headlong  one  way,  and 
Guy,  the  Indian,  and  I,  in  about  as  nearly  an  opjwsite  direction  as  was  possible  upon  so 
short  a  notice,  until  we  got  out  upon  the  open  prairie  again.  Here,  looking  back,  we 
could  sec  Bruin,  still  in  fierce  pursuit  of 'Old  Buffalo;'  every  instant  getting  fiu^er 
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from  the  covert,  and  receiring  the  balls  from  Laxder's  revolver  as  he  would  turn  in  hit 
saddle  to  tire  at  him. 

*  *  Again  he  shouted  for  us  to  come  up ;  but  we  could  not  trust  our  horses  in  a  trial  of 
speed  with  the  now-maddened  animal,  and  so  kept  at  a  wary  distance.  LANnsB  ap- 
peared to  have  exhausted  all  the  loads  in  his  revolver,  and  yet,  save  a  limping  motion 
in  his  gait,  the  bear  appeared  unharmed ;  but  the  headlong  speed  at  which  he  had  gone 
had  evidently  told  upon  him,  and  as  Lander  galloped  toward  us,  he  slowly  turned  again 
toward  the  covert. 

* '  He  tried  to  prevail  upon  Grr  to  ride  up ;  telling  him  there  was  '  no  danger,'  and 
that  both  of  his  barrels,  loaded  with  slugs,  would  certainly  kill  him.  But  Gut's  sole 
answer  was : 

*  *  *  Look  a-here,  Kumel,  you  can  sock  along  arter  that  b'ar  jist  as  long  as  you  'vo  a 
mind  tu,  and  here 's  my  sLx-shooter,  but  you  can't  toll  me  up  thar,  nohow  I  I  do  n't 
mind  takin'  a  turn  with  a  big  black  Arkansaw,  but  when  it  comes  to  hunting  grizdiu 
on  a  pony,  jist  *  count  me  out !  *  * 

*  *  Jiut  nothing  could  prevail  upon  Lander  to  allow  the  bear  to  escape;  so,  exchanging 
revolvers,  ho  again  dashed  into  the  bushes. 

*  *  The  bear,  we  could  sec,  had  lain  down  in  a  tangled  ispot  in  the  covert,  and  seemed 
to  await  the  coming  of  his  enemy.  Lander,  supposing  that  most  of  his  shots  had  been 
futile  from  the  swerving  of  his  horse,  determined  to  make  surer  work  tJds  time;  and  so 
rode  down  within  twenty  feet  of  the  bear,  and  taking  deliberate  aim  at  his  head,  fired. 

*  *  The  bear  was  about  to  rise  just  as  he  discharged  his  pistol;  and  in  his  earnestness 
to  make  a  fatal  shot,  ho  neglected  to  spur  his  horse  as  he  fired. 

^ '  In  a  bound  the  bear  was  almost  on  him,  and  I  held  my  breath,  and  involuntarily 
closed  my  eyes,  but  was  too  paralyzed  to  attempt  to  render  any  assistance. 

*  *Gi;r  seemed  frozen  on  his  horse;  but  the  Blackfoot,  with  a  wild  whoop,  charged 
down  in  a  circle  waving  his  blanket  upon  his  gun,  and  making  loud  outcries  to  engage 
the  attention  of  the  bear;  but  all  would  have  been  fruitless,  had  not  the  gallant  old 
horse,  true  to  his  training,  darted  o£F  to  the  right,  and  so  suddenly  that  I  could  scarce 
believe  he  had  escaped,  when  I  saw  the  brute,  with  a  mad  howl,  fall  where  they  had 
stood  the  moment  before. 

*  *  One  of  the  stirrups  caught  in  a  low  bush,  and  the  rider  was  thrown  backward  upon 
the  saddle ;  and  I  found  myself  writhing  in  my  seat,  as  I  fancied  that  all  was  lost.  But 
no;  by  a  violent  effort  he  recovered  himself,  and  I  again  breathed  more  freely;  but 
only  again  to  suspei^d  my  breath  as,  a  moment  later,  the  old  horse  stumbled  over  a 
grassy  mound.  The  bear  was  within  six  feet  of  him,  and  it  seemed  as  if  all  earth  could 
not  save  the  rider. 

■ 

' '  I  dashed  madly  down,  only  to  have  ridden  to  my  own  destruction ;  but  again  the 
brave  old  horse  redeemed  himself  nobly ;  and  though  evidently  much  blown,  stretched 
out  across  the  prairie  like  the  wind,  the  bear  close  behind.  Swinging  along  with  a  roll- 
ing guit,  his  green  eyes  seemed  to  strike  fire ;  foaming  at  the  mouth,  and  howling  with 
rage  and  pain,  as  ever  and  again  Lander  would  turn  in  the  saddle  and  fire.  When 
they  reached  the  open  prairie,  Old  Buffalo  gradually  widened  the  distance  between 
them ;  and  firing  low,  the  foreleg  of  the  bear  was  broken ;  and  rolUng  over  and  over  on 
the  prairie,  and  groaning  over  the  wounded  limb,  the  air  grew  frightful  with  his  bowl- 
ings. Once  more  '  backing  his  horse  down,'  Lander  fired  the  last  shot  in  his  revolver 
at  the  bear's  head,  when  '  Old  Grizzly,'  rearing  upon  his  hind-legs,  stood  for  a  moment 
pawing  the  air  frantically,  and  then  fell  hack— dtad  f 

' '  After  a  man  has,  upon  the  lonely  prairie,  stood  his  watch  through  the  dark  hoorB  of 
the  night,  momentarily  expecting  an  attack  from  hostile  Indians,  and  his  blood  has 
chilled  and  his  flesh  crept,  as  he  imagined,  or  really  has  seen,  the  lurking  foe  through 
the  gloom,  and  yet  dare  not  fire,  lest  he  expose  his  own  person  as  a  target;  after  a 
man  has  gone  through  thitf  night  after  night,  he  may  imagine  he  can  realixe  the  mean- 
ing of  anxUtij. 

' '  All  this  I  have  undergone ;  but  never  before  did  mj  heart  stand  still,  as  it  did  diir> 
ing  that  half-hour's  combat— knowing  as  I  did  that  with  one  fidse  step  of  the  horse, 
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the  rider's  life  was  not  worth  the  purchase ;  impressed  the  more  forciblj  upon  mo  next 
duy,  when  I  saw  Guy  thrown  headlong  oniidst  a  herd  of  buflulo,  by  his  stnmbling 
horbe. 

*  'On  lakinpf  ofT  the  skin,  it  was  found  that  eight  revolver-bullets  had  passed  into 
'  vital  ]):irt!i.'  One  liad  bn)kcn  a  furo-Iog;  one  had  made  a  deep  wound  in  the  shoulder; 
and  the  Ar^/  shot  liad  given  tlic  death-wound  in  the  head. 

*  'Of  twelve  shuts  tired  in  the  heat  of  the  contest,  ilvctnhud  hit  the  bear;  nine  of 
which  would  have  been  death-wounds  to  anything  hut  a  grizzlj.  Wo  estimated  him  to 
weigh  twelve  hundred  pounds. 

'  *  Our  litth;  r.iule  was  hiaded  down  with  the  best  p<irtions  of  the  meat,  and  driven  into 
camp  hy  our  lUuekfi)i)t  ally,  singing  the  bnive  song  of  his  race,  and  relating  bctwecn- 
whilt'S  ht>w  their  warriors  kill  ihe  tierce  animal. 

*  *  With  their  imperfect  arms,  they  never  attack  the  bear  in  the  summer.  It  is  only 
when  t<)r|)id  with  cold  that  they  seek  his  den  in  the  mountains;  before  which,  th^ 
make  a  barricade  of  logs,  and  kindling  a  huge  lire,  by  its  light,  riddle  the  vulncnble 
parts  of  the  bear  with  arrows.  * 

'  *  li.vNOEii  became  to  our  Indian  guides  an  object  of  great  admiration,  and  was  chri»> 
teued  by  them  *A'-f/(tf^  or  Dear  of  the  Mountains,  which  wo  anglicized  bj  the  cupho 
nious  cognomen  of 'OW  Grlzzl}/.^ 

' '  A  pleasant  journey  we  had  toward  camp,  the  Indian  chanting  as  we  went,  and  wt 
admiring  the  sublimity  of  a  sunset  up<m  the  broad  prairie.  The  sun  was  dropping 
down  behind  the  '  Uocky  Mountains/  which,  stretching  far  to  the  northward,  with  hers 
and  tliero  a  snow-crowned  peak  uplifted,  like  giants,  seemed  indeed 

'  *  To  sentinel  enchanted  land : ' 

There  was  no  ppcaking  aloud :  awed  by  the  loneliness  and  quietude,  there  was  somfr> 
Ihinir  deeper,  nobler  in  the  very  hush  of  solitude,  than  earthly  voices  8])eak. 

* '  We  made  our  camp  by  the  chores  of  a  low  lake,  where  myriads  of  water-fowl  sported 
un?cari'<l  by  the  unwonted  presence  of  white  men.  Under  the  shadows  of  the  dark 
pines  the  water  scemetl  of  a  steel-like  blackness,  contrasting  gxandlj  with  the  silvery 
streams  that  were  bounded  in  by  the  grassy  banks  of  the  prairie. 

'  'Sitting  round  our  aunp-fire  at  night,  and  watching  the  flickering  light  shining  OHt 
tip«.)n  the  lake,  in  the  calmness  and  holiness  of  the  ti:ne  when 

"Thk  OAtinc  cares  <»f  the  dny 
FoM  up  thoir  t^-nrs  I  ike  tlto  Arabs,         • 
And  ffiU-iitly  bW'dX  away,* 

it  appeared  a  sacrilege  and  a  profanity  to  have  taken  life  in  such  a  spot;  and  there 
seemed  a  nobility  in  the  courage  with  which  the  poor  animal  fought  for  its  life. 

*  *  I  tell  you,  in  the  quietude  of  that  night,  when  the  moon  poiured  forth  her  rich  light 
over  the  slinnbering  prairie,  and  lit  with  a  holy  glow  the  grand  mountain  peaks " 

* '  Well,  ditl  you  kill  any  more  U  'ira,  Hilly  ?  Jiecausc  if  you  did  n't,  you  need  n*t  mind 
aliout  tlio  scenery:  I  can  see  grander  from  my  cabin-door  any  day." 

*  *  IJumjih  I  "  says  Hilly,  as  he  angled  in  all  the  lire-phice. 

*AlUn'$  Cialin^  near  Olynhpia,  (  W,  T.,)  January,  1654.*  ■.  j.  A. 

"NVe  think  it  was  among  the  *  solid  men '  of  the  town  of  Boston  that  our 
friend  Dr.  Betiiune  was  to  lecture  upon  ^Thc  Age  of  Pericles.^  As  he  was 
walking  to  the  hall  where  he  was  to  hold  forth  to  the  'men  •f  Athens,' 
(modern  Athenians,)  he  overheard  the  following  colloquy:  *  Where  tro  you 
going  to-night  ? '  *  TTell,  I  don't  hnov^  exactly ;  I  thought  I  'd  go  and  hear 
Dr.  IJirrnuNE  lecture  on  the  Age  of  Pericles.*  •Ohl  pshaw  t '  replied  lus 
colloquist ;  *  who  cares  how  old  Pericles  was  I  Let  us  go  to  the  Uicatrel ' 
AVe  wish  our  friends  in  the  *  Literary  Emporium  *  to  put  this  anecdote  '  in 
their  pipes,  and  smoke  it*    It  heats  us  here  in  Gotham,  *  out  and  out* 
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We  make  the  annexed  extract  from  a  letter  recently  received  from  a  friend 
newly  arrived  in  California.  The  bright  and  dark  sides  of  San-Francisco 
are  very  pointedly  hit  off: 

*  Such  markets !  —  fresh  salmon  from  Oregon,  perch,  sturgeon,  (white  meat,)  smelt,  herring,  black- 
flsh,  etc. ;  elk,  antelope,  venison,  brandt,  teal,  rod -bead,  black-bill;  good  beef,  mutton,  pork,  pota- 
toes weighing  three  pounds ;  onions  the  size  of  your  hat-crown ;  turnips  larger,  celerj',  radishes, 
cauliflower,  salads,  ota,  etc ;  every  vegetable,  and  all  the  year  round  1  Wo  can  beat  you  in  nmd, 
in  dust,  in  rain,  In  food  —  In  every  thing.  And  our  climate,  too,  is  unapproachable.  Wo  have  had, 
barring  iho  rain,  Iho  pleasantest  weather  I  ever  experienced ;  about  th«  temperature  of  May  or 
Juno  lit  h«)mo.  Wo  are  a  gay  people ;  dress  extravagantly,  live  fkst,  drink  heavy ;  we  also  wear 
glazed  hats,  put  our  pantaloons  Into  our  boot-legs,  and  cultivate  the  moustache.  Every  one  doe« 
as  he  pleases ;  tileeps  In  his  room,  or  eUetchere^  breakfasts  at  nine,  somewhere,  and  dines  at  six, 
anywhere.  On  Sundays,  they  play  billiards  and  euchre,  attend  concerts  and  theatres;  and  on  Mon- 
day, Tuesday,  and  the  rest  of  the  week,  do  it  all  over  again.  JonK  Ciiiwama»  is  also  a  featnre,  and 
an  important  one.  lie  does  nothing  but  gamble.  The  section  of  the  town  in  which  the  '  celostlalB  * 
live  is  unique.  Every  woman  Is — but  I  forbear.  They  wear  tho  national  costume,  and  preaenr* 
their  national  customs  and  modes  of  Ihing.  Spanish  women  and  Chilians  are  numeroos ;  their 
trade  can  eiv^ily  bo  guessed.  We  have  eleven  daily  newspapers,  eight  or  nine  weeklies,  aud  two  or 
three  monthlies. 

'  Lot  me  give  yon  a  few  illuBlrative  *  Items '  of  society  here,  which  dl^pofio  of  as  you  will.  I  took 
up  a  hat,  the  other  evonIng„belonging  to  a  friend,  and,  seeing  a  small  compass  inserted  In  tho  inner 
side  or  the  crown,  I  asked  what  It  meant.  lie  replied  that,  when  purchasing  it,  he  had  asked  the 
same  que.stit)n  of  the  maker,  and  received  for  answer :  *  So  that  when  you  get '  sociable '  of  a  dark 
nlglit  you  may  bo  able  to  lay  your  course  for  home  1 '  Another  had  a  ihtrmometer.  This  I  sup- 
pose was  to  test  tho  pressure  of  tho  '  steam,"  to  know  when  a  man  was  drunk  enough  to  go  to  bod. 
A  '  ready  reckoner '  might  be  useful  to  those  who  carry  many  '  bricks  in  their  hat'  ...  Of 
our  gambling-saloons,  as  large  as  the  Apollo  ball-room,  with  bands  of  music,  and  open,  and  filled, 
too,  from  morning  early  mitU  past  mid-night ;  of  our  streets,  buildings,  wharves,  ete.,  I  must  tell 
you  another  time.' 

Just  think  of  that !  —  eleven  daily  newspapers  in  San-Francisco,  and  less- 
frcquently-published  journals  and  periodicals  in  proportion ;  and  there  are 
no  better-conducted  newspapers  anjrwhere ;  carefully  edited,  and  generally 
lu3vurious  in  paper  and  typography.  And  yet  wo  have  had  lying  in  our 
drawer  only  since  the  autumn  of  1846,  a  copy  of  tho  first  number  of  tho 
first  paper  ever  printed  in  English  in  Califomia —  ^The  Califomian^^  issued 
at  Monterey,  August  the  fifteenth,  1846,  and  published  by  Colton  and  Sem- 
PLE  —  our  old  friend  and  correspondent^  "Walter  Oolton,  now,  alas  I  no 
more ;  a  small  *  folio  of  four  pages,'  but  not  what  would  now  be  called  *a 
happy  work.*  *  Look  a-here,'  Atlantic  States'  *  peoples,'  California  is  *  a  great 
country,  and  no  mistake ! '  -  -  -  At  ono  of  the  schools  for  young  ladies  in 
San-Francisco,  it  is  tho  custom  of  the  pupils  once  a  month  to  *  write  a  com- 
position.* Upon  a  late  occasion,  the  principal  of  the  establishment  requested 
one  of  the  children,  an  interesting  little  girl  of  twelve  years,  (we  remember 
her  bright  face  when  she  was  scarcely  six,  and  foresaw  her  promise,)  to  write 
a  letter.  The  little  girl  replied :  *  To  whom  shall  I  write  ? '  *  To  any  hody^^ 
was  the  answer.  *But  I  don't  know  *  any  body'  to  write  to.'  *Well,  then, 
write  to  tho  Man  in  the  Moon  ! '  Tho  following  is  an  exact  copy  of  the  letter 
she  wrote  to  that  fabulous  personage : 

^Sa^Franoisco^  Feb.  10, 1851 

*Dba.r  Bib  :  I  am  very  anxioas  to  kno^how  yon  live  in  the  moon.  Haye  yon  got  any  water 
there  ?  We  heard  that  von  had  not  As  for  us,  wo  have  a  b^utifhl  earth :  we  have  groen  grass. 
antl  plenty  of  aittle,  and  every  thing  very  nica  Wo  have  had  a  great  many  fires  here.  Sir,  and 
we  heard  that  you  had  a  great  many  volcanoes,  and  we  have  often  wondex^  how  yon  lived  up 
there,  and  po  I  thought  1  would  write  to  you  and  gain  the  information.  I  hope  you  will  write  to 
me,  and  tell  me  all  about  it,  that  Is,  If  you  have  any  pens,  Ink,  and  paper,  ana  a  post-office.  Wo 
often  road  about  the  moon  in  astronomy.    She  gives  os  a  great  deal  <^  light  in  the  evening,  when 
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tho  clnml'*  ilMi't  ciiviT  it  up.  llow  l.ir-_v  ili.;s  tlio  I'jirtli  rqiniTir  to  you ?  I  woiiM  liko  to  know  fell 
thi-'So  tliiiiL'S  \T  you  iiliH'H>.  Dti  yo-.i  kimw  If  uny  i»r  Uu-  Ijir^ri-r  iil»ni-t>«  ure  intuiliftod?  If  tlu-y  art', 
Ml  iiiu  ihiit,  t(H>.  1  wHiit  to  know  111!  thc^-  thiiips  so  tlml  I  chii  iiiHlurstAQil  all  about  as^tn^nomy. 
Wo  hnvo  :i  fiw  tvli'-ciijM"*,  Imt  I  iii'V«  r  niw  «>iu',  iiinl  thai  U  ilu-  ri»a.MMi  I  u>k  you  all  tlu'so  nuustlonsL 
As  I  havi*  t»'M  yi».i  lufun',  I  :wii  ViTy  aiixl-ms  to  kimw  all  Hlmiit  y(Mi.  Wolf,  ilcar  Sir,  1  itualLliave 
to  h'(\  yt»ii  ir<»iiii-l»yi',  hupinir  ynu  wil!  ;ui»\vit  my  It-tti-r:  wo  aUhH  ail  oxiwct  it  with  axuditity,  and  1 
my^iclf  pHTiioulurly ;  m  1  kivu  m*  infir«>  t\m^  In  wriii>,  1  will  Aj^zuubay  faruwulL 

*  Your  isirious  triviitl,  EsuiA  II.  JoTca.* 

Our  friend  *Culoncl  Piri:s'  answered  this  letter,  in  an  cpistlo  dated  *7'A« 
Moon^  Stonj  Third ^^  Ajjril,  1S5-t,  in  which,  anionji;  other  things,  mainly  local, 
ho  says:  '  I  received  l»y  Adams  anp  CoMrANvV  Kxpress,  your  polite  letter, 
in  due  course  of  time.  I  should  have  rei»lied  earlier,  but  the  cars  got  off 
tho  track  between  the  cities  of  Maics  and  Ji  I'lTtj^  and  were  likewise  detained 
at  the  town  of  Vknts,  to  take  in  a  weddinjij-party.  llowevcr,  I  shall  try  to 
find  time  to  answer  some  of  your  numerous  (piestions.  Aa  to  *  how  we  live,' 
I  would  answer,   principally  on  cheese,  of  which  commodity  celebrated 

*  naturals  *  insist  the  moon  is  composed.  You  ask  how  large  the  earth  appears 
to  us?  Well,  about  tho  size  of  a  plum-pudding.  I  have  written  to  the 
principal  planets  to  inquire  if  they  are  inhabited,  and  will  let  you  know  by 
tho  return  mail.*  -  -  -  Thk  cajiital  *^'n'j  ofan  Ajnateur  Fis?urman* 
arouses  us  like  the  blast  of  a  trumi>et.     We  must  gain  time  now  to  visit 

*  Hex,  my  Kin<:,*  and  in  company  with  that  deftest  of  iishermon,  'cast  our 
lines  in  pleasant  places,'  which  we  have  visited  aforetime,  and  with  the 
amplest  success : 

*  WiiBX  .sullrr  puih  hc-rin  to  burn, 

Ami  toil  broi'ils  litilo  hiin^L*r, 
Ami  iiiirbls  liavi*  iiKiiiy  a  slt'i-pk-^s.s  turn, 

Ami  liiorr.iiijrs  hriiij^  but  laiijrnor; 
TIk'V  who  havo  known  noi'il  not  bo  shown, 

A*n<l  who  Imve  nt»t  ciin  try, 
Tlio  sport  of  u  lino  in  ocoaii's  brine, 

Qniok  bitos  an<l  a  rijjrlit-bn)wn  fry. 
On  tho  sound injr  shon',  as  ihoy  sang  of  yore, 

l-'roni  toil  and  torriblo  wtvitlu-r, 
In  tlio  cMid  .»ioa-bnT7.o  to  taki'  viMir  easo. 

For  a  day,  more  boys  logollior. 

*Grav  rocks  rise  bold  froni  watora  deep, 

>Vhore,  sly  the  keon«hook  buitin^f. 
Its  angle's  \vei>rht  in  our  thought  wc  keep, 

And  patient ly  stand  in  wsiitlng. 
Tlio  billows  lay,  as  at  rest  from  play. 

Round  tho  dark-topiicil  sunken  ledgo: 
A  wide  sia-viow,  ^ritli  sky  as  blue, 

Just  mooting  its  diMant  edge. 
And  here  once  more,  as  oft  ol  yox*o, 

While  cheeks  jjet  brown  as  I'eatbcr, 
In  tho  braein;r  bi'ooze  we  take  our  ease, 

For  a  day,  all  boys  toother. 

'  Tall  ships,  meanwhile,  a  noble  show, 

Cume,  iHiss  and  gt>  before  us ; 
And  josts  as  fivoly,  to  and  fn>, 

Attfst  what  niooil  rvij^ns  u'cr  us. 
Sonic  nibbliiif^  jop  from  bass,  tautog, 

Or  tum-hea«l,  easy  caught; 
Then  soon  a  shout  for  the  first  ono  out, 

And  lively  jrrows  the  sport ; 
On  the  souiidnic:  shore,  where,  as  yeard  before. 

From  toil  and  tedious  weather, 
We  sport  at  ease  in  the  coul  sea-breeic, 

All  boys  fur  awhile  together. 
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*  Then,  sometimes,  in  the  Ik^ht  bateau, 

Or  yacht,  so  smoothly  gliding, 
We  down  among  the  islands  go  — 

In  fortune  still  confiding; 
And  anchor  wide,  with  lines  o'ec  side. 

Of  read^  wit  brhn-full. 
As  the  sprites  we  feel  round  the  baited  steel. 

And  their  signal  oft :  *  Pull !  pull ! ' 
And  then  once  more  to  the  sea-faced  shore, 

All  hearts  of  kindred  feather,    » 
And  the  feast  prepare  for  kings  to  share. 

All  boys  as  we  are  together ! 

Sir  Prudext's  phiz,  'mid  sports  like  these, 

Like  wine,  fresh  mirth  exciting: 
Bad  luck  upon  the  croaker  seize. 

Who  comes  dull  care  inviting ; 
Aye,  let  him  look,  lest,  hook  or  crook, 

A  mischief  there  befall  him! 
For,  very  sly  and  very  dry, 

Their  joke  no  less  may  gall  him. 
Yet  still  the  more  we  '11  seek  the  shore, 
'  When  next  year  suns  make  weather. 

For  a  day  at  ease  in  the  bracing  breeze, 

All  boys  again  together. 

*  And  oft  at  night,  by  the  milder  light 

For  beautv  8  cheeks  more  fitting,  • 

The  joy  we  ^11  share  with  our  partners  fair, 

Along  the  smooth  sands  flitting. 
The  ocean  wide,  it:^  lessening  tide, 

The  white  surfs  pulsing  play. 
Congenial  sports  and  gentler  thoughts. 

Our  turning  long  delay. 
On  the  stretching  shore,  where  suns  no  more 

Pour  down  uutempered  weather ; 
Where  cheering  zest  and  freshening  rest 

Nerve  heart  and  soul  together. 

Itochy-neuk^  on  tha  South  Shore  of  Boston  Bay,  Jwne,  1858. 


Here  is  the  long-missing  letter  from  Rome,  of  our  friend  *  Colonel  Pipes, 

of  Pipesville.'     *  Moving*  will  always  *  turn-up'  things  that  have  been  lost 

or  mislaid :  so  that,  after  all,  this  dreadful  annoyance  has  its  advantages, 

also : 

^Uotd  WAVLineyne,  Home,  May  s,  1S6:3. 

*Mr  DEAii  Knick.  :  At  last  the  feet  of  Mr.  Pipes  have  reached  the  seven  or  eight- 
hilled  city,  and  from  a  capitally-furnished  room,  only  six  stories  high,  with  a  niagnifi- 
ceut  prospect,  is  he  penning  these  few  lines  to  you,  a  keind  frend  promising  t»)  mail  it 
from  London,  as  that  will  save  you  at  least  a  hundred  dollars  postage,  this  bein'  very 
deer  in  the  Papal  States.  Now  as  I  have  seen  and  gazed  at  sum  werry  curious  *  things » 
on  this  side  tho  worter,  and  have  only  a  short  space  to  report  'em  in,  I  shall  pick  out  a 
phew  *  PiPE-stems '  for  those  of  your  Reeders  who  have  done  me  the  honor  of  glancing 
at  my  ill-spelled  yams.  Fust  of  orl  cqmes  Mrs.  Habribt  Beecher  Stowe.  In  each  of 
the  cities  and  towns  through  which  I  have  pass'd,  I  have  seen,  in  various  languages, 
the  announcement  of  *  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin '  for  sale,  and  in  two  instances  the  name  was 
spelled  thus :  *  Mistress,  Harriet  Beatcher  Stove  ! '  In  Piedmont,  I  saw  it  aktod,  and 
the  Italien  who  took  the  part  of  ^nciJb  Tom  affected  the  audience  to  tears,  the  women 
crying  like  sixty ! 

'Alyedication  being  sadly  neglected  in  the  *classikal  line,'  wen  a  young  child,  prevents 
my  givin'  you  any  very  extended  notis  of  this  world-renowned  citty,  or  interesting 
anekdotes  of  Mr.  C^ksar,  Mr.  Titus,  Mr.  Nero,  or  Pompey's  Pillar,  and  the  like ;  but  a 
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few  of  tho  '  things,*  providing  I  can  spell  'em  right,  I  will  'jot  down.'  Among  the 
foremost  I  would  menshun  '  Tho  Golluseum/  where  Biaoy  used  to  lie  on  a  ston^  and 
light  ' Child  Uarold.'  It  is  in  vast  prcserroshun,  though  wonderfullj  goin'  to  ruin. 
I  sor  the  place  were  the  wild  beastesses  used  to  cum  up  through  a  iron  grateing,  while 
Mr.  Cesau  and  his  family  used  to  look  on.  Saint  Peters  is  decidedly  larger  than  our 
church  in  Barclay-street,  take  it  orl  round  on  an  average ;  then,  it  has  got  a  ball,  so  high 
that  the  bats  canH  fly  up  to  it ;  whitch  makes  'em  very  cross,  they  say.  I  sor  the  Pops, 
who  is  a  very  mild-lookiug  gentleman,  dressed  in  various  colors.  He  wears  a  oap  like 
n  shugger-loaf,  and  has  got  a  largo  cross  on  his  gown,  like  wot  they  mark  cattle  with  in 
the  country  sum  times.  Pceplc  generally  kiss  his  toe  —  I  disremember  which  one — but 
I  didn't.  Uc  goes  to  Bed  about  eight  bells,  and  gets  up  immediately  before  brekfast. 
I  visited  the  late  residence  of  Nebo  and  Titus,  still  standing.  Some  of  the  fresko's, 
though  painted  three  thousand  years  ago,  are  yet  visible ;  they  were  done  by  Tarious 
painters,  such  as  Vaxdike  Roobins,  Sir  Joshua  Ketnolds,  Michael  Angblo  TriMARSH, 
MoRKLANi),  Elliott,  Inman,  and  Raffle.  I  am  not  quite  certain,  bul  I  think  these  arc 
sum  o'  the  names. 

'Then  I  went  to  the  Vatiilvx  —  one  thousand,  four  hundred  rooms;  sor  statuary, 
mummies,  (no  daddys,)  regular  original  ones,  done  up  in  linen;  then  I  went  to  the 
theatre ;  paid  two  pauls  entr|incc,  (ten  cents  English \)  the  play  was  * Mabt,  Queen  of 
Scots ; '  did  n*t  understand  a  word  of  it,  corse  it  wos  hurried  up  in  Italien.  It  appeared 
that  Sir  Walter  Really  got  into  a  muss  with  Queen  Elizabeth,  but  I  a  n't  quite  cer- 
tain. Then  I  went  to  the  *  Pantheon,'  or  the  *  Pantry '  I  forget  which :  this  wos  built 
twenty-five  years  b.  c,  and  is  still  standing:  there  is  a  large  hole  at  the  top,  which 
admits  light  and  rain,  sometimes  both :  I  think  they  show  you  the  pew  St  Paul  used 
to  occupy,  but  I  'm  not  quite  sure.  Then  I  went  to  the  arch  of  Mr.  Sbptimus  Severiods, 
cr.rved  all  over  in  real  stone;  then  to  the  Pyramid  of  Catius  Cestics;  then  to  the  arch 
of  Coxstaxtixe,  and  Temple  of  Vesta,  where  the  fust  waist-coat  was  made;  so  they, 
said,  but  I  a  n't  quite  certain.  I  did  n't  see  any  regular,  real  Romans,  like  they  used  to 
be  in  the  old  times :  they  all  wear  tail-coats,  now,  and  patent-lcther  boots,  and  gold 
t«iiirt-studs.  I  sor  the  Foram,  but  I  don't  think  they  were  sitting;  I  a  n't  quite  certain. 
On  my  way  to  Rome,  having  to  stop  at  Leghorn  for  two  days,  I  took  a  run  per  railroad 
to  Pisa,  and  went  up  the  Loaning  Tower;  and  I  fully  expected  it  would  fell  down  every 
minit,  bekorsc  I  wos  there,  but  I  believe  it  is  yet  standing.  Pisa  is  in  Tuscany,  or  Tus- 
caloosa, I  forget  which. 

*  Yesterday,  I  sor  a  C()i)y  of  the  *  Knickerbocker,'  of  last  month  or  tho  month  before, 
at  the  English  Reeding-Room  of  Mr.  Piale,  Number  Seventy-Nine,  Piazia  di  Spagna 
and  there  were  half-a-dnzon  'Merikans  waiting  to  gut  a  sight  at  it  There  was  tho  nice 
line  cover,  the  pictur  of  *()ld  Knick.'  in  the  easy -chair,  and  in  a  moment,  there  came 
TO  me  such  *  pleasant  memories'  of  the  past,  of  'chats'  and  mild  'brewings'  *now  and 
then '  in  the  sanctum,  of  sundrj- visits  to  Nassau-street,  and  the  polite  and  gentlemanly 

Mr.  n ,  when  a  bright,  fresh  copy  would  be  handed  me;  and  pleasing  indeed  to  me 

was  the  thought  that  I  might  soon  meet  you  all  again ! 

*  Trooly  Yours, 

'James  Pipb,  of  Pipesville.' 

Col.  Pipes  has  been  everywhere.  -  -  -  We  should  like  to  have  seen 
'  XEnnMiAii  Dodge's  Anti -Choiring  Arch-  Vahed  Pt/;n»'  applied  to  the  Emos- 
soN  steamer,  when  she  was  sunk  off  the  Jersey  pier.  Tho  proprietor  of  this 
great  improvement  will  construct  a  pump  upon  his  principle  which  ^rill 
throw  a  stream  of  water  six  inches  in  diameter  from  a  ship's  hold  twenty 
feet  deep,  and  one  man  can  perform  the  operatiojji.  It  is  the  wide-open,  un- 
obstructed, and  vjwhstructahJe  throat  of  the  new  valve,  which  gives  Mr. 
Dodge's  pump  its  great  superiority  over  all  modem  inventions,  or  existing 
hydraulic  improvements.  Mr.  Dodge  will  explain  his  invention  to  any  one 
interested,  at  his  residence,  Number  forty-two,  University-Place. 
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....      A  

Can  any  reader  tell  us  who  is  the  author  of  the  following  lines?  They 
are  replete  with  a  delicate  fancy,  and  strike  our  car  as  exceedingly 
musical : 

'The  Sun  stepped  down  from  his  golden  throne, 

And  lav  In  the  silent  sea, 
And  the  Iaijy  had  folded  her  satin  leav^ 

For  a  sleepy  thing  was  she. 
What  is  theXiLY  dreaming  of? 

Why  crisp  the  waters  blue? 
SecL  seel  she  is  lifting  her  varnished  lid  I 

Her  white  leaves  are  glistening  through  I 

*The  Boss  is  cooling  his  burning  cheek 

In  the  lap  of  the  breathless  tide ; 
The  Lilt  hath  sisters  ftresh  and  fair, 

That  would  lie  by  the  Kosk'b  side ; 
lie  would  love  her  better  than  all  the  rest, 

And  he  would  be  fond  and  true : 
But  the  Lily  imfolded  her  weary  lids, 

And  looked  at  the  sky  so  blue. 

Eemember,  remember  then,  silly  one. 

How  fast  will  thy  summer  glide  1 
And  wilt  thou  >vither  a  virgin  pjUe, 

Or  flourish  a  blooming  bride  ? 

*  Oh  1  the  Rose  is  old,  and  thorny,  and  cold. 

And  he  lives  on  earth,*  said  she ; 

*  But  the  Star  is  fair,  and  he  lives  in  the  air,  ; 

And  ho  shall  my  bridegroom  be.'  , 

• 

*  But  what  if  the  stormy  cloud  should  come, 

And  ruffle  the  silver  sea  ? 
Would  ho  turn  his  eye  from  the  distant  sky,  , 

To  smile  on  a  thing  like  thee  ? 
Oh  I  no,  fair  Lily  !  ho  will  not  send 

One  rav  from  his  far-off  throne ;  ' 

The  winds  shall  blow,  and  the  waves  shall  flow, 

And  thou  wilt  be  left  alone. 

*  There  is  not  a  leaf  on  the  mountain-top. 

Nor  a  drop  of  evening-dew, 
Nor  a  golden  sand  on  the  sparkling  shore. 

Nor  a  pearl  In  the  waters  blue, 
That  he  nas  not  cheered  with  his  flckle  smile, 

And  warmed  with  his  faithless  beam ; 
And  will  he  be  true  to  a  pallid  flower, 

That  floats  on  the  quiet  stream  ? 

*  Alas  for  the  Lily  1  she  would  not  heed. 

But  turned  to  the  skies  afar, 
And  bared  her  breast  to' the  trembling  ray 

That  shot  A'om  the  rising  star : 
The  cloud  came  over  the  darkened  sky, 

And  over  the  waters  wide :  , 

8he  looked  in  vain  through  tho  beating  rain, 

And  sank  in  tho  stormy  tide.' 

Very  beautiful!  -  -  -  There  must  have  been  some  suppressed  *  snicker- 
ing '  in  the  *  meeting-house  *  where  the  following  laughable  incident  occurred  : 
*  Let  mo  tell  an  anecdote  of  one  of  the  old  settlers  in  this  neighborhood, 

whom  I  will  name  Petek  G ,  who  had  resided  on  his  farm  near  our  village 

for  tho  last  forty  years,  and,  by  his  industry  and  the  increased  price  of  lands, 
was  called  rich,  and  livfed  *full  fat  and  plenteously.*  He  was  one  of  those 
hale,  hearty,  hard-working,  bluff,  blunt,  open  hearted  farmers,  who  thought 
more  of  looking  afler  his  stock  and  farm  than  of  visiting  a  house  of  worship 
on  the  Sabbath-day.  A  near  neighbor,  who  was  his  very  opposite,  and 
thought  it  sacrilege  to  miss  a  regular  church-meeting,  called  dn  Peter  one 
day  and  asked  him  to  attend  on  the  next  Sabbath  to  hear  Parson  D  ^^-^ 
preach ;  who,  by  the  way,  had  built  up  a  large  church  in  the  village.     So 
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Peter  promised  that  he  would  be  there  on  the  next  Sunday.  Punctual  to 
the  time,  as  Petek  thought,  but  a  little  late,  he  arriyed  at  the  door,  whici; 
was  closed,  and  the  minister  had  commenced.  Peter  knocked  at  the  door. 
Some  one  sitting  near  opened  it.     In  walked  Petek,  with  liis  ever-bluct 

*  How  do  do  ?  how  d'  do  ?  ■  and  looking  np  at  the  minister,  he  said,  '  Sir. 
h«>\v  d'  do  ?  *  and,  in  walking  up  the  aisle,  he  spoke  to  every  one,  all  of  whoni 
he  knew.  When  his  ftiend  who  had  invited  him,  rose  up  to  scat  him  in  his 
pew,  he  grasped  him  by  his  hand  and,  with  his  loud  voice  said,  *  How  arv 
you  V  and  how  are  yours?  *  which  made  such  an  unusual  commotion  that  the 
congregation  was  in  one  titter  during  the  whole  sermon.     This  was  his  first 

and  last  visit  to  Parson  D ^'s  church.    He  said  they  were  '  the  most  dry. 

and  unsociable  set  of  people  he  had  ever  seen,  when  they  had  got  on  their 
Sumlay-go-to-meeting  faces.'    -    -    -    Our  old  friend  and  correspondent, 

*  L«  >r.iiAi\E,'  after  sitting  awhile,  the  other  morning,  in  our  new  publication- 
office,  awaiting  his  accustomed  chat  with  the  Editor,  took  up  a  pen,  and 
was  presently  delivered  of  the  following  gossipping  epistle ;  a  communica- 
tion which  shows,  that  even  so  trifling  a  thing  as  llie  Fin^t  Fly,  to  a  reflective 
mind,  may  become  *fix>d  for  thought.' 

•  T:r :-  \<  tlio  fourth  «lny  nf  May ;  a  inohlh  wliU-li.  whon  1  wa.^  ynunc,  was  the  »trcct**t.  lov*-'J."«t, 
:iMil  in«rt  fl<»won- of  llio  wholo  twolvr.*  Nnw,  howovfr.  by  sunie  tip  of  the  oarth.  <t  -^ot.o 
«»li>!r:i(;Ini.'  Univ.  (>»y  tho  way.  the  «iM|»si-  b  near  at  hand  !)  it  Is  drcan-. «lrl/zly.  clomh-,  and  «^»!<L  I 
•s'O  iii'tl.in::.  lic.r  notliin::.  liroatlio  n«»rhiriir.  thai  ri'iiiintis  mc  of  the  month  of  May,  s>av«j  and  \x>\\x 
oiw  tliiui:.  I  h:ivr  just  svn  *'  ,rti/  —  the  tir>t  fly  that  has  onjSH><l  my  vision  ^hH*o  the  'ffn-.itdr- 
tinv- '  if  Ift-^t  \\.:\r.  WhiTi"  it  caim-  fntin,  1  don't  know,  nor  d<H>  tho  fly  know ;  m)r  t]o  I  i-arv.  t.-t 
•1  <•  ^  I.  <.  lint  here  he  w:n  hut  a  U-w  St*o<>iuN  a;."*,  hnishln::  Ids  hill  with  his  ft>ro-li;-jrs  and  niHIr-: 
'oi."**h.  r  Ids  ldnd<»ni-s  and  stei>i»ln;r  briskly  across  your  dt-jk,  Mr.  Knickerbocker.  He  i*  ;?.c.^f. 
\\\''.\  l.ri:;hter  skies  to  him,  notnt ;  and  flowtrs,  ami  more  to  oat  ami  <lrlnk  than,  from  pn^'a: 
;iI»;Kar.!ici-«,  ho  cjm  find  in  this  new  oftico  of  yonrj,  Numhor  Ton  in  Afpletox'*  magjdf!«nt 
:>ui!<:iM*. 

•Th'  tly — how  s-raniw  li  Is!  IJut  ln*>l,ndfloant  a?  Ih^  is,  ho  a5.v>ciatc9  lilm9<^lf  with  Uw'. 
Toi.v.  iT.d  Dr.  FuAXKLix,  and  hosts  of  otlu-r*.  What  r.  los-on  was  that  which  Fnrle  Toby  n**l  !■■* 
li..- wi.-ld.  o:i  h:iinaniiy,  ivh'.-n,  (.!<  r\i-ry  l'«*!y  knt>ws.>  aficr  a  fly  had  hnrz***!  .aTwiut  lils  «••<«•.  Mi-1 
wnrri.-d  iho  tondor-Ju':irt«'d  ol«l  man  to  death,  ulmo-t,  ho  raii^lit  tho  fly.  and  strahrhtwav  rl>irj. 
walki.il  to  the  window,  and  cxtondinjr  his  ami  out  into  the  frei^h  and  boundlei*  a?r,  sai«l  to  hinu 
'..in.ily:  'Go  thy  ways  p;x^r  devil!— tho  world  is  hi:;  onoUL'h  for  both  thoo  and  mo/  I  can  d- 
lIiIh  t'>..,  with  a  fly,  but  never  u  Irh  a  mos4|nlto !    Down  a\  itli  the  uiosqnito ! 

'  And  into  wliat  a  fit  of  pliiltHophical  thouq:ht  diil  a  fly  once  plunp)  Doctor  FRAXKLrN !  Th;" 
hld;t)~.j.hor  had  pome  wino,  which  liad  been  bron^rht  by  him  from  France.  During  the  proct'ssof 
docaMtlnff  It,  out  came  a  fly.  *  Well,'  tlionirht  the  Do«'tor.  (tor  ho  wa»  full  of  thourrht.> » wht^  knrw* 
but  tiih  wino  njay  n«»t  have  kept  this  fly  in  a  state  of  vitality  *  I^t  ns  p**e?*  So  takhii;  hira  u;s 
;:in!ly,  with  flnu'er  and  tlmmb,  he  laid  him  out  to  i\ry  on  tho  window-sill,  in  tho  sunshine.  <V.c 
-ye  on  the  wino.  and  the  other  on  tho  fly,  tJie  Dix-tor  presently  let  p>  the  dtM»anter,  and  walked  over 
t.i  s.\  what  it  was  that  ma«lo  a  sndden  moiii»n  in  tho  tly.  It  was  a  briv-uh  i»f  air,  perhaps  I  No :  ii 
wa>  /*  f-  I'ditrn  oftiht^tlutif  ribiUty  !  Tho  fly  was  alive !  And  ho,  too,  as  flies  will,  beiaru  as  tLL* 
f'llow  iliil.  (on  your  d»'>k,  just  now>  to  rub  the  sifU-s  of  his  bead  with  his  'fore,  and  hfc*  bai'k.an-i 
wipr-',  with  his  hind  losr»;  then  shakintr  himself,  and  his  eyes  havinpr  got  all  the  wine  out  of  thorn, 
and  -eine  the  bri-«'ht  and  beautiful  li::ht  in  which  he  so  lovol  to^fiort  In  France,  ho  save  himself  !■« 
till-  air :  his  winv.'s  bein*;  put  in  mot  on,  away  he  flew,  not  doubting  for  a  moment  that  he  was  .•^iil 
in  rr.inoe,  and  luid  just  parted  from  his  c«»mpanion^  who,  like  himself,  ha<l  been  pipping  tho  juii-e  «)f 
!]«■•  2r:ii»e.  but  who,  unlike  him,  wore  not  c.inirht  in  tho  <*urrent,  and  borne  down  thronich  the  groat 
opMdng  into  the  jiii>e  or  tho  dem^iohn.  iIuto  to  soak  hiniself, and  fiocomo  unoon»clmi!^,  for  the  *i«ace 
oi' — no  bwly  knows  how  long.    There  can  W  no  <loubt  that  ho  had  lost  nothing^  by  that  i»lungo 

'  i  "     " 

"  «">Tr.  friend  and  corres^iondent,  Mr.  S.  C.  M\s<.rTT.  of  Calif- 'rnl.i,  would  scarcely  have  Invr. 
insjdred  to  write  his  beautiful '.)Aiy-V'o'#-«'«  y'»«j^' fur  the  ladio^  of  the  San-FnuieUco  Fonuil'" 
Seminary,  luid  he  been  surrounded  by  such  •  airs '  ;is  wo  had  at  the  time  in  Qotbam. 
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into  the  wine,  for  *  There  is  no  perception  of  limo  in  the  insensibility  of  sleep.'  Oat  of  -which 
o[»lnion,  sonic  infer  that '  the  moment  of  our  demise  touches  upon  the  moment  of  our  restoration 
to  life.'  It  may  be  so  with  this ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  it  was  so  with  Doctor  Fsakklin's  fly. 
■Whether  the  fly  ever  discovered  that  he  was  not  in  France,  but  in  America,  no  bo<ly  knows — at 
least  I  do  not 

'  Now,  it  wius  not  possible  for  a  man  having  such  a  head  as  Fbanklix  carried  on  hla  shooIdenS, 
not  to  refievt  somewhat  upon  the  dcatli,  and  restoration  to  life,  of  that  fly.  Our  friends,  the  phre- 
nologists, tell  us  that  Franklin's  reflective  fncnltios  were  prodigiously  developed;  of  course  ho 
was  bound  to  reflect  a  little  on  tlio  coming  to  life  of  that  hitherto  dead  fly ;  dead  or  drowned 
which  is  about  tho  same  thing.  And  so,  as  was  natural,  perhaps,  he  reasoned  thns :  '  If  this  fly 
could  dlo,  and  then  revive  again,  after  having  been  so  long  submerged  and  corked  up  in  wine,  why 
could  I  not,  myself  be  headed  up  in  a  i)ii)e  of  the  same  kind  of  liqnor,  and  after  continuing  there 
for  a  century,  or  more,  or  less,  by  sonie  process  of  heating  or  roAiviflcation,  breathe  and  live 
au'uln  ? '  ■Whatever  tho  doctor's  conclusions  were  on  this  question,  it  is  oeTtain  he  coald  never 
muster  up  faith  enough  to  try  the  experiment  But  only  think  of  that  groat  man's  waking  up, 
even  now,  and  looking  out  npon  what  science  and  the  arts  have  achieved  since  his  day  1  IIow  one 
of  C'oLLixs'  steamers  would  astound  even  his  calm  and  iwnetratlng  faculties  I  And  the  caia  and  the 
locomotive,  and  being  whirled  along  at  the  rate  of  forty  miles  tho  hour,  what  I  would  like  to  know 
^^  ould  he  think  of  that  ?  ^  But  >Vhcn  he  should  bo  inquired  of  by  some  old  Quaker  friend  in  New- 
Orleans,  or  IMiiladelphia,  or  Boston:  'How  art  tliou  this  morning,  Bknjamin ? '  and  lie  should 
respond:  '  I*retty  well,  I  thank  thee,  Sammy  ;' and  get  from  two  of  these  places  in  two  minutes 
tho  response:  'Glad  to  hear  it;'  and  from  tho  third  in  ten  minutes:  'Mayst  thou  long  live  and 
continue  so,'  what  sort  of  thoughts,  think  you,  Mr.  Knickekbockeb,  would  chase  one  another 
:;ronn(l  and  about  his  cerebellum  ?  and  what  would  be  the  fiir  in  the  congeries  of  his  brain  ?  IIow 
lie  would  tblnk  of  his  kite,  and  of  the  lightning;  and  when  he  should  learn  that  it  was  tho  light- 
ning' flashiiijr  the  answers,  be  hatl  received,  along  wires,  he  would  say  :  'My  kite  Is  the  q^%  out  of 
which  all  this  telegraphing  was  hatched.'  Calm  as  ho  was  always,  it  would  take  him  at  least  a 
month  to  quiet  himself,  as  the  wonders  were  looked  Into  by  his  quick,  and  sagacious,  and  philoso- 
phical eye  1  If  the  doctor  had  gone  into  that  pl[»e  of  wine,  and  been  headetl  up,  for  one,  I  should 
wi>h  him  to  remain  tliere  awhile  longer;  for,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  there  are  'more  tldngs  in  our 
[(hlldsophy,  Horatio,  than  are  yet  dreumeil  of. '  Kru'SSON  will  be  out  soon  witb  his  wonderfbl 
invention  ;  and  a  little  while  after,  we  shall  all  be  going  from  place  to  place  through  the  air,  and  the 
o.irth  be  unpeopled  of  its  travelling  community.  That  would  be  about  tho  time  I  should  like 
to  unhnns:,  and  take  tho  doctor  from  his  sleep  in  tlie  wine. 

'  I  knew  a  man  once,  who,  on  reading  the  account  of  Doctor  Franklin's  fly,  resolved  on  proving 
to  the  wt)rld  that  there  was  one  believer,  at  least,  in  Ills  theory.  lie  had  a  beautiful  pointer,  named 
PoNTo.  Ui>on  this  dog  ho  resolved  to  test  the  question.  So,  on  fllllng  his  Ice-house,  one  winter, 
ho  ordered  Poxto  to  bo  covered  up  in  a  cavity  left  In  tlie  ice.  It  was  done.  The  next  summer, 
when  it  was  hot  almost  to  suflbcation,  Ponto  was  brought  forth  from  his  Icy  tomb,  and  conveyed 
to  the  slope  of  a  hill,  covered  with  grass,  and  gently  laid  upon  this  beautiful  carpet  Two  stout 
'  CuKFYs'  were  put  to  work  to  rub  Ponto,  and  apply  to  him  all  the  agencies  that  were  considered 
most  likely  to  set  what  was  once  the  machinery  of  his  life  in  motion.  But  alasl  Ponto  had 
slept  his  last  sleep ;  and  so,  after  exhausting  every  experiment,  his  hair  rubbed  off;  the  owner  gave 
orders  to  dig  a  hole,  and  put  what  remained  of  the  poor  '  experimental '  animal  Into  It 

'  This,  however,  was  not  a  fair  test  It  did  not  effect  tho  experiment  ftilly.  Ponto  ought  to 
bavo  been  dro^vned  in  good  old  Madeira  wine !' 

Well,  let  th/tt  experiment  be  tried!  -  -  -  *  Beautiful/ says  a  modem 
writer,  *it  is  to  see  and  understand  that  no  worth,  known  or  unknown,  can  die, 
even  in  this  earth.  The  work  an  unknown  good  man  has  done,  is  like  a  vein 
of  water  hidden  under  ground,  secretly  making  the  ground  green ;  it  flows  and 
flows;  it  joins  itself  with  other  veins  and  veinlets ;  one  day  it  will  start 
forth  as  a  visible,  perennial  well.'  We  thought  of  this  passage  the  other  day, 
in  passing  the  noble  institution  now  in  process  of  erection,  through-  the 
munificent  liberality  and  generous  public  spirit  of  Mr.  Peter  Cooper.  Mr. 
CooPEft  has  been  *  doing  good  *  for  years  and  years,  without  pretence  and 
witliout  ostentation ;  and  his  crowning  act  is  the  superb  and  superbly- 
endowed  *  Institute  '  which  bears  his  honored  name.  He  did  not  wait  until 
he  could  hold  his  money  no  longer,  before  he  made  a  bequest  of  it  for  the 
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good  of  his  kind.  lie  desired  to  see  the  good  ho  conld  accomplish ;  and,  in 
the  prime  of  life,  and  in  the  midst  of  his  active  usefulness,  he  has  built  him- 
self a  monument  which  will  last  as  long  as  there  is  any  gratitude  left  in  the 
hearts  of  his  fellow-citizens.  lienor,  all  honor,  say  we,  to  such  a  disinterested 
benefactor  of  his  race!  -  -  -  The  following  ^BoaUSong^  which  has 
^gone  the  rounds'  of  the  American  and  English  press  uncrcdited  and  un- 
claimed, is,  we  are  quite  certain,  from  the  pen  of  our  friend  and  contempo- 
rary, General  George  P.  Morris;  for  we  remember  having  seen  it,  on  its 
first  appearance,  with  his  name  prefixed  to  it : 

'Pull  away  merrily  —  oyer  the  waters  I 

Tug  to  Vour  oafs  for  the  wood-tanpled  shore ; 
We  're  off  and  afloat  with  earth's  loyeliest  daughters,' 

Worth  all  the  argosies  wave  ever  bore. 
Pull  away  gallantly  —  pull  away  yaliantly — 
Pull  with  a  sweep,  boys;  anrl  pull  forth©  shore: 
Merrily,  merrily,  bend  to  the  oar ! 

*  Pull  away  cheerily  1  —  land  is  before  us  — 

Green  cnrt)yes  are  flinjring  their  balm  to  the  spray; 
The  sky,  Tike  the  spirit  of  Ibye,  bendinjj  o'er  us, 
Lipfhts  her  brif]^ht  torches  to  show  us  the  way. 
Pull  away  charily — pull  away  warily  — 
l*ull  with  a  neryc,  ixiys :  tt>p^ther  giyo  way : 
Merrily,  merrily,  piill  to  the  lay  1 

*Pull  away  heartily  —  light  winds  are  blowing, 
Crisping  the  ripples  that  dance  at  our  side: 
The  moon  bathes  m  silyer  the  path  we  are  p^ing, 
And  Night  is  arrayed  in  her  robe;*  like  a  bride. 
Pull  away  readily  —  pull  away  steadily  — 
Pull  with  a  will,  boys,  and  sing  as  we  glide 
Merrily,  merrily,  over  the  tide ! ' 

TTe  are  not  surprised  at  the  popularity  of  this  soug.  It  embodies  the  very 
spirit  and  life  of  the  scene  which  is  its  theme.  -  -  -  Here  is  a  letter  to 
the  Editor,  from  a  young  lad  in  Kentucky,  which  we  cannot  resist  the  incli- 
nation to  *  embalm  *  for  preservation  in  the  Knickerbocker  : 

'  Dear  Sir:  I  am  a  boy,  flAeon  years  of  age,  and  am  at  present  attending  a  rerf  good  BcbooL 
My  tcacluT  consldora  mo  one  of  bis  best  scholars,  and  ii  is  my  Intention  never  to  givoblm  occasion 
to  think  otherwiso.  I  never,  in  school-hours,  whisper  with  my  neighbors;  I  never  throw  paper- 
balls  across  tliu  echool-room,  where  sit  a  regiment  of  small  chaps,  who,  before  the  balls  arrlye, 
dodge  behind  thoir  desks,  thvlr  strong-hoULs  and  quick  ap  again  to  return  the  Bhot  No,  Sir;  I 
never  indul^ro  in  such  warlike  oxorolstrs ;  but  I  apply  myself  assiilnously  to  my  studies.  My  teacher 
has  (ifti>n  roniarke<l  that  I  study  t(K>  hariL  lint  I  have  ample  time  for  cxerdse.  'Wlicn  I  bcgSD 
this  letter  I  intuiuled  to  ask  a  favor  of  yuu :  whether  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  bay  for  me  a  prse- 
tical  work  on  Fendn<;,  for  which  I  inclose  one  <lollar.  I  do  nut  know  the  prloo.  By  doing  bo,  yon 
will  confer  a  lasting  favor  upon  me. 

*  Your  obedient  and  bumble  servant^  T  — —  A  — . 

Will  some  of  our  publishers  *  please  advise '  touching  the  Work  on  Fenc- 
ing? Weknownotwheretogctit.  -  -  -  We  are  glad  to  (earn  that  the  JSi&- 
Tiibition  of  the  Xational  AcaiUmy  of  Design^  although  open  for  scarcely  half 
the  usual  period,  was  eminently  successful  the  present  season;  having  received, 
in  that  short  space  of  time,  more  money  for  admissions  than  daring  the  entire 
term  last  year.  The  art-critic  of  the  ^Ilame- Journal,^  in  his  lively,  matter- 
full  ^Gazette,  of  Uoboken,  speaking  of  the  portraits  in  the  collectioD,  con- 
firms the  justice  of  the  remarks  heretofore  made  in  these  pages  upon  the 
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'        "  —  -^i— ^^^M^M^i»^^—^»^^^—  ■■  !■       -         ■■     I     I  ■  ■  ■        I      a^— ^i^^^^^W— fclUP^^B^W^M^— ^M^M^W^— ,^ 

same  themo:  *0p  Mr**  Elliott's  pictures  it  is  difficult  to  write,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  avoid  the  repetition  of  ourselves  and  others ;  wo  need  only  say 
that  the  pictures  of  this  accomplished  Master  of  Arts,  now  on  exhibition, 
fully  sustain  his  previous  reputation,  and  all  the  world  knows  what  that  is. 
Of  Mr.  Elliott,  dn  eminent  English  writer  observes,  that  *  ho  seems  bom  to 
continue  the  line  of  illustrious  portrait-painters  in  America,  at  the  head  of 
whi(;h  stands  the  immortal  Stewart.  If  a  gentleman  sits  to  Elliott,'  ho 
adds,  *  a  moderate  immortality,  whatever  may  bo  his  peccadilloes,  is  certain.* 
Mr.  IIicKs,  who  paints  in  a  style  the  very  opposite  of  Mr.  Elliott's,  is  equally 
notorious  as  a  master  in  his  profession.  As  serious  and  as  severe  in  his 
delineations  as  Da  Vinci  or  Opie,  he  compels  admiration  by  his  fidelity,  and 
impresses  us  with  the  simplicity  of  his  style.  His  coloring,  sombre  and 
almost  sepulchral  compared  with  his  rival,  under  the  management  of  less 
skillful  treatment,  would  ruin  any  other  artist.  It  is  to  his  absolute  mastery 
over  all  bis  materials  that  he  has  been  enabled  to  produce  such  nobly- 
wrought  works  of  art.  We  do  not,  however,  consider  his  present  works 
equal  to  those  we  have  heretofore  seen.  Yet,  of  the  head  of  Mr.  Thimble, 
we  venture  to  say,  that  wo  know  of  no  living  artist  whose  pencil  could  pro- 
duce a  better  one.  Of  the  picture  itself,  the  simple  historical  character  of  the 
accessories  will  not  allow  us  to  speak  in  high  terms.*  "VVe  infer  the  *  English 
writer' to  be  Lord  Ellesmere.  -  -  -  Toe  subjoined  comes  from  Fort- 
Wayne,  Indiana :  *  I  have  an  anecdote  to  tell  you,  which  occurred  last  Sunday 
evening  at  one  of  our  churches,  known  among  the  *  Philistines  *  by  the  not  very 
euphonious  sobriquet  of  ^Old  Smc-MilV  After  securing  a  seat,  and  getting 
comfortably  *  fixed  in,'  I  turned  my  attention  toward  the  pulpit,  anticipating 
something  grand  and  sublime,  as  the  *  brother'  who  was  to  hold  forth,  had 
arrived  from  a  southern  town,  and  although  very  diminutive  in  height, 
extended  widely  on  all  sides.  A  few  scattering  hairs  *  peeped'  over  the  top  of 
the  pulpit,  and  from  their  occasional  bobbing,  I  concluded  the  venerable  cra- 
nium of  the  reverend  gentleman  was  underneath ;  and  in  this  I  was  correct ; 
for  I  had  not  been  seated  long  when  up  popped  the  ruddy,  luminous  coun- 
tenance of  the  divine,  like  the  rising  of  the  full  moon  over  the  eastern  hori- 
zon in  a  calm  summer  evening.  The  preliminary  exercises  were  disposed  of, 
and  a  text  chosen  from  one  of  St.  Paul's  epistles.  He  spoke  of  '  Brother 
I*Ai'L  as  a  free-bom  Roman  citizen,  a  man  of  great  learning,  boldness,  energy, 
and  perseverance ;  his  miraculous  conversion,  when  the  heavenly  light  shone 
upon  him ;  and  *  how  he  fell  to  the  ground.'  *  Some  may  ask,'  he  remarked, 
*  why  such  a  bold  man  as  St.  Paul  should  fall  to  the  ground  because  of  the 
light:  the  true  reason  was,  because  lie  could  rCt  stand  vp/^  A  slight  titter 
ran  among  the  audience,  but  whether  caused  by  this  cogent  reasoning  or 
not,  I  cannot  say.'  -  -  -  Tue  *  spread  of  intelligenco'  is  very  forci- 
bly exemplified  in  the  following  *  authentic  fact,*  which  wo  derive  from  a 
corresi)ondent  in  Newport,  Rhode-Island :  *  This  Newport  is  the  place  where, 
until  within  a  few  years,  they  *  built  old  Tiouses^^  but  since  it  became  a 
fashionable  summer  resort  for  all  sorts  of  people,  there  has  been  all  sorts  of 
buildings  built.  There  is  a  journeyman-painter  hero  who  goes  upon  the 
principle  of  *  obeying  orders  if  ho  breaks  owners,*  who  was  sent  by  his  *boss* 


